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Old  Man,  Tenant  to  Glo'fler. 

Ser^vant  to  Cornwall. 

.ft ) 

2d    J 


Ser'vants  to  Glo'fter 


Gonerill, 

Regan 

Cordelia 


ill,  I 


Daughters 


Knights  attending  on  the  King,  Officers,  Mejfengers^ 
Soldiers  and  Attendants. 
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^ 1 

ACT  X     SCENE    I. 

ne  King's  palace. 

Enter  Kent,   Glo'fler,  and  Edmund  the  Bajlard. 
Kent. 

I  Thought,  the  King  had  more  afFeaed  the  Duke 
of  Albany  than  Comnjoall. 
Glo.  It  did  always  feem  fo  to  us  :  but  now, 
in  the  Divifion  of  the  Kingdom,  it  appears  not,  which 
of  the  Dukes  he  values  molt ;  for  qualities  are  {o 
weigh'd,  ^  that  curiofity  in  neither  can  make- choice  of 
cither's  moiety. 

Kent.  Is  not  this  your  fon,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  His  Breeding,  Sir,  hath  been  at  my  charge.  I 
have  fo  often  bluih'd  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now  I 
am  braz'd  to't. 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  you. 

Git.  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could  ;  where- 
upon Ihe  grew  round-womb'd ;  and  had,  indeed,  Sir, 
a  fon  for  her  cradle,  ere  ihe  had  a  hulhand  for  her  bed. 
Do  you  fmell  a  fault  ? 

Keni.  I  cannot  wifh  the  fault  undone,  the  ifTue  of 
it  being  fo  proper. 

Glo,  But  I  have  a  fon,  Sir,  by  order  of  law,  *  fome 

1  that  curiofity  in  neither-]  Curiofity,  for  exafteft  fcrutlny.  The 
fenfe  of  the  whole  fentence  is,  The  qualities  and  properties  of  the 
feveral  divifions  are  fo  weighed  and  balanced  againft  one  another. 
that  the  exafteft  Icrutiny  could  not  determine  in  preferrinK  one 
fliare   to  the  other.  &       >- 

-Ljome  year  elder  than  thn,]  The  Oxford  Editor,  not  under- 
ftanding  the  common  phrafe,  alters  year  to  yean.  He  did  not 
conftder,  the  Baftard  fays, 

For  that  I  am  feme  twelve  or  fourteen  moon-Jhines 
Lag  of  a  Brother.'  > 

S  2  yca^ 


year  elder  than  tnis,  who  yet^s  no  dearer  in "irfy  ac- 
count ;  though  this  knave  came  fomevvhat  faucily  to 
the  world  before  he  was  fcnt  for,  yet  was  his  mother 
fair  ,•  there  was  good  Iport  at  his  making,  and  the 
whorfon  mull  be  acknowledg'd.  Do  you  know  this 
Nobleman,  Edmund? 

Edm.  No,  my  lord. 

Glo.  My  lord  of  Kent ; 

Remember  him  hereafter  as  my  honourable  friend. 

Edm.  My  fervices  to  your  lordfliip. 

Kent.   I  muft  love  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  better. 

Edm.  Sir,  I  fhall  fludy  your  deferving 

Glo.  He  hath  been  out  nine  years,  and  away  he  Ihall 
again.  [Trumpets  found,   nvithin. 

The  King  is  coming. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  King  Lear,  Cornwall,  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan, 
Cordelia,  and  Attendants. 

Lear.  Attend   the  lords   of  France  and    Burgundy^ 

Glojler. 
Gb.  I  fhall,  my  liege.  [Exit. 

Lear.  Mean  time  v/e  fhali  J  expr^fs  our  darker  pur- 
pofe. 
Give  me  the  Map  here.     Know,  we  have  divided. 
In  three,   our  Kingdom  ;  +  and  'tis  our  firft  intent, 
To  fhake  all  cares  and  bufmefs  from  our  age; 
Conferring  them  on  younger  firengths,  while  we 

3  exprejs  oar  darker  purpoft.]  Darker^  for  more  fecret  j  not 
far   indiredl,  obl'que. 

4  ^Jid'tn  eur  T  AST  intent,']  This  is  an  interpolation  of  Mr. 
Le^is  Theobald,  for  want  cf  knowing  the  meaning  of  the  o'd 
reading  in  tl.e  quarto  of  i5o8,  and  firft  fcJio  of  J 623  j  where 
we  find  it, 

and  ''tis  our  First   intent, 

which  is  as  Sbahefpear  wrote  it  :  who  makes  Lear  declare  his  pur- 
pofe  with  a  dignity  becoiring  his  ch,ira£ler  :  That  thejjrji  reafun 
of  his  abdication  was  the  love  of  his  people,  that  they  might  be 
protefted  by  fuch  as  were  better  able  to  difcharge  the  truft  j  and  hii 
fiuLuraJ  aftection  for  his  daughters,  only  \hz  Jicond. 

Unburthen'd 
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Unburthen'd  crawl  tow'rd  death.     Our  fon  of  Con- 

And   You,  our   no  Icfs  loving  fon  of  Albany^ 
We  have  this  hour  a  conrtant  will  to  publifli 
Our  daughters  fev'ral  DowV?,    that  future  flrife 
May  be  prevented  now.     The  Princes  France  and  Bur' 

gundy. 
Great  rivals  in  our  younger  daughter's  love, 
Long  in  our  Court  have  made  their  am'rous  fojourn. 
And  here  are  to  be  anfwer'd.     Tell  me,  daughters, 
(Since  now  we  will  divefl  us,    both  of  rule, 
Int'rell  of  territory,  cares  of  lUte  ;) 
Which  of  you,    fhall  we  fay,    doth  love  us  mod  ? 
That  we  our  largeil  bounty  may  extend. 
Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.     Ganerili, 
Our  eldefl   born,  fpeak  iiril,. 

Gon.  I  love  you.  Sir, 
Dearer  than  eye-fight,  fpace  and  liberty  j 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued,  rich  or  rare ; 
No  lefs  than  life,  with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour : 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  or  father  found. 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,    and  fpeech  unable^ 
5  Beyond  all  manner  of  fo  m.uch  I  love  you. 

Cor,  What  fhall  Cordelia  do  ?  love  and  be  filent. 

lA/tde. 

Lear.  Of  all  thefe  Bounds,   ev'n  from  this  line  to 
this. 
With  fhadowy  forefts  and  with  champions  rich'd. 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-ikirted   meads. 
We  make  thee  lady.     To  thine,  and  Albany  s  ifTue 

Be  this  perpetual. What  fays  our  fecond  daaghter;, 

Our  deareft  Regan^  wife  of  Com^aU?  fpeak. 

Reg.  Vm  made  of  that  felf-metal  as  my  fifter. 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth,  in  my  true  Heart. 
I  find,  fhe  names  my  very  deed  of  love  ; 
Only  fhe  comes  too  fhort :  that  I  profefs 
Myielf  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys, 
^  Which  the  moft  precious  fquare  of  fenfe  pofTefTes ; 

And 

5  Beyond  all  manner ,  &c.]  /.  e.  beyond  all  expreflion. 

6  Which  the  mcji  precious  fquare  of  fenfe  foffegh  j]  JBy  the  fquare 
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And  find,  I  am  alone  felicitate 
In  your  dear  Highnefs'  love. 

Cor.  Then  poor  Cordelia!  [Afide, 

And  yet  not  fo,  fmce,  I  am  fure,  my  love's 

7  More  ponderous  than  their  tongue. 

Lear.  To  thee,  and  thine,  hereditary  ev^r, 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  Kingdom  ; 
^  No  lefs  in  fpace,  validity,  and  pleafure. 

Than  that  conferr'd  on  Gonerill Now  our  joy. 

Although  our  laft,  not  leaft  ;  to  whofe  young  love. 
The  vines  of  France,  and  milk  of  Burgundy y 
Strive  to  be  int'refs'd  :  what  fay  you,  to  draw 
A  third,  more  opulent  than  your  fillers  ?  fpeak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Lear.  Nothing  ? 

Car.  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  can  come  of  nothing ;  fpeak  again. 

Cor.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth  :  I  love  your  Majefty 
According  to  my  bond,  no  more  nor  lefs. 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia  ?  mend  your  fpeech  si 
little. 
Left  you  may  mar  your  fortunes. 

Cor.  Good  my  lord. 
You  have  begot  me,  bred  me,  lov'd  me.     I 
Return  thofe  duties  back,  as  are  right  lit ; 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  moft  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  fifters  hufbands,  if  they  fay, 
They  love  you  all  ?  hap'ly,  when  I  ihall  wed. 
That  lord,    whofe  hand  muft  take  my  plight,    Ihall 

carry 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care  and  duty. 

offenfe,  we  are,  here,  to  underftand  the  four  nobler  fenfes,  'vix. 
thejigbt,  bearings  tafie,  and  jmell.  For  a  young  lady  could  not, 
with  decency,  infinuate  that  fhe  knew  of  any  pleafure  which  the 
fifth  afferded.  This  is  imagined  and  expreffed  with  great  pro- 
priety and  delicacy.  But  the  Oxford  Editor^  for  f^uare.,  reads 
Spirit. 

7  More  ponderous  than  my  tongue.']    We   fliould  read    their 
tongue,  meaning  her  fifters. 

8  No  lefs  in  fpace,  validity,]  Validity,  for  worth,  value  }  not 
for  integrity,  or  good  title. 

Sure, 
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Sure,  I  fhall  never  marry  like  my  fillers, 
9  To  love  my  father  all. 

Lear.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Lear.  So  young,  and  (o  untender  ? 

Cor.  So  young  my  lord,  and  trueo 

Lear.  Let  it  be  (o,  thy  truth  then  be  thy  dower  : 
For  by  the  facred  radiance  of  the  fun. 
The  myfleries  of  Hecate,  and  the  night. 
By  all  the  operations  of  the  orbs. 
From  whom  we  do  exift,  and  ceafe  to  be  ; 
Here  I  difclaim  all  my  paternal  care. 
Propinquity,  and  property  of  blood, 
And  as  a  firanger  to  my  heart  and  me 
Hold  thee,    from  this,  for  ever.     The  barb'rous  Scy- 
thian, 
Or  he  that  makes  his  generation  mefles, 
To  gorge  his  appetite  -,  Ihall  to  my  bofom 
Be  as  well  neighbour'd,  pitied,  and  reliev'd. 
As  thou,  my  fometime  daughter. 

Kent.  Good  my  Liege  • 

Lear,  Peace,  Kent ! 
Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath, 
I  lov'd  her  moft,  and  thought  to  fet  piy  Reft 
On  her  kind  nurs'ry.     Hence,    avoid  my  fight ;  — . 

[To  Cordelia. 
So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 
Her  father's  heart  from  her ;  Call  France  j  who  ftirs  I 

Call  Burgundy Corn^voall  and  Albany, 

With  my  two  daughters'  dowers  digeft  the  third. 
Let  pride,  which  Ihe  calls  plainnefs,  marry  her, 
I  do  inveft  you  jointly  with  my  Power, 
Preheminence,    and  all  the  large  effefts 
That  troop  with  Majefty.     Our  felf^by  monthly  courfe. 
With  refervation  of  an  hundred  Knights, 
By  you  to  be  fuftain'd,   Ihall  our  abode  . 
Make  with  you  by  due  turns :   '  only  retain 

The 

9  To  love  my  father  all. — ]     Thefe  words  reftored  from  the  firft 
edition,  without  which  the  knfe  was  not  compleat.     Mr.  Pope, 

I  ■ .  only  retain 
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The  name  and  all  th'  addition  to  a  Kin^  : 

The  fway,  revenue,  e:*ecuifon  of  th'  Helt, 

Beloved  fons,  be  yours  ;    which  to  confirm, 

This  Coronet  part  between  )'ou.     [Gi%<:/ig  the  Croivn, 

Kent.  Royal  Lear^ 
Whom  I  have  ever  honoured  as  my  King, 
Lov'd  as  my  father,  as  my  mafter  follow'd, 
^nd  as  my  patron  thought  on  in  my  pray'rs 

Lear.  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  from  the 
Ihafc. 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart ;  be  Kent  unmannerly, 
When  Lear  is  mad  :  what  would'ft  thou  do,  old  man? 
Think'ft  thou,  that  duty  fliall  have  dread  to  fpeak. 
When  pow'r  to  flatt'ry  bows  ?   to  plainnefs  Honour 
Is  bound,  when  Majefty  to  folly  falls. 
Heferve  thy  State  j    with  better  judgment  check 
This  hideous  rafhnefs  ;  with  my  life  I  anfwer,. 
Thy  youngeft  daughter  does  not  love  thee  leaft  ; 
Nor  are  thofe  em^ty-hearted,  whofe  low  found 
Reverbs  no  hollownefs. 

Lear.  Kent,  On  thy  life  no  more. 

Kent.  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  againft  thy  foes ;  nor  fear  to  lofe  it. 
Thy  fafety  being  the  motive. 

Lear.  Out  of  my  fight  ! 

Kent.  See  better,   Lear,  and  let  me  ftill  remaia 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 

The  name,  and  all  tF  acdiition  to  a  Kittg  : 
The  fway,  revenue,    execution, 

Belo-vsd  fons,  be  your i  j]   TKe  old  books  read  the  lines  thus, 
Thefioay,  revenue,  execution  oy    the   rest. 
Beloved  fons,   ie yours. 
This  is  evidently  corn»pt,    ar>d   the  editors  not   knowing  what  to 

make  cf of  tie  reji ,  left  it  out.     The  true  reading  without 

doubt,  was, 

Thefivay^  revenue,  execution  of   th'  hest. 
Beloved  fons,  be  your%. 

Hefi,    is  an  old  word  for  regal  command  :    ft)  that  the  fenfe  of  the 

\vhole  is, 1  will  only  retain  the  name  and  all  thr?  ceremonious 

obfef  vances  that  belong  to  a  King ;    the  effentiah,  as  fway,    reve- 
nue, adminJftration  of  the  laws,  be  yours. 

Lear^ 


King  Lear. 


tear.  Now  by  /Apollo 


Kent.  Now  by  Apollo^  King, 
%\iQM  fwear'll  thy  gods  in  vain. 
Lear.  O  vaffal  I  mifcreant ! 


\_Laying  his  hand  on  his  Jhuord, 

Alh.  Corn.  Dear  Sir,  forbear. 

Kent.  Kill  thy  phyfician,    and  thy  fee  beftow 
Upon  the  foul  difeafe  ;  revoke  thy  doom. 
Or  whilft  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 
I'll  tell  thee,  thou  doft  eviL 

Lear.  Hear  me,  recreant  ! 
Since  thou  haft  fought  to  make  us  break  our  vow. 
Which  we  durft  never  yet ;  and  with  ftrain'd  pride, 
*  To  come  betwixt  our  fentence  and  our  power  ; 
J  Which  nor  our  nature,  nor  our  place,  can  bear. 
Our  ponency  make  good  i  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee  for  provifion. 
To  fhield  thee  from  difafters  of  the  world; 
And,  on  the  fixth,  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  Kirgdom  ;  if,  the  tenth  day  following, 
Thy  banifh'd  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions, 
The  mom«nt  is  thy  death  :  away  !  By  Jupiter^ 
This  fhall  not  be  revok'd, 
**Kent.  Fare  thee  well,    King ;   iith  thus   thou  wilt 
appear. 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  banilhment  is  here ; 
Tiie  gods  to  their  dear  Ihelcer  take  thee,  maid. 
That  juftly  think'ft,  and  haft  moft  rightly  faid  : 

2  To  come  betivixt  our  fentence  and  t;/^  power  j]   Puwer,  for  exe*- 
cution  of  the  fentence. 

3  J^Fbich  nor  our  niUure,  nor  cur  plaa,   can  hear, 

Our  potency  mike  ^ood ;]  Mr.  Tteohjld,  by  putting  the  firft 
line  into  a  parenthefis,  and  altering  jnjke  to  made  in  the  fecond 
line,  hath  deftroyed  the  f.'nfe  of  the  whole  j  which,  as  it  flood  be- 
fore he  corrupted  the  word?,  wus  this :  **  You  ha,^e  endcavour'd, 
"  fays  Lear,  to  make  me  break  my  o..th,  you  have  preAimed  to 
"  flop  the  execution  of  my  fentence  :  th?  latter  of  thefe  attempt? 
**  neither  my  temper  nor  high  flation  will  fuffer  nae  to  bear,  and 
**  the  other,  had  I  yielded  to  it,  my  power  could  not  make  good, 
«*  or  excufe." ^hicb,  in  the  firft  line,  referring  to  both  at- 
tempts :  But  the  amb  guity  of  it,  as  it  might  refer  oniy  to  the  lat- 
ter, has  occafioned  ail  the  obfcurity  of  the  pafla^c, 
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And  your  large  fpeeches  may  your  deeds  approve. 
That  good  effeds  may  fpring  from  words  of  love : 
Thus  Kent,  O  Princes,  bids  you  all  adieu. 
He'll  (hape  his  old  courfe  in  a  country  new.       {Exit* 

Enter  Glo'fler,    n^jith  France  and  Burgundy,    and 
Attendants. 

Glo.  Here's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble  lord. 

Lear.  My  lord  of  Burgundy, 
We  firft  addrefs  tow'rd  you,  who  with  this  King 
Have  rivaU'd  for  our  daughter  ;  what  at  leaft 
Will  you  require  in  prefent  dower  with  her. 
Or  ceafe  your  queft  of  love  ? 

Bur.  Moft  royal  Majefty, 
I  crave  no  more  than  what  your  Highnefs  offered. 
Nor  will  you  tender  lefs. 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgundy, 
When  fhe  was  dear  to  us,  we  held  her  fo  ; 
But  now  her  price  is  fall'n  :  Sir,  there  fhe  Hands, 
If  aught  within  that  little  feeming  fubllance. 
Or  all  of  it  with  our  difpleafure  piec'd. 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  Grace, 
She's  there,  and  fhe  is  yours. 

Bur.  I  know  no  anfwer. 

Lear.  Will  you  with  thofe  infirmities  fhe  owes. 
Unfriended,  new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dower'd  with  our  cui-.e,  and  flranger'd  with  our  oath. 
Take  her,  or  leave  her  ? 

Bur.  Pardon,  royal  Sir ; 
EleAion  makes  not  up  on  fuch  conditions; 

Lear.  Then  leave  her,    Sir ;    for  by  the  powV  that 
made  me^ 

I  tell  you  all  her  wealth. For  you,  great  King, 

[Ti?  France; 
I  would  not  from  your  love  make  fuch  a  flray, 
To  match  you  where  I  hate  ;  therefore  befeech  you,    . 
*  T'  avert  your  liking  a  more  worthy  way 
Than  on  a  wretch,  whom  nature  is  afham'd 
Almofl  t'  acknowledge  hers. 

France*    This  is  moft  flrange  ! 


4  *r  avert  >o*r  lii.ing,'\  To  anim,  for  to  turn,  fimply 


That 
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That  ilie,  who  ev'n  but  now  was  your  bell  objed. 
Your  Praife's  argument,  balm  of  your  age, 
.  Deareft  and  beft ;  Ihould  in  this  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  fo  mc  iftrous,   to  difmantle 
So  many  folds  of  favour  !    fure,  her  offence 
Muft  be  of  fuch  unnatural  degree. 
That  monfters  it ;  o*-  your  fore-vouch'd  affeftion 
Fall'n  into  taint :  which  to  believe  of  her, 
Muft  be  a  faith,  that  reafon  without  miracle 
Should  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  befeech  your  Majefty, 
(If,  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art. 
To  fpeak  and  parpole  not ;  fmce  what  I  well  intend, 
I'll  do't  before  I  fpeak)  that  you  make  known 
It  is  no  viciouj  blot,  murther,  or  foulnefs. 
No  unchalle  aftion,  or  diftionour'd  ftep. 
That  hath  depriv'd  me  of  your  grace  and  favour : 
But  ev'n  for  want  of  that,  for  which  I'm  richer, 
A  ftill-folliciting  eye,  and  fuch  a  tongue. 
That  I  am  glad  I've  not ;  though,  not  to  have  it. 
Hath  loft  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou 
Hadft  not  been  born,  than  not  have  pleas'd  me  better. 

France.  Is  it  but  this  ?  a  tardinefs  in  nature, 
"Which  often  leaves  the  hiftory  unfpoke. 
That  it  intends  to  do  ?  my  lord  of  Burgundy, 
What  fay  you  to  the  lady  ?  love's  not  love. 
When  it  is  mingled  with  regards,  that  ftand 
Aloof  5  from  th'  intire  point.     Say,  will  you  have  her  ? 
She  is  herfelf  a  dowry. 

Bur,  Royal  King, 
Give  but  that  portion  which  your  felf  propos'd, 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand, 
Dutchefs  of  Burgundy, 

Lear.  Nothing  : Pve  fworn. 

Bur.  I'm  forry  then,  you  have  fo  loft  a  father. 
That  you  muft  lofe  a  hufhand. 

Cor*  Peace  be  with  Burgundy, 

5  from  th*  iatire  point. 1  Intirt,  for  right,  troe# 

Since 
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Since  that  refpefts  of  fortune  are  his  love, 
I  fhall  not  be  his  wife. 

France.  Faireil  Cordelia,    that  art  raoll  rich,    being; 
poor, 
Moft  choice,  forfaken  ;  and  moft  lov'd,  defpi&'d ! 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  feize  upon  : 
Be't  lawful,  I  take  up  what's  call  away. 
Gods,  Gods !  'tis  ftrange,  that  from  their  cold'ft  neglect 
My  love  fhould  kindle  to  enflamM  refpedt. 
Thy  dow'rlefs  daughter,  King,  thrown  to  my  chance. 
Is  Queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France  : 
Not  all  the  Dukes  of  watVifli  Burgundy 
Can  buy  this  unprized,  precious,  maid  of  me. 
Bid  them  farewel,  Cordelia,  tho'  unkind  ; 
Thou  lofeft  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lear.  Thou  hall  her,  France  ;  let  her  be  thine,  for  we- 
Have  no  fuch  daughter ;   nor  ihall  ever  fee 
That  face  of  hers  again  ;  therefore  be  gone 
Without  %uT  grace,  our  love,  our  benizon  : 
Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

\FlouriJh.    Exeunt  Lear  and  Burgundy. 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

France.  Bid  farewel  to  your  lifters. 

Cor    Ye  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wafliM  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you :  I  know  what  you  are, 
And,  like  a  fifter,  am  moft  !oth  to  call 
Yoar  faults,  as  they  are  nam'd.    Love  well  our  father :: 
To  your  profeftlng  bofoms  I  commit  him  j 
But  yet,  alas !  ftood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So  farewel  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Prefcribe  not  us  our  duty. 

Gon.  Let  your  ftudy 
Be  to  content  your  lord,  who  hath  received  you 
At  fortune's  alms ;  you  have  obedience  fcanted, 
*  And  well  are  worth  the  Want  that  you  have  vaunted'. 

6  And  loell  are  •worth  the  Want  that  you  have  w  ANT  SD,]  Thil 
•onfenfe  muft  be  rcdified  thus, 

A-idivell  are  ivorth  the  JVant  that  you  have  vaunted. 
?..  •»  that  di/heiiibn,  which  you  fo  much  glory  w,  you  deArre. 
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Cor.  Time  ftiall  unfold  what  plaited  cunning  hides^ 
Who  covers  faults,  at  lall  with  fhame  derides. 
Well  may  you  profper  ! 

France.  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia. 

lExeunt  France  an  J  Cordelia. 

SCENE     V. 

Gon.  Sifter,  it  is  not  little  I've  to  fay. 
Of  what  moft  nearly  appertains  to  us  both  ; 
I  think  our  father  will  go  hence  to  night. 

Reg,  That's  certain,  and  with  you;  next  month, 
with  us. 

Go».  You  fee  how  full  of  change  his  age  is,  the 
obfervation  we  have  made  of  it  hath  not  been  little  ;. 
be  always  lov'd  our  fifter  moft,  and  with  what  poor 
judgment  he  hath  naw  caft  her  oft",  appears  too  grofsly. 
Reg.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age ;  yet  he  hath,  ever 
but  flenderly  known  himfelf 

Gon.  The  beft  and  foundeft  of  his  time  hath  been 
but  rafti  ;  then  muft  we  look,  from  his  age,  to  receive 
not  alone  the  imperfedlions  oflong-engrafted  condi- 
tion, but  therewithal  tKe  unruly  waywardnefs,  that 
infirm  and  cholerick  years  bring  with  them. 

Reg.  Such  unconftant  ftarts  are  we  like  to  ha\'e  from 
him,  as  this  of  Kent's  baniftiment. 

Go».  There  is  further  complement  of  leave-taking 
between  France  and  him  ;  pray  you,  let  us  hit  toge- 
ther :  if  our  father  carry  Authority  with  fuch  difpo- 
lition  as  he  bears,  this  laft  furrender  of  his  will  but 
©ffend  us. 
Reg.  We  fhall  further  think  of  it. 
Qon.  W%  muft  do  fomething,  and  i'th'  heat.  [ExeHni, 
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SCENE  vr. 

Changes  to  a  Cajile  belonging  to  the  Earl  <7/*Glo'fter. 
Enter  Edmund,  nvith  a  Letter. 

Edm.  7  ^"V^  H  O  U,    Nature,    art  my  Goddefs  ;    to 
X  thy  law 

My  fervices  are  bound  ;  wherefore  ihould  I 

^  vStand  in  the  Plage  of  cullom,  and  permit 

9  The  [a)  curtefie  of  nations  to  deprive  me. 

For  that  I  am  fome  twelve  or  fourteen  moon-fliines 

Lag  of  a  Brother  ?  Why  bafiard  ?  wherefore  bafe  ? 

When  my  dimenfions  are  as  well  compadl. 

My  mind  as  gen'rous,  and  my  Ihape  as  true. 

As  honeft  Madam's  ifTue  ?  why  brand  they  us 

With  bafe  ?  with  bafenefs  ?  baftardy  ?  bafe,  bafe  ? 

"  *  Who,  in  the  lufty  Health  of  nature,  take 

More 

7  TXctf,  Nature,  art  my  Goddefs  j]  He  makes  his  baftard  an 
Atheift.  Ifd;//a«  Athelfm  had  much  infefted  the  Englijh  Court, 
as  we  learn  from  the  befl:  writers  of  that  time.  But  this  was  the 
general  title  thofe  Atheifts  in  their  works  gave  to  Nature  j  thus 
Vanini  cajls  one  of  his  books,  De  udmirandis  NATURiE  kegina 
DE^QUE  MORTALiuM  Arcanis,  So  that  the  title  here  is  em- 
phatical. 

8  Stand  in  the  plague  of  cujiom.  ]  To  fland  in  the  plague  of 
cufiom,  is  an  abfprd  expreflion.     We  fhould  read. 

Stand  in  the  plage  of  cujiom, 
i,  e.  the  place,  the  country,  the  boundary  of  cuflom.  As  much 
as  to  iay.  Why  fhould  I,  when  I  profefs  to  follow  the  freedom  of 
mature  in  all  things,  be  confined  wiihin  the  narrow  limits  of  cuftom  ? 
Plage,  is  a  word  in  cemraon  ufe  amongft  the  old  Englifh  writers. 
So  Chaucer, 

The  PLAGis  of  the  North  by  land  and  fea. 
from  plaga. 

9  The  curtefie  of  nation  to  deprive  tne."]  Depm>e,  of  what  ?  I 
believe  a  line  is  here  loft,  that  fignified  to  deprive  him  of  that  right 
which  his  Goddefs  Nature  had  given  him. 

I  Who,  in  the  lujiy  Jiealih  of  nature,  &c,]  Thefe  fine  lines  are 
an  inftance  of  our  author's  admirable  art  in  giving  proper  fentiments 
to  his  charafteis.  The  Baflard\  is  that  of  a  confirm'd  Atheift; 
and  his  being  made  to  ridicule yW/V/«/  afrology  was  defigned  as  one 
mark  of  fuch  a  charafter.   -  For  this  impious  juggle  had  a  religious 

reverence 

£(<?)  I     I  ■  ■■  iurtejii  I    I       Mrt  T^Jithatd  ■■■         Vulg.  curhfky^ 
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"  More  compofition  and  fierce  quality  ; 

"  Than  doth,  within  a  dull,  ftale,  tired  bed, 

"  Go  to  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  fops, 

"  Got  'tween  a-fleep  and  wake  ?  Well  then. 

Legitimate  Edgar,  I  mull  have  your  land  j 

Our  father's  love  is  to  the  ballard  Edmundy 

As  to  th'  legitimate ;  fine  word legitimate—— 

Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  fpeed. 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  bafe 

*  Shall  be  th'  legitimate I  grow,  I  profper ; 

5  Now,  Gods,  ftand  up  for  baftards ! 

SCENE    VII. 

To  huTiy  inter  Glo'fter. 

Gh.    Kent   banifh'd  thus !    and  France   in   choler 
parted  ! 
And  the  King  gone  to  night !  +  fubfcrib'd  his  pow'r  ! 

reverence  paid  to  it  at  that  time.  And  therefore  the  beft  charadlers 
in  this  play  acknowledge  the  force  of  the  (tars'  influenoe.  But 
how  much  the  lines  following  this  »re  in  character,  may  be  it&n 
by  that  monftrous  wiA  of  Vanini^  the  Italian  Atheift,  in  his 
Xxz€i  De  admirand'n  natura^  Sec,  printed  at  P^^/i,  1616,  the  very 
year  our  poet  died.  0  utinam  extra  hgitiinutn  &'  ccnrjubialim  thorum 
ejjem  procreatus  !  Ita  enitn  progenitores  me:  in  venerem  in  caluiflent 
ardentius,  ac  cumulatim  affatimque  generofa  femina  contulifTent,  e 
quibui  ego  forma  blanditiam  et  elegartiam,  robuftai  ccrforis  'uires^ 
mentemque  inr.ubilam  confequutus  fuijfem.  At  quia  conjugatorumfum 
foboles,  his  orbatus  fum  bonis.  Had  the  book  been  publiihed  but 
ten  or  twenty  years  fooner,  who  would  not  have  believed  that 
Sbakejpear  alluded  to  this  paflage  ?  But  the  divinity  of  his  genius 
foretold,  as  it  were,  what  fuch  an  Atheift,  as  Vanini,  would  fay, 
when  he  wrote  upon  fuch  a  fubjeft. 

a  Shall  be  th'  legitimate. ]    Here  the  Oxford  Y.iiior  would 

fliew  us  that  he  is  as  good  at  coining  phrafes  as  his  Author;,  and  fo 
alters  the  text  thus, 

Shall  toe  ri)'  legitimate. 
t.  e,  fays  he,  Jiand  on  even  ground  loitb  bim,    as  he  would  do  with 
his  author. 

3  N01V,  Gods,  Jl and  tip  for  bafards !]  For  what  reafon  ?  He 
does  not  tell  us  j  but  the  poet  alludes  to  the  debaucheries  of  the 
Pagan  Gods,  who  m-'de  heroes  of  all  their  baflards. 

4  ■  "■ '—  fubfcrib'd  bis  jpow^r  .'^  Subfcrib'dj  for  transferred, 
alieoated; 

Confin'd 
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Confined  to  exhibition  !  all  is  gone 

Upon  the  gad  ! — Edmundy  how  now?  what  news? 

Edm.   So  pleafe  your  lordihip,  none. 

{Putting  up  the  Letter^ 

Glo.  Why  (o  earnefUy  ieek  you   to  put  up   that 
letter  ? 

Edm.  I  know  no  news,  my  lord. 

Glo.  What  paper  were  you  reading  ? 

Edm.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

GIq.  No  !  what  needed  then  that  terrible  difpatch  of  it 
into  your  pocket  ?  the  quality  of  nothing  hath  not  fuch 
need  to  hide  itfelf  Let's  fee  ;  come,  if  it  be  nothing, 
I  ihall  not  need  fpeflacles. 

Edm.  I  befeech  you.  Sir,  pardon  me,  it  is  a  letter 
from  my  brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o'er-read  ;  and 
for  fo  much  as  I  have  perus'd,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your 
overlooking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  letter,  Sir. 

Edm.  I  ihall  oiFend,  either  to  detain,  or  give  it ;  the 
contents,  as  in  part  I  underlland  them,  are  to  blame. 

Glo.  Let's  fee,  let's  fee. 

Edm.  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  jullification,  he  wrote 
this  but  as  an  effay,  or  tafte  of  my  virtue. 

Glo.  [reads.]  ^  'J bis  policy  and re'verence  of  ages  makes 
the  njoorld  hitter  to  the  heji  of  our  times ;  keeps  our  for- 
tunes from  usj  ''till  our  oldnefs  cannot  relijh  them»  I 
begin  to  find  an  idle  and  fond  bondage  in  the  oppreffion 
of  aged  tyranny  ;  nvhichfqvays,  not  as  if  hath  ponver, 
hut  as  it  is  fuffered.  Come  to  me,  that  of  this  I  may 
fpeak  more.  If  our  father  <voould  Jleep,  ^till  I  <vjaK'd  him^ 
you  Jhould  enjoy  half  his  revenue  for  ever,  and  linje  the 
beloved  of  your   brother  Edgar. — Hum — Confpiracy  ! 

— fleep,  'till  I  wake  him you  fhould  enjoy  half 

his  revenue — My  fon  Edgar  !  had  he  a  hand  to  write 
this !  a  heart  and  brain  to  breed  it  in  !  When  came 
this  to  you  ?  who  brought  it  ? 

5  Ibii  policy  and  reverence  of  ages.'\  Ages  lignifies  former  times. 
So  the  fenfe  of  the  words  is  this  j  what  between  the  policy  of  fome, 
and  the  fuperftitlous  reverence  of  others  to  old  cuftoms,  it  is  now 
become  an  eftabliibed  rule,  that  fathers  (hall  keep  all  they,  have  till 
they  die* 

Edm 
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1dm  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  lord  ;  there's  the 
cunning  of  it.  I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  cafement 
of  my  clofet. 

Glo.  You  know  the  charadier  to  be  your  brother's  ? 

I  dm.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I  durft 
fwear,  it  were  his ;  but  in  refped  of  that,  I  would  fain 
think,  it  were  not. 

Glo.  It  is  his. 

Edm.  It  is  his  hand,  my  lord  ;  I  hope,  his  heart  is 
not  in  the  contents. 

Glo,  Has  he  never  before  founded  you  in  this  bu- 
finefs  ? 

Edni.  Never,  my  lord.  But  I  have  heard  him  oft 
maintain  it  to  be  fit,  that  fons  at  perfeft  age,  and  fa- 
thers declining,  the  father  ihould  be  as  a  ward  to  th« 
fon,  and  the  fon  manage  his  revenue. 

Glo.  O  villain,  villain  !  his  very  opinion  in  the 
litter.  Abhorred  villain !  unnatural,  detefted,  bru- 
tifh  villain !  v.  orfe  than  brutiih !  Go,  firrah,  feek 
him  ;  m  apprehend  hinj.  Abominable  villain,  where 
is  he  ? 

Edm.  I  do  not  well  know,  my  lord  ;  if  it  (hall 
pleafe  you  to  fufpend  your  indignation  againft  my  bro- 
ther, 'till  you  can  derive  from  him  better  teftimony  of 
his_  intent,  you  fhould  run  a  certain  courfe;  where,  if 
you  violently  proceed  againft  him,  miftaking  his  pur- 
pofe,.it  would  make  a  great  gap  in  your  own  honour, 
and  ihake  in  pieces  the  heart  of  his  obedience.  *  I  dare 
pawn  down  my  life  for  him,  that  he  hath  writ  this  to 
feel  my  afFedlion  to  your  Honour,  and  to  no  other  ^pre- 
tence of  danger. 

Glo.  Think  you  fo  .^ 

Edm.  If  your  Honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place 
you  where  you  Ihail  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  by  an 
auricular  affurance  have  your  fatisfadion  :  and  that, 
without  any  further  delay  than  this  very  evening. 

Glo.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a  monfler. 

Edm.  Nor  is  not,  fure. 

6  pretence  o/danger.]  Pretence^  for  purpofe.    Darker ;{ot  wicked- 

Gl». 
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G/o.  To  his  Father,  that  fo  tenderlv  and  entirely 
loves  him.  —  Heav  n  and  Earth  !  Edmund,  feek  him 
out ;  wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  you  ;  frame  the  bufi- 
nefs  after  your  own  wifdorn.  : I  would  unftate  my- 
self, to  be  in  a  due  refolution. 

Edm.  I  will  feek  him,  Sir,  prefently  :  ^  convey  the 
bufmefs  as  I  fhall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal.  - 
GIo.  Thefe  late  eclipfes  in  the  fun  and  moon  portend 
no  good  to  us ;  tho'  the  wifdom  of  nature  can  reafon 
it  thus  and  thus,  yet  nature  finds  itfelf  fcourg'd  by  the 
fequent  effefts.  '*  Love  cools,  friendfhip  falls  oiF,  bro- 
thers divide.  In  cities,  mutinies ;  in  countries,  dif- 
*'  cord  ;  in  Palaces,  treafon  ;  and  the  bond  crack'd 
"  'twixt  fon  and  father."  This  villain  of  mine  comes 
under  the  predidicn,  there's  fon  againft  father ; 
the  King  falls  from  biafs  of  nature  ;  there's  father 
agamft  child.  ''  Wt  have  feen  the  bell  of  our  time. 
**  Machinations,  hollownefs,  treachery,  and  all  ruin- 
"_  ous  diforders  follow  us  difquietly  to  our  graves  !  " 
Find  out  this  villain,  Edmund  ;  it  fhall  lofe  thee  no- 
thmg,  do  it  carefully  --.  and  the  noble  and  true-hearted 
Kent  banifh'd !  his  olFence,  Honefty.     'Tis  flrange. 

SCENE     VIII. 
Manet  Edmund. 
Edm.  "  9  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world, 
**  that,  when  we  are  fick  in  fortune,  (often  the  fur- 

'*  feits 

7  /  'would  unfiate  myjelf,  to  be  in  a  due  refzlution.1  /.  e.  I  will 
throw  afide  all  confideration  of  my  relation  to  him,  that  I  may  adt 
asjuftice  requires. 

8  convey  the  bufinefs.']  Cotivey,  for  introduce  :  but  cor.njey  is  a 
fine  word,  as  alluding  to  the  pradtice  of  clandefline  conveying  goods 
fo  as  not  to  be  found  upon  the  feJon. 

9  This  iithe  excellent  foppery  of  the  ivorld,  &c.]  In  Shake  [pear' % 
beft  pJays,  befides  the  vices  that  arife  from  the  fubjeft,  there  is  ge- 
nerally  lome  peculiar  prevailing  Folly,  principally  rid'culed,  that  runs 
through  the  whole  piece.  Thus,  in  the  remp'eft,  the  lying  difpofi- 
tion  of  travellers,  and  in  As  you  Itke  it,  the  fantaflick  humour  of 
courtiers,_  is  expofed  and  fatirized  with  infinite  pleafantry.  In  like 
manner,  in  this  play  of  Lear,  the  dotages  of  judicial  aftrology  are 
femely  ridiculed.     I  fancy,  was  the  date  of  its  firft  performance 

well 
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*'  feits  of  our  own  behaviour)  we  make  guilty  oi  our 
"  difafters,  the  fun,  the  moon,  and  flars,    as  if  we 

**  were 

well  confidered,  it  would  be  found  that  fomethii)g  or  other  happened 
at  that  time  which  gave  a  more  than  ordinary,  run  to  this  deceit,  as 
thefe  words  feem  to  intimate.  I  am  thit^kirg,  brother,  nf  a  predi^ion 
I  read  this  other  day,  ivhat  Jhoiitd  follow  thefe  eclipfes.  However 
this  be,  an  impious  cheat,  which  had  (o  little  foundation  in  nature 
or  reafon,  fo  deteftable  an  original,  and  fuch  fatal  confequences  on 
the  manners  of  the  people,  who  were  at  that  time  ftrangely  befotted 
with  it,  certainly  deferved  the  fevereft  hfhef  fatire.  It  was  a  fun- 
damental in  this  noble  fcience,  that  whatever  feeds  of  good  difpofi- 
tions  the  infant  unborn  might  be  endowed  with,  either  from  nature, 
or  traductively  from  its  parents,  yet  if,  at  the  time  of  its  birth,  the 
delivery  was  by  any  cafualty  fo  accelerated  or  retarded,  as  to  fall  in 
with  the  predominancy  of  a  malignant  conftellatiort,  that  moment- 
ary influence  would  entirely  change  its  nature,  and  biafs  it  to  all  the 
contrary  ill  qualities.  So  wretched  and  monflrous  an  opinion  did  it 
fet  out  with.  But  the  Italians,  to  whom  we  owe  this,  as  well  as 
moft  other  unnatural  crimes  and  follies  of  thefe  latter  ages,  fomented 
its  original  impiety  to  the  moft  deceftable  height  of  extravagance. 
Petrui  Aponenjis,  an  Italian  phyfician  of  the  Xlllth century,  affures 
us,  that  thof?  prayers  which  are  made  to  God  when  the  moon  is  iH 
conjunction  with  Jupiter  in  the  Dragon's  tail,  are  infallibly  heard. 
But  after  him  Cardan^  with  the  boldnefs  and  impiety  of  an  atheift 
and  a  madman,  both  of  which  he  was,  caft  the  nativity  of  Jef-^s 
Cbriji,  and  found  by  the  great  and  illuftrious  concourfe  of  ftars  at 
his  birth,  that  he  muft  needs  have  the  fortune  which  befel  him, 
and  become  the  author  of  a  Religion  which  fhould  fpread  itfelf  far 
and  near  for  many  ages.  The  great  Milton,  with  a  juft  indignation 
of  this  impiety,  hath,  in  his  Paradife  Regain'' d,  fatirized  it  in  a 
very  beautiful  manner,  by  putting  thefe  reveries  into  the  mouth  of 
the  Devil,  where  he  addreffes  Jefus  Chriji  in  the  following  manner. 

—  ■  .    ■       If  I  read  aught  in  heavn. 

Or  heavn  ivrite  aught  of  fate,  by  ivhat  the  Jiars 

Voluminous  or  Jingle  charaBers, 

In  their  conjun£iion  met,  give  me  to  fpell, 

Sorrcivs  and  labours,  cppofttion,  hate 

Attends  thee,  fcorns,  reproaches,  injuries, 

Violence  andjiripes,  and  la^ly  cruel  death  : 

A  kingdom  they  portend  thee,  but  ivhat  kingdom, 

Real  or  allegoric,  I  difcern  not. 

Nor  ivhen  j  eternal  fure,  as  loitbout  end. 

Without  beginning  j  for  no  date  prefixt 

Dire&s  me  in  the  fiarry  rubric  fet.  lib.  iv.  ver.  382. 

Where  it  is  to  be  obferved,  that  the  Poet  thought  it  not  enough  to 
difcredit  judicial  Afirology  by  making  it  patronifed  by  the  Devil, 
without  flieu'ing  at  the  fame  time  the  abfurdity  of  it.  He  has 
therefore  very  judicioufly  made  him  blunder  in  the  expreflion,  of 

portinding 
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-**  were  villains  on  neceflity  ;  fools,  by  heavenly  com- 
•'  pulfion  J  knaves,  thieves,  and  treacherous,  by  fphe- 
*'  rical  predominance  ;  drunkards,  lyars,  and  adulie- 
*'  rers,  by  an  inforc'd  obedience  of  planetary  influence  j 
**  and  all  that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thrufting  on. 
"  'An  admirable  evafion  of  whore-mailer  Man,  to  lay 
*'  his  goatifh  difpofition  on  the  change  of  a  ftar  !    my 

p-^r tending  a  kingdom  'which  ivas  'without  I: zr inning.  This  dedroys 
a!J  he  would  infinuate.  The  poet's  condud  is  fine  and  ingenious. 
Nor  could  the  Y\ctnx:\Q\n  Rabelais  him  felt' forbear  to  ridicule  this  im- 
pious dotage,  which  he  does  with  .xquifite  addrefs  and  hij';nour, 
where  in  the  fable  which  he.  \o  i.g.eeably  tellj  from  Mpf,  cf  the 
man  who  applied  to  Jupiter  for  the  Jofs  of  his  hatcli.c,  !ic  ci  kes 
thofe,  who,  on  &he  peer  man's  good  fuccefs,  h?ci  prt-jea-d  to  tiick 
Jupiter  by  the  iame  petition,  aJrind  of  attrolo::ick  atheifls,  who 
aicribed  this  good  fortune,  that  they  imagined  they  wsrt  now  all 
going  to  partake  of,  to  the  influence  of  fome  rare  conjandion  and 
configure'  i^n  of  the  ftars.  Hen^  hen,  difent  ils  —  Et  doncques,  telle 
«/?  au  temps  prefent  la  Re'volution  des  Cieulx,  la  confiellation  des  Aj- 
tres,  &  aJptSi  des  Planetes,  que  quiccnque  Coignes  perdra,  foubdain 
de'viendra  ainji  riche  ?  —     Nou.  Prol.  da  IV.  Livre. 

But  to  return  to  Sbakefpear.     So  blajphemous  a  delufion,  there- 
fore, it  became    the  honefty  of  our  Poet  to  expofe.     But  it  was  a 
tender  point,  and  required  managing.     For  this  impious  juggle  had 
Jn  his  time  a  kind  of  religious  reverence  paid  to  it.     It  was  there- 
fore to  be  done  obliquely  j  and  the  circumftances  of  the  fcene  fur- 
niflied  him  with  as  good  an  opportunity  as  he  could  wilh.     The 
perfons  in_  the  drama  are  all  pagans,  fo  that  as,  in  compliance  to 
Cuftom,  his  good  charaders  were  not  to  fpeak  ill  of  judicial  Aftro- 
Jogy,  they  could  on  account  of  their  religion  give  no  reputation  to  iti 
But   in   order  to  expofe  it   the  more,    he,  with  great  judgment, 
makes  thefe  pagans  Fatalifts  }  as  apprars  by  thefe  words  of  Lear ^ 
By  all  the  operathns  of  the  orbs. 
From  whctn  loe  do  exiji,  and  cea^'e  to  be. 
For  the  doftrine  of  fate  is  the  true  foundation  of  judicial  Aftrokgy. 
Having  thus  difcreditcd  it  by  the  very  commendations  given  lo  it, 
he  was  in  no  danger  of  having  his  diieft  fatire  againft  it  miftaken, 
by  its  being  put  (as  he  was  obliged,  both  in  paying  regard  to  cuftom, 
and  in  following  nature)  into  the  mouth  of  the   villain  and  atheift, 
efpecially  when  he  has  added    fuch  force  of  reafon  to  his  ridicule, 
in  the  words  ref  rred  to  in  the  beginnng  of  the  note. 

I  An  admirable  evafion  —  to  lay  his  —  dijpofition  on  the  chakgt, 
of  ajiar!]  We  fhould  read,  change  cf  a  Jiar  !  which  both  the 
fenfe  and  grammar  require.  It  was  the  opinion  of  Aflrolcgers,  (fee 
what  is  faidjuft  above)  that  the  momentary  influence  did  all  3  and 
we  do  not  fay,  Lay  a  thing  on  the  charge,  but  to  the  charge.  Be- 
fides,  change  anfwering  to  evafion  juil  above,  gives  additional  ele- 
gance to  the  expreflion, 

*'  father 
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*'  father  compounded  with  my  mother  under  the  Dra- 
**  gon's  tail,  and  my  nativity  was  under  Urjh  major  ; 
*'  So  that  it  follows,  I  am  tough  and  lecherous.  I 
'*  fhould  have  been  what  I  am,  had  the  maidenlieft 
"  ftar  in  the  firmament  twinkled  on  my  baftardizing. 

SCENE     IX. 

^0   him,  enter  Edgar. 

Pat!  — *'  *he  comes  like  the Cataftrophe  of  the  oldco- 
*•  medy;"  my  cue  is  villainous  Melancholy,  with  a 

"  figh 

2  Hi  comes  like  the  Cataftrophe  of  the  old  comedy  ;  ]  This  we 
are  to  underltand  as  a  compliment,  intended  by  the  Author^  in  the 
natural  winding  up  of  the  plot  in  the  comedy  of  the  ancients  ;  which 
as  it  was  owing  t  >  the  artful  and  yet  natural  Intiodudion  of  the  per- 
fons  of  the  Drama  into  the  fcene,  jutt  in  the  nick  of  time,  or  pat, 
as  our  author  fsys,  makes  the  fimi'itude  very  proper.  This,  with- 
out doubt,  is  the  fupreme  beauty  of  Comedy,  confidered  as  an  ac- 
tion. And  as  it  depends  fo'ely  on  a  ftricl  obfeivance  of  the  UnitisSj 
it  fliews  that  thefr  Unities  are  in  nature,  and  in  the  reafon  of  things, 
and  not  in  a  mere  arbitrary  invention  of  the  Greeks,  as  fomecfour 
own  country  critics^  of  a  low  mechanick  genius,  have,  by  their 
works,  perfuaded  our  %viti  to  b-lieve.  Fo- common  fenfe  r'qniring 
that  the  fubjedl  of  ove  comedy  ihould  be  cm  a&ion,  and  that  that 
adtion  flnu'd  be  contained  nearly  wiihin  the  period  of  time  which 
the  reprefentation  of  it  takes  up  ;  hence  we  kave  the  unities  of  Time 
and  A&ion  ;  and,  from  thefe,  unavoidably  arifes  the  third,  which 
is  that  of  Place.  For  when  the  whole  of  one  aBion  is  included 
M'ithin  a  proportionable  finall  fpace  of  time,  there  is  no  room  to 
change  the  fcene,  but  all  muft  be  done  upon  one  fpot  of  ground. 
Now,  fionr  this  laft  unity  (the  neceffary  iffae  of  the  two  other, 
which  derive  immediately  from  nature)  proceeds  all  that  beauty  of 
the  catafirjphe,  or  the  winding  up  th-i  plot,  in  the  ancient  comedy. 
For  all  the  perfons  of  the  Drama  being  to  appear  and  a6l  on  one 
limited  fpot,  and  being  bv  their  feveral  inrerefls  to  embarrass,  and 
at  length  to  con^u£t  the  a£tion  to  its  deftin'd  period,  there  is  need 
of  confummate  fkill  to  bring  thtm  on,  and  take  them  off,  naturally 
and  neccffurily  :  for  the  g  ace  of  aftion  requires  the  one,  and  the 
perfeftion  of  it  the  other.  Which  conduft  of  the  aftion  muft  needs 
produce  a  beauty  thjt  will  give  a  judiciou5  mind  the  higheft  plea- 
fure.  On  the  other  hand,  when  a  comic  writer  has  a  whole  coun- 
try to  range  in,  notiiing  is  eafier  than  to  find  the  perfons  of  th« 
Drama,  juft  ivbere  he  would  have  them  }  and  this  requiring  no  art, 
the  beauty  we  fp  ak  of  is  not  to  be  found.  Confcquently,  a  viola- 
tion of  the  unitiei  deprives  the  Drama  of  one  of  Irs  greateft  beauties  ; 
which  proTes  what  I  aiTerteu,  that  the  tbne  unitiei  are  no  arbitrary 

mechanick 
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iigh  like  Tom  o'  Bedlam  —  O,  thefe  eclipfes  portend 
thefe  divifions  !  fa,  fol,  la,  me 

Ed^.  How  now,  brother  Edmund,  what  ferious  con- 
templation are  you  in  ? 

Edm,  I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  predi(5lion  I  read 
this  other  day,  what  fhould  follQw  thefe  eclipfes. 

Ed'£.  Do  you  buiie  yourielf  with  that? 

Edfn.  I  promife  you,  the  effefts,  he  writes  of,  fuc- 
ceed  unhappily.     When  faw  you  my  father  laft  ? 

Edg.  The  night  gone  by . 

Edm.  Spake  you  with  him  ? 

Edg.  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Edm.  Parted  you  in  good  terms,  found  you  no  dif- 
pleafure  in  him,  by  word  or  countenance  ? 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Edm.  Bethink  yourfelf,  wherein  you  have  offended 
him  ;  and  at  my  intreaty,  forbear  his  prefence,  until 
fome  little  time  hath  qualified  the  heat  of  his  difplea- 
fure  ;  which  at  this  inftant  fo  rageth  in  him,  that  with 
the  mifchief  of  your  perfon  it  would  fcarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Edm.  That's  my  fear  ;  I  pray  you,  have  a  conti- 
nent forbearance  'till  the  fpeed  of  his  rage  goes  flower : 
and,  as  I  fay,  retire  with  me  to  my  lodging,  from 
whence  I  will  fitly  bring  you  to  hear  my  lord  fpeak  : 
pray  you,  go,  there's  my  key  :  if  you  do  ilir  abroad, 
go  arm'd. 

Edg.  Arm'd,  brother  ! 

Edm.  Brother,  I  advife  you  to  the  bell: ;  I  am  no 
honeft  man,  if  there  be  any  good  meaning  toward  you : 
I  have  told  you  what  I  have  feen  and  heard,  but  faint- 
ly ;  nothing  like  the  image  and  horror  of  it :  pray  you 
away, 

Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ?  [Exit. 

mechanick  invention,  but  founded  in  reafon  and  the  nature  of  things, 
*rbe  Tempejl  of  Shake/pear  fufficiently  proves  him  to  be  well  acquaint- 
ed with  thefe  unities  j  and  the  paffage  in  queftion  fliews  him  to  have 
been  Aruck  with  the  beauty  that  refults  from  them. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    X. 

EJm.  I  do  ferve  you  in  this  bufinefs : 
A  credulous  father,  and  a  brother  noble, 
Whofe  nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  harms. 
That  he  fufpects  none  ;  on  whofe  foolifh  honefty 
My  pradices  ride  eafie  :  I  fee  the  bufmefs. 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit ; 
All  with  me's  meet,  that  I  can  falhion  fit.  [Exit, 

SCENE  XI.     ne  Duke  (?/ Albany';  ?alace. 
Enter  Gonerill  and  Stenxjard- 

G<?«.Tnv  I D  my  father  llrike  my  gentleman  for  chid- 
JL/  ing  of  his  fool  ? 

Stenjj.   Ay^  madam. 

Gon.  By  day  and  night,  he  wrongs  me ;  every  hour 
He  flaihes  into  one  grofs  crime  or  other. 
That  fets  us  all  at  odds ;  I'll  not  endure  it : 
His  Knights  grow  riotous,  and  himfelf  upbraids  us 
On  ev'ry  trifle.    When  he  returns  from  hunting 
I  will  not  fpeak  with  him  ;  fay,  I  am  fick. 
If  you  come  flack  of  former  fervices,. 
You  fliall  do  well  ;  the  fault  of  it  I'll  anfwer. 

Sie'w.  He's  coming,  Madam,  I  hear  him. 

Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  pleafc. 
You  and  your  fellows  :  I'd  have  it  come  to  queftion. 
If  he  diftafte  it,  let  him  to  my  fifter, 
Whofe  mind  and  mine,  I  know,  in  that  are  one. 
Not  to  be  over-rul'd :  Idle  old  Man, 
That  ftill  would  manage  thofe  Authorities, 
That  he  hath  giv'n  away !  —  Now,  by  my  Life, 
5  Old  Folks  are  Babes  again  ;  and  mufl  be  ufed 

With 

3  Old  Fools   are  babes  again  j  and  ffJuJJ  be  ufed 

With  Chech  like  Flatteries  when  they'tejeen  abui*d.'\  Thus 
the  old  Sluarto  reads  thefe  lines.  It  is  plain  they  are  corrupt.  But 
they  have  been  made  worfe  by  a  fruitiefs  attempt  to  correft  them. 
iVnd  firft,  for 

Old  Fools  are  babes  again  j 
A  proverbial  exprefiioo  is  here  plainly  alluded  to  j  but  it  is  a  /Grange 

proverb^ 
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With  Checks,  not  Flatt'ries  when  they're  feen  ;Jbus'd. 
Remember,  what  I  have  (aid. 

Ste'w.   Very  well.  Madam. 

Gon.  And  let  his  Knights  have  colder  looks  among 
you  :  what  grows  of  it,  no  matter  ;  advife  your  fel- 
lows fo  :  ril  write  ftrait  to  my  filler  to  hold  my  courfe  : 
prepare  for  dinner,  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    XII. 
Changes  to  an  open  Flac£  before  the  Palate^ 

Enter  Kent,  difguis'd. 

Kent.'XY  but  as  well  I  other  acceats  borrow, 

X  And  can  my  fpeech  dilFufe,  my  good  intent 
May  carry  thro'  itfelf  to  that  full  iffue, 
For  which  I  raz'd  my  likenefs.     Now,  banifti'd  Kenty 
If  thou  can'ft  ferve  where  thou  doll  Hand  condemned. 
So  may  it  come,  thy  maftcr,  whom  thou  lov'ft, 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

proverb,  which  only  informs  us  that  fools  are  innocents.  We  fliould 
read 

Old  Folks  are  Bahes  again  } 

Thus  fpeiks   the  proverb,  and    with  the  ufunl  good  f.-nfe  of  one. 
The  next  line  is  jumbled  out  of  all  meaning. 

Witb  Ckecki  LIKE  Flatt''ries  when  thef  re  feen  abus''d. 
Mr.  Theobald  reftores  it  thus, 

JVith  Checks  like  Flatt'^rers,  ivhen  they're Jeen  toabufe  us. 
Let  us  confiler  the  fenfe  a  little.  Old  Folks,  fays  the  fpeaker,  are 
Babes  again  ;  well,  and  wh,«t  then  ;  Why  then  they  muft  be  ufed 
like  Flatterers.  Bur  when  Shakefpear  quoted  the  Proverb,  we  may 
be  afiured  hie  purpnfe  was  to  dra-w  fome  inference  from  it,  and  not 
run  rambling  after  a  fimilitude.  And  that  inference  was  not  diffi- 
C'jlt  to  find,  had  common  fenfe  been  attended  to,  which  tells  us 
Shakefpear  muft  have  wrote. 

Old  Folks  are  Babes  again ^  and  mufl  bs  ufed 

WitbChcckSy  NOT  Flatt'ries  nvhen  tbefrejeenabui'd. 
i.e.  Old  Folks  being  grown  children  again,  they  fhouJd  be  ufed  as 
we  ufe  childrei-,  with  Chicks ^  when  we  find  that  the  little  Flatt""- 
ries  we  employed  to  quiet  them  are  abused,  by  their  becoming  more 
peevilh  and  perverfe  by  indulgence. 

— —  When  they're  feen  abus'd, 
i,  e,  when  we  find  that  thofe  Flatt'ries  are  abufed. 

Horns 
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Horns  nxlthin.   Enter  Lear,  Knights  and  Attendants, 

Lear.  Let  me  not  flay  a  jot  for  dinner^  go,   get  it 
ready  : 
How  now,  what  art  thou  ?  \^o  Kent. 

Kent.  A  man,  Sir. 

Lear,  What  dofl  thou  profefs  ?  what  would'fl  thoa 
with  us  ? 

Kent.  I  do  profefs  to  be  no  lefs  than  I  feem  ;  to 
ferve  him  truly,  that  will  put  me  in  trull ;  to  love  hini 
that  is  honeil ;  to  converfe  with  4-  him  that  is  wife  ^  to 
fay  little  ;  to  fear  judgment  j  to  fight  when  I  cannot 
chufe,  5  and  to  eat  no  fifh. 

Lear.  What  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A  very  honeft- hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor  as 
the  King. 

Lear.  If  thou  beeft  as  poor  for  a  fubjeft,  as  he  is 
for  a  King,  thou  art  poor  enough.  What  would'li 
thou? 

Kent.  Service. 

Lear,  Whom  would'il  thou  ferve  ? 

Kent.  You. 

ij.  him  that  is  ivife  and  says  little ;]  Tho*  faying  little  may 
be  the  character  of  wifdom,  it  was  not  a  quality  to  chufe  a  compa- 
nion by  for  his  converfation.  We  fhould  read,  to  say  little^ 
which  was  prudent  when  he  chofe  a  v/ife  companion  to  profit  by. 
So  that  it  was  as  much  as  to  fay,  I  profefs  to  talk  little  myfelf, 
that  I  may  profit  the  more  by  the  converfation  of  the  wife. 

5  and  to  eat  nojijh.']  In  Qntsn  Elixic7veth''5  time  the  Papifls  were 
elleemed,  and  with  good  reafon,  enemies  to  the  government.  Hence 
the  proverbial  phrafe  of.  He's  an  bonejiinanardectsnofjh'^  to 
figniiy  he's  a  friend  to  the  Government  and  a  Proteftant.  The 
esting  fifh,  on  a  religious  account,  being  then  efteeni'd  fuch  a  badge 
of  popery,  that  when  it  was  enjoined  for  a  feafon  by  a£l  of  parlia- 
ment, for  the  encouragement  ot  the  fifii-towns,  it  was  thought  ne- 
ceflary  to  declare  the  reafon  j  hence  it  was  called  Cecilys  Faji.  To 
this  difgraceful  badge  of  popery  Fletcher  alludes  in  his  tVoi^:au-' 
hater ,  who  makes  the  courtezan  fay,  when  Laxarillo,  in  fearch  of 
the  Umbrano's  head,  was  kized  at  her  hoafe  by  the  Intelligencers, 
for  a  tray  tor  ;  dntletnen,  I  am  glad  you  ba-ve  Jifofered  him.  He 
Jhould  not  have  eaten  under  my  re  of  for  tiventy  pounds.  And  fure  I 
did  not  like  him  token  he  called  for  fjh.  And  Marflon' s  Dutch 
Courtezan.     I  trufi  I  am  mne  cfth:  ivickcd  th.n  tat  ffo  a  Friday-,. 

Vol.  Vr.  C  Letrri 
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Lear.  Doft  thou  know  me,  fellow  ? 

Kcnl.  No,  Sir,  but  you  have  that  in  your  counte- 
nance, which  I  would  fain  call  Mailer. 

Lear.  What's  that  ? 

Kent,  Authority. 

Lear.  What  fervices  canft  thou  do  ? 

Kent.  I  can  keep  honeft  counfels,  ride,  Tun,  marr  a 
curious  tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  meflage 
bluntly  :  that  which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  I  am 
qualify'd  in  :  and  the  bell  of  me  is  diligence* 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  Not  fo  young,  Sir,  to  love  a  woman  for  fing- 
ing  ;  nor  fo  old,  to  doat  on  her  for  any  thing.  I  have 
years  on  my  back  forty -eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me,  thou  Ihalt  ferve  me  ;  if  I  like 
thee  no  worfe  after  dinner,    I  will  not  part  from  thee 

yet.  Dinner,  ho,  dinner where's  my  knave  ?   my 

fool  ?    go  you,    and  call  my  fool  hither.     You,  you, 
firrah,  where's  my  daughter  ? 

Enter  Stewuard. 

Stezv.  So  pleafe  you [Exit, 

Lear.  What  fays  the  fellow  there  ?  call  the  clotpole 

back  :  where's  my  fool,  ho  ? 1  think  the  world's 

afleep  :  how  now  ?  where's  that  mungrel  ? 

Knight.  He  fays,  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  not 
well. 

Lear.  Why  came  not  the  flave  back  to  me  when  I 
call'd  him  ! 

Knight.  Sir,  he  anfwer'd  me  in  the  roundeft  man- 
ner, he  would  not. 

Lear.  He  would  not  ? 

Knight.  My  lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is ; 
but,  to  my  judgment,  your  Highnefs  is  not  entertain'd 
with  that  ceremonious  afFeftion  as  you  were  wont ; 
there's  a  great  abatement  of  kindnefs  appears  as  well 
in  the  general  dependants,  as  in  the  Duke  himfelf  alfo, 
and  your  daughter. 

I  ear.  Ha  !  fay'fl  thou  fo  ? 

Knight.  I  befeech  you  pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I  be 
millakeii ;  for  my  duty  cannot  be  filent,  when  1  think 
your  Highnefs  is  wrong'd. 

Lear, 


King  Le  a  r7  2;^ 

Lear,  Thou  but  remember'ft  me  of  my  own  con- 
ception. I  have  perceiv'd  a  moft  faint  negledt  of  late,' 
which  I  have  rather  blamed  as  my  own  jealous  curio- 
fity,  than  as  a  very  ^  pretence  and  purpofe  of  unkind- 
nefs ;  I  will  look  further  into't;  but  vvhere's  my  fool  \ 
I  have  not  feen  him  thefe  two  days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  lady's  going  into  France^ 
Sir,  the  fool  hath  much  pined  away. 

Lear.  No  more  of  that,  I  have  noted  it  well ;  g(5 
you  and  tell  my  daughter,  I  would  fpeak  with  her. 
Govju,  call  hither  my  fool.  O,  you,  Sir,  come  you| 
hither.  Sir  i  who  am  I,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Steniuard, 

Ste-w.  My  lady's  father. 

Lear.  My  lady's  father }  my  lord's  knave  f  ^^  yoa 
whorfon  dog,  you  flave,  you  cur. 

Steiv.  I  am  none  of  thefe,  my  lord  j  I  befeech  your 
pardon. 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  you  rafcal  f 

[Striking  hin^ 

Sfenv.  ril  not  be  ftruck,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  you  bafe  foot-ball  player: 

[Tripping  up  his  heelsl 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow.  Thou  ferv'ft  me,  and 
I'll  love  thee. 

Kent.  Come,  Sir,  arife,  away ;  I'll  teach  you  diffe- 
rences :  away,  away ;  if  your  will  meafure  your  lubber's 
length  again,  tarry  again ;  but  away,  go  to  :  have  you 
wifdom  ?  fo.  ,  I     .  [Pupes  the  Stevjard  out, 

Lear.  Now,  my  friendly  knave,  I  thank  thee? 
there's  earneil  of  thy  fervice. 

SCENE    XIII; 

To  thern.  Enter  Fool, 

Fool..  Let  me  hire  him  too,  here's  my  coxcomt?.^ 

[Gi'vifig  his  cap] 

6  pretence  aitd  purpofe  of  uv.kindnefs  ;]  Pretence ,  for  indication* 
So  the  fenfe  is,  A  puipofe  of  unkindnefs,  a  defign  that  that  unkind- 
nefs  (hould  be  feen, 
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Lear.  How  now,  my  pretty  knave  ?  how  doft  thou  ? 

Foo/.  Sirrah,  you  were  bell  /  take  my  coxcomb. 

Ke/2t.  Why,  my  boy  ? 

Foo/,  Why  ?  for  taking  one's  part,  that  is  out  of  fa- 
vour ;  nay,  an  thou  canH:  not  fmile  as  the  wind  fits, 
thou'lt  catch  cold  Ihortly.  There,  take  my  coxcomb  ; 
why,  this  fellow  has  baniih'd  two  of  his  daughters,  and 
did  the  third  a  bleiTmg  againft  his  will  ;  if  thou  follow 
him,  thou  muft  needs  wear  my  coxcomb.  How  now, 
nuncle  ?  'w.ould,  I  had  two  coxcombs,  and  two  daugh- 
ters. 

Lear.  Why,  my  boy  ? 

Foo/.  If  I  give  them  all  my  living,  I'll  keep  my 
coxcomb  myfelf ;  there's  mine,  beg  another  of  thy 
^ughters, 

Lear.  Take  heed.  Sirrah,  the  whip.  ■  . 

Foo/.  Truth's  a  dog  muft  to  kennel ;  he  muft  be 
tvhipp'd  out,  when  the  lady  brach  may  ftand  by  th'  fire 
and  llink. 

Zear.  A  peftilent  gall  to  me. 

Foo/.  Sirrah,  I'll  teach  thee  a  fpeec^i.        [To  Kent. 

Lear,  Do. 

Fool.  Mark  it,  nuncle  ; 
Have  more  than  thou  fhoweft. 
Speak  Jefs  than  thou  knoweft. 
Lend  lefs  than  thou  oweft. 
Ride  more  than  thou  goeft, 
^  Learn  more  than  thou  trowefl. 
Set  lefs  than  thou  thro  weft, 
locave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore, 
And  keep  within  door. 
And  thou  fhalt  have  more 
Than  two  tens  to  a  fcore. 

Kent.  This  is  nothing,  fooL 

7  tah  t»y  coxcomb.']  Meaning  his  cap,  called  fo,  becaufe  on  tbe 
top  of  the  fool  or  jefter's  cap  was  fewed  a  piece  of  red  cioth,  refefn- 
bling  the  ci>nib  c^  a  cock.  The  word,  afterwards,  ufed  to  denote 
a  vain  conceited  meddling  fellow. 

8  Lear!}  more  tbar.  thou  troiue^,]  To  trciv^  is  an  old  word  which 
figaifijs  to  bilii'-js.     The  precept  is  admirable. 

Fool, 
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Tool  Then  it  is  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd  lawyer, 
you  gave  me  nothing  for't ;  can  you  make  no  ufe  of 
jiOthing,  r.uncle  ? 

Lear.  Why,  no,  boy ;  nothing  can  be  made  out  of 
nothing. 

Tool.  Pr'ythee,  tell  him,  fo  much  the  rent  of  his 
land  comes  to  :  he  will  not  believe  a  fool.      \T^o  Kent. 

Lear.  A  bitter  fool  ! 

TooL  Doil  thou  know  the  difference,  my  boy,  be- 
tween a  bitter  fool  and  a  fweet  one  ? 

Lear.  No,  lad,  teach  me. 

FqoL  That  Lord,    that  counfel'd  thee  to  give  away 
thy  Land, 
Ccme,'place  him  here  by  me !  do  Thou  for  him  Hand; 
The  fweet  and  bitter  fool  will  prefently  appear. 
The  One  in  motley  here  ;  the  Other  found  out  there. 

Lear.  Dofl  thou  call  me  fool,  boy  ? 

TooL  '  All  thy  other  titles  thou  hall  given  away ; 
'  that  thou  waft  born  with.' 

Kent.  *■  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  my^lord.' 

Fqq],  '  No,  faith ;  Lords,    and  great  men  will  not 
'  let  me  ;  9  if  I  had  a  monopoly  on't,  they  would  have- 
'  part  on't :  nay,    the  Ladies  too,  they'll  not  let  me 
*  have  all  fool  to  myfelf,  they'll  be  fnatching.' 
Give  me  an  egg,  nuncle,  and  I'll  give  thee  two  crowns, 

Lear.  What  two  crowns  fhall  they  be  ? 

FooL  Why,  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'th'  middle 
End  eat  up  the  meat,  the  two  crov^ns  of  the  egg ;  when 
thou  cloveft  thy  Crown  i'th'  middle  and  gav'ft  away 
both  parts,  thou  borTt  thine  afs  on  thy  back  o'er  the 
dirt ;  thou  hadft  little  wit  in  thy  bald  crown,  when 
thou  gav'll  thy  golden  one  away :  if  I  fpeak  like  my 
felf  in  this,  ^  let  him  be  whip'd  that  firfl  finds  it 
footh. 

9  If  I  had  a  v:oriopdIy  on't^  they  xoould  have  apart  erCt ;]  A  fa- 
tlre  on  the  grofs  abules  of  monopolies  at  that  time  }  and  the  c.  rrup- 
tion  and  avarice  of  the  courtiers,  who  commonly  went  (hares  with 
the  patentee. 

T  let  him  be  ivhip''d  that  frfi  finds  it  so,]  We  fliould  re9C  sooth, 
/.  e,  truth  J  alluding  to  the  Latin  proverb,  ^i  capit,  ilk  fait. 
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Fools  ne'er  had  lefs  grace  in  a  year,  [Singing. 

Tor  njoife  men  are  groivn  foppijh  ; 
^jind  knonju  not  howo  their  nvits  to  ivear^ 

Their  manners  are  fo  apip, 

Lear*  When  were  you  want  to  be  fo  full  of  fongs, 
f  rrah  ? 

Fooi.  I  have  ufed  it,  nuncle,  e'er  fince  thou  mad'fl: 
thy  daughters  thy  mothers  ;  for  when  thou  gav'ft  them 
the  rod,  and  put'ft  down  thy  own  breeches, 

^hen  they  far  fudden  joy  did  nfjeepy  [Singing. 

And  1  for  forrowo  fung  ; 
*Ihat  fuch  a  King  fhould  play  bo-peep. 

And  go  the  fools  among. 

Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  keep  a  fchool-mafter  that  can  teach 

thy  fool  to  lie ;  I  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 

Lear.  If  you  lie,  lirrah,  we'll  have  you  whipt. 

Too!.  I  marvel,  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters 
are  :  they'll  have  me  whipt  for  fpeaking  true,  thou' It 
have  me  whipt  for  lying  ;  and,  fometimes,  I  am  whipt 
for  holding  my  peace.  I  had  rather  be  any  kind  o'ching 
than  a  fool,  and  yet  1  would  not  be  thee,  nuncle  ;  thou 
haft  pared  thy  wit  o'both  fides,  and  left  nothing  i'th' 
2iiiddle  :  here  comes  one  o'th'  parings. 

SCENE    XIV. 
Ti?  them,  Enter  Gonerill. 

Lear.  How  nov/,  daughter,  what  makes  that  front- 
let on  ?  you  are  too  much  of  late  i'th'  frown. 

Fuol.  Thou  waft  a  pretty  fellow,  when  thou  hadft  no 
need  to  care  for  her  frowning ;  now  thou  art  an  O 
without  a  figure  ;  I  am  better  than  thou  art  now ;  I  am 

a  fool,    thou  art  notliing. Yes,    forfooth,    I  will 

hold  my  tongue  ;  [To  Gonerill.]  fo  your  face  bids  me, 
Uio'  you  fay  nothing. 

Mnm, 
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Mum^  mutJiy  he  that  keeps  not  crujl  nor  cruniy  [Singing, 
f^eary  of  ally  Jhall  nvant  fame. 

*Thou  art  a  Iheal'dpeafcod.  [Speakhg  to  Lear. 

Gon.  Not  only,  Sir,  this  your  all-licens'd  fool. 
But  other  of  your  infolent  retinue. 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel,  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not  to  be  endured  riots. 
I  thought,  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you, 
T'  have  found  a  fafe  redrefs  ;  but  now  grow  fearful. 
By  whpt  yourfelf  too  late  have  fpoke  and  done, 
I'hat  yovi  protect  this  courfe,  5  and  put  it  on 
By  ycur  allowance  j  if  you  fnould,  the  ^2i\:\t 
Would  not  'fcape  cenfure,  nor  the  redrefi'es  fleep  ; 
Which,  in  the  tender  of  a  wholefome  weal. 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence, 
(Which  elfe  were  fhame,)  that  then  neceffiiy 
AVill  call  difcreet  proceeding. 

Fool.  For  you  know,  nuncle. 

The  hedge-fparroiv  fed  the  Cuckoa  fo  long, 
That  it  had  its  head  bit  off  by  its  young  ; 

So  out  went  the  candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  daughter  ? 

Con,  I  would,  you  would  make  ufe  of  your  good 
wifdom, 
Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught,  and  put  away 
Thefe  difpofitions,  which  of  late  tranfport  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

FcoL  May  not  an  Afs  know  when  the  cart  draws 
the  horfe  ?  whoop,  Jug^  I  love  thee. 

Lear,  Does  any  here  know  me  ?  this  is  not  Lear : 
Does  Lear  walk  thus  ?  fpeak  thus  ?  where  are  his  eyes  ? 
Either  his  notion  weakens,  his  difcernings 
Are  lethargied  —  Ha  !   waking  —  'tis  not  fo  j 

2  That''s  a  JheaPd  pea/cod.]  This  has  no  kind  of  fenfe.  We 
fhculd  read,  Thou  aFxT  a  fheil'd  peafcod.  Speaking  to  Lear, 
and  comparing  him  to  a  peafcod,  from  whence  the  peas  are  fiieai'd 
or  taken  out.  Which  was  his  condition,  having  part^ei  with  his 
power. 

3  "«»'and pui  it  cnS  i.e.  promote,  put  it  forward. 
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Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am  ? 
hears  fliadow  ?  I  would  learn  ;  4-for  by  the  marks 
Of  fovereignty  of  knowledge,  and  of  reafon, 
I  fhould  be  falfe  perfuaded  I  had  daughters. 

Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman  ? 

Gon.  This  admiration.  Sir,  is  much  o'  th'  favour 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.     I   do  befeech  you, 
To  underfland  my  purpofes  aright. 
*  You,  as  you're  old  and  reverend,  fhould  be  wife. 
Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  Knights  and  Squires, 
Men  fo  diforder'd,  fo  debauch'd  and  bold. 
That  this  our  Court,  infeded  with  their  manners. 
Shews  like  a  riotous  Inn  ;  Epicurifm  and  lull 
Make  it  more  like  a  tavern  or  a  brothel, 
5  Than  a  grac'd  Palace.     Shame  itfelf  doth  fpeak 
-^For  inflant  remedy.     Be  then  defir'd 
By  her,  that  elfe  will  take  the  thing  Ihe  begs, 
^Of  fifty  to  difquantity  your  train  ; 
And  the  remainders,  f  that  Ihall  flill  depend. 
To  be  fuch  men  as  may  befort  your  age. 
And  know  themfelves  and  you. 

4    '     ■      ■  ■  for  ly  the  marh 

Of  jrusrelgtity,  f  knoivledge,  andofreafon."]  Hi's  daughters 
prove  io  unnatural,  that,  if  he  were  only  to  judge  by  the  reafon  of 
things^  he  mufr  conclude,  they  cannot  be  his  daughters.  This  is 
the  thought.  But  how  does  his  kingHiip  or  fovereignty  enable  him 
10  judge  in  this  matt?r.  The  line,  by  being  falfe -pointed,  has  loft 
its  fenfe.     We  fliould  read. 

Of  fcvereigr.ty  of  kr.civledge,  • 

i.  e.  the  undsrftanding.  He  calls  it,  by  an  equally  fine  phrafe,  fa 
■flamletf  Sovereignty  of  reafon.  And  it  is  remarkable  that  the  Edi- 
tors had  depraved  it  there  too.  See  Note,  AB  i.  Scene -j,  of  thaS 
play. 

*  Tou^  as  you're  old  and  re-verend,  Jhculd  he  iv'ife,']  i.e.  long  ex- 
perience fliould  have  gain'd  you  v/ifdom  j  and  the  reverence  due  to 
yciiS  requires  you  to  put  it  in  pra£lice, 

5  Than  a  grac'd  Ptf /<:«.]  /.  e,  a  palace  grac'd  with  the  prefence 
of  its  fovereign. 

6  A  little  is  the  common  reading  ,•  but  it  appears  from  what  Lear 
fays  in  the  next  Scene,  that  this  number  fiky  was  requir'd  to  be 
cut  off,  which  (as  the  edition  flood)  is  no  where  fpecify'd  by  Go- 
t.mll.  Mr.  Pope. 

-J-  —  tlatfhttll  fiitl  depend,]  Depend,  for  continue  in  fervice. 

Ltan 
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Lear,  Darknefs  and  devils  I 

Saddle  my  horfes,  call  my  train  together. • 

Degen'rate  baftard !  I'll  not  trouble  thee  j 
Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Gon,  You  ftrike  my  people,    and   your  diforder'd 
rabble 
Make  fervants  of  their  betters. 

SCENE    XV. 
7o  thenty  Enter  Albany. 

Lear.  "Woe!  that  too  late    repents  —  O,  Sir,  are 
you  come  ? 
Is  it  your  will,  fpeak.  Sir?  prepare  my  horfes.  — — . 

[To  Albany: 
Ingratitude  !  Thou  marble-hearted  fiend,  •, 

More  hideous,  when  thou  Ihevv'll  thee  in  a  child. 
Than  the  fea  mender. 

Jib.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient. 

Lear.  Detefted  kite  !  thou  lieil,  [To  Gonerill, 

My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rareft  parts. 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know  ; 
Arid  in  the  moft  e.iad  regard  fupport 
The  vvorJhips  of  their  names.     O  moft  fmall  fault  ? 
How  ugly  didft  thou  in  Cordelia  Ihew  ? 
•f  V:''hich,  like  an  engine,  wrencht  my  frame  of  nature 
From  the  iixt  place  ;  drew  from  my  heart  all  love. 
And  added  to  the  gall.     O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear  ! 
Beat  at  this  gate  that  let  thy  folly  in, 

{Striking  his  head. 
And  thy  dear  judgment  out.  —  Go,  go,  my  people. 

Alb.  My  lord,  I'm  guiltlefs,  as  I'm  ignorant. 
Of  what  hath  moved  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  fo,  ray  lord • 

Hear,  Nature,  hear  ;  dear  Goddefs,  hear  a  Father  \ 
Sufpend  thy  purpofc,  if  thou  didft  intend 
To  make  this  creature  fruitful  : 
Into  her  womb  convey  fterility. 
Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increafe, 

■f  IP'bicb,  like  an  (fgire,  e^c]  Alluding  ta  the  famous  boall  of 
j^rciirrcdes, 
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And  7  from  her  derogate  body  never  fpring 

'A  Babe  to  honour  her  !     If  {he  muft  teem. 

Create  her  child  of  fpleen,  that  it  may  hve. 

And  be  a  thwart  difnatur'd  torment  to  her; 

Let  it  ftamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth, 

*  With  candent  tears  fret  chanels  in  her  cheeks  : 

Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 

To  laughter  and  contempt  -,  that  (he  may  feel. 

How  fharper  than  a  ferpent's  tooth  it  is, 

^To  have  a  thanklefs  child.  —  Go,  go,  my  people. 

^ib.    Now,  Gods,  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes 
this  ? 

Gon.  Never  afflid  yourfelf  to  know  of  it : 
But  let  his  difpofition  have  that  fcope. 
That  dotage  gives  it. 

Lear.  What,  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a  clap  ? 
^iVithin  a  fortnight  }  

j^lb.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

Lear.  I'll  tell  thee  —  life  and  death  \  I  am  afham'd 
^That  thou  hall  power  to  Ihake  my  manhood  thus ; 

[To  Gonerill. 
That  thefe  hot  tears,  which  brea"'.  from  me  perforce. 

Should  make  thee  worth  them.  Blafts  and  foga 

upon  thee  ! 
^Th*  untented  woundings  of  a  father's  curfe 
Pierce  every  fence  about  thee  !  Old  fond  eyeSj 
.Beweep  this  Caufe  again,  I'll  pluck  ye  out. 
And  caft  you,  with  the  waters  that  you  lofe, 

7  fi^^  ^er  derogate  hcdy]  Derogate^  for  unnatural. 

8  ^/r^^  cadent  tears ]   We  ihou-M  read  fisw^/i^;;/,  /.   t.   ho^,. 

fcaJdir.g.  More  agreeabJe  to  the  paflionate  imprecation  of  the  fpeaker  j 
and  to  his  ui'uai  pharfeolcgy  :  as  where  he  lays  prefentJy  after, 

•  '  tbeje  hot  tcan  that  break  f rem  me  perforce , 

aad  again, 

— —  ■    ■  my  oivn  tears 

Do  fcaJd  l:.ke  molten  lead. 
9  77j'  untented  ircutidings  of  a  father*  s  curfe 

Farce  every  sznss  about  tiee!']  As  plaufibleas  this  read- 
ing is,  it  is  certainly  corrupt.     We  fhould  read. 

Pierce  e-very  fence    about  thee! 

7.  e.  guard,  fecurity,  barrier.     Let  nothing  flajid  againfl  a  father> 
curfe. 

To 
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To  temper  clay.     Ha  !  is  it  come  to  this  ? 
Let  it  be  fo  :  I  have  another  daQghrer, 
Who,  I  am  fure,  is  kind  and  comfortable  ; 
When  (he  fhall  hear  this  oFthee,  with  her  nails 
She'll  flea  thy  wolfifti  vifage.     Thou  fhalt  find , 
That  ril  refume  the  Ihape,  which  thou  doft  think 
I  have  call  off  for  ever.        [Ex.  Lear  and  Attendants. 

SCENE      XVI. 

Gon.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Jib.  I  cannot  be  fo  partial,  Gonerill, 
To  the  great  love  I  bear  you,  ■ 

Gon.     Pray  you,  be  content.     What,     OfivaU,  ho  f 
You,  Sir,  more  knave  than  fool,  after  your  m after. 

?ool.  Nuncle  Lear^  nuncle  Lear^  tarry,  take  tiie  fool 
with  thee  : 
A  Fox,  when  one  has  caught  her. 
And  fuch  a  daughter, 
Should  fure  to  the  flaughter, 
If  my  cap  would  buy  a  halter. 
So  the  fool  follows  after.  \E>  it. 

Gon.  This  Man  hath  had  good  counfel  —  a  hundred 
Knights  ? 
'Tis  politick,  and  fafe,  to  let  him  keep 
A'hundred  Knights  ;  yes,  that  on  ev'ry  dream. 
Each  buz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  diflike. 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  pow'rs,  . 
And  hold  our  lives  at  Mercy  :   Opiva/d^  I  fay. 

Jib.  Well,  you  may  fear  too  far ;  i 

Gon.  Safer  than  trull:  too  far. 
Let  me  ftill  take  away  the  harms  I  fear. 
Not  fear  fiill  to  be  harm'd.     I  know  his  heart  i 
What  he  hath  utter'd,  I  have  writ  my  fiuer  i 
If  ihe'll  fuftain  him  and  his  hundred  Knights, 
When  I  have  fnew'd  th'unfitnefs  — — . 

Enter  Steuuard, 
How  now,  Ojnjoald  ?  ' 

What,  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  filler  ? 

Sie'w,  Ay,  Madam. 

Gon.  Take  you  fom.e  company,  and  av/ay  to  horfe  \ 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fears. 
And  thereto  add  fuch  reafons  of  your  own^  As. 
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*As  may  compaft  it  more.    So  get  you  gone,' 

And  haflen  your  return.  [Exit  StenMard. 

■ No,  no,  my  lord, 

This  milky  gentlenefs  and  courfe  of  yours. 
Though  I  condemn  it  not,  yet,  under  pardon. 
You  are  much  more  at  talk  for  want  of  wifd©m. 
Than  prais'd  for  harmful  mildnefs. 

Alb.  How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce,  I  cannot  tell ; 
Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  well. 

Gon.  Nay  then 

Jib.  Well,  well,  th'  event.  {E^ceunt, 

SCENE    XYU. 

^A  Court  yard  belonging  to  the  Duke  ^j/' Albany'^  Palaee, 

Re-enter   Lea.r,  Kent,  Gentlemen,  and  Fool, 

tear.f^  O  you  before  to  Glo'Jier  with  thefe  letters  j 
V_X  acquaint  my  daughter  no  further  with  any 
thing  you  know,  than  comes  from  her  demand  out  of 
the  letter ;  if  your  diligence  be  not  fpeedy,  I  fhall  be 
there  afore  you. 

Kent.  I  will  not  fleep,  my  lord,  'till  I  have  deliver- 
gd  your  letter.  [Exit, 

Fool.  If  a  man's  brain  were  in  his  heels,  wer't  not 
in  danger  of  kibes  I 

Lear.  Ay,  boy. 

Fool.  Then,  1  pr'ythee,  be  merry,  thy  wit  Ihall  not 
go  flip  fhod. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Fool.  Saalt  fee,  thy  other  daughter  will  ufe  thee- 
kindly;  for  though  fhe's  as  like  this  as  a  crab's  like  an 
apple,  yet  I  can  tell  what  I  can  telL 

Lear.  What  can'll  tell,  boy  ? 

Fool.  She  wiU  talle  as  like  this,  as  a  crab  does  to- 
a  crab.  Can'fl  thou  tell,  why  one's  nofe  ftands  i'  th* 
Biiddle  of  one's  face  ? 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Why,  to  keep  one's  eyes  of  either  fide  one's 
nofe ;  that  what  a  man  cannot  fmell  out,  he  may  fpy 
into. 

?  Aitnay  eompaift  it  mriQ  Cembali,  for  confirm, 
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tear*  I  did  her  wrong 

Fool.  Can'fl  tell  how  an  oyfter  makes  his  Ihell  ? 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Nor  I  neither ;  but  I  can  tell,  why  a  fnall  has 
a  houfe. 

Lear.   Why  ? 

Fool.  Why,  to  put's  head  in,  not  to  give  it  away  to 
his  daughters,  and  leave  his  horns  without  a  cafe. 

L?ar.  I  will  forget  my  nature  :  fo  kind  a  father  ! 
be  my  horfes  ready  ? 

Foo/.]Thy  affes  are  gone  about  'em ;  the  reafon,  why 
the  feven  liars  are  no  more  than  feven,  is  a  pretty  reafon. 

Lear.  Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 

Fool.  Yes,  indeed  i  thou  v/ould'ft  make  a  good  fool. 

Lear.  To  take't  again  perforce  !  —  monfter  ingrati- 
tude ! 

Fool.  If  you  were  my  fool,  nuncle,  I'd  have  tliee 
beaten  for  being  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.  How's  that  ? 

Fool.  Thou  Ihould'ft  not  have  been,  old,  '^till  thou 
had'ft  been  wife. 

Lear.  O,  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  fweet  heav*n !. 
Keep  me  in  temper,  I  would  not  be  mad. 

Eti/er  Gentleman. 
How  now,  are  the  horfes  ready  ? 

Gent.  Ready,    my  lord. 
Lear.  Come,  boy. 

Fool.  She  that's  a  maid  now,  and  lauglis  at  my  de- 
parture. 
Shall  not  be  a  maid  long,  unlefs  things  be  cut  ihorter. 

[^Exeunt. 


ACT    II.      SCENE    L 

A  Cajile  belonging  to  the  Earl  of  Glo'fler. 

Enter  Edmund   and-  Curan,  feverally. 
J^»/.QAVE  thee,  Curan. 

O     Cur.  And  you,  Sir.     I  have  been  with  year 
father,  and  given  him  Eotic«  that  the  Duke  of  Com- 

vjally, 
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iwally  and  Regan  his  Dutchefs,  will  be  here  with  hhu 
this  night. 

Edm.  How  comes  that  ? 

Cur.  Nay,  1  know  not  ;  you  have  heard  of  the 
news  abroad ;  I  mean,  the  whifper'd  ones ;  for  they 
are  yet  but  ear-kifling  arguments. 

Edm.  Not  I ;  pray  you,  what  are  they  .? 

Cur.  Have  yoa  heard  of  no  likely  wars  toward, 
'twixt  the  Dukes  of  ^J-oru^vall  and  Albany? 

Edm.  Not  a  word. 

Cur.  You  may  do  then  in  time.  Fare  you  well. 
Sir.  {Exit, 

S  C  E  N  E     11. 

Edm,  The  Duke  be  here  to-night  ?  the  better?  beft? 
This  weaves  itfelf  perforce  into  my  bufmefs  ; 
My  father  hath  fet  guard  to  take  my  brother. 
And  I  have  one  thing  of  a  queazy  queltion 
Which  I  muft  aft  :  briefnefs,  and  fortune  work  \ 
Brother,  a  word  ;  defcend  ;  Brother,  I  fay  i  — 

To  hirriy  enter  Edgar, 
My  father  watches,  O    Sir,  fly  this  place. 
Intelligence  is  giv'n  where  you  are  hid  ; 
You've  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night 
Have  you  not  fpoken  'gainft  the  Duke  of  Corn^jallP 
He's  coming  hither  now  i'th'  night,  i'th'  hafte, 
And  Regan  with  him  i  have  you  nothing  faid 
Upon  his  Party  'gainft  the  Duke  of  Alba-riy? 
Advife  yoarfelf. 

Edg.  I'm  fure  on't,  not  a  word. 

Edm.  I  hear  my  father  coming.     Pardon  me 
In  cunning,  I  muft  draw  my  fword  upon  you— 
Draw,  feem  to  defend  yourfelf. 

Now  quit  you  well 

Y'ield — come  before  my  father — light  hoa,  here  ! — 
Fly,  brother — Torches ! — fo  farewel —     {Bxlt  Edgar. 
Some  blood,  drawn  on  me,   would  beget  opinion 

\lVQunds  his  arm. 
Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour.     I've  fcen  drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  fport.     Father  !  father  ! 

Stop,  Hop,  no  help  I 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

To  him,  Enter  Glo'fler,  and  fer^vants  ivith  torches, 

Glo.  Now,  Edmund,  where's  tlie  villain  ? 

Edm.  Here  Hood  he  in  the  dark,    his  fharp  fword 
out, 
'  Mumbling  of  wicked  Charms,  conj'ring  the  m  ^^ 
To  Hand's  aufpicious  miftrefs. 

Glo.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Edm.  Look,  Sir,  I  bleed. 

Glo.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund? 

Edm.  Fled  this  way,    Sir,    when  by  no  means  he 
could — — 

Glo.  Purlue   him,    ho !    go  after.     By  no   means, 
what  ? 

Edm.  Perfuade  me  to  the  murther  of  your  lordlhipj 
But  that,   I  told  him,  the  revenging  Gods 
'Gainft  Parricides  did  all  the  thunder  bend,  • 

Spoke  with  how  manifold  and  llrong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  th'  father — Sir,  in  fine. 
Seeing  how  lothly  oppofite  I  flood 
To  his  unnat'ral  purpofe,  in  fell  motion 
With  his  prepared  fword  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  lanc'd  my  arm  ; 
And  when  he  faw  my  beft  alarmed  fpirits. 
Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rous'd  to  th'  encounter. 
Or  whether  galled  by  the  noife  I  made. 
Full  fuddenly  he  fled. 

Glo.  Let  him  fly  far  i 
*  Not  in  this  land  fliali  he  remain  uncaught ; 
And  found,  difpatch'd. — the  noble  Duke  my  mailer, 

I  Mumbling  of  ivicked  Charms,  confring  the  moon^  This  was  a 
proper  circumllance  to  urge  to  Gle''J}er -^  who  appears,  by  what 
pafled  between  him  and  hi?  baftard  fon  in  a  foregoing  fcene,  to  l>e 
very  iuperftkious  with  regard  to  this  matter. 

2.  Net  ir.  this  land  Jhall  ke  remain  uncaught  ; 

Ar.d found  difpstch- the  noble  Duke y  &c.]  This  non fen fe 

fhould  be  read  and  pointed  thus, 

Not  in  this  land  f:>atl  he  remain  uncaught  j 

And  found,  difpatch'd. 

7.  e.  he  Jhall  net  remain  uncaught,    and  as  foon  33  he  is  found  he 
fiuiU  be  dilpatch'd  or  exscuted* 

My 
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3  My  worthy  arch  and  patron,  comes  to-night  i 
By  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it, 
That  he,   who  finds  him,  fhall  deferve  our  thanks-, 
Bringing  the  murth'rous  coward  to  the  ftake  : 
He  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Edm,  When  I  diffwaded  him  from  his  intenf. 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curft  fpeech 
I  threaten'd  to  difcover  him  ;  he  replied. 
Thou  unpofleffmg  Baftard  !  do'ft  thou  think. 
If  I  would  Hand  againft  thee,  4-  would  the  repofal 
Of  any  truft,  virtue,  or  worth  in  thee 
Make  thy  words  faith'd  ?  *  no  ;    when  I  fhould  deny. 
(As  this  I  would,  although  thou  didll  produce 
My  very  character)  I'd  turn  it  all 
7  o  thy  fuggeftion,  plot,   and  damned  praftice ; 
And  thou  mufl  make  a  dullard  of  the  world, 
\{  rhey  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 
Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  fpurs 
To  make  thee  feek  it.  [Trumpets  ivithin^ 

Glo.  O  ftrange,    faflen'd  villain ! 

Would  he  deny  his  letter  ? — I  never  got  him. 

Hark,    the  Duke's  trumpets !    I  know  not  why  he 

comes — 

All  Ports  I'll  bar ;  the  villain  fhall  not  Ycape  ; 
The  Duke  muft  grant  me  that ;  befides,  his  pidlure 
I  will  fend  far  and  near,  that  all  the  Kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him  ;    and  of  my  land, 
(Loyal  and  natural  Boy  !)  I'll  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable. 

SCENE    IV. 
Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  Attendants. 

Cjrn.  How  now,   my  noble  friend  ?    fmce  I  came 

hither, 
3  My  ivoithy  arch  and  patron]  So  the  old  Editions  read  it ;  and 
rightly.    Arch  is  from  ay^^^hz,  chief.     But  Mr.  Theobald  alters  it  to. 

My  ivortby  and  arch  patron. 

^  'ivould  .'t^eiepofa!]  /.  e.  woold  any  opinion  that  men  have 

repofed  in  thy  truft,  virtue,  &"€. 

*  no  I  WHAT  I  Jhou/d  deny.J    The  fenfe  and  grammar 

ff^uires  we  fnould  read,  and  point, 

— no  :  WHEN  I  jhould dsny, 

WhicK 
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Which  I  can  call  but  now,  I  have  heard  ftrange  news. 

Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too  ihort. 
Which  can  purfue  th'  offender ;  how  does  my  lord  ?^ 

Glo.  O  Madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd,  it's  crack'd. 

Reg.  What,   did  my  father's  godfon  feek  your  life  ? 
5  He  whom  my  father  namM  ?  Your  Edgar  ? 

Glo.  O  lady,  lady,  Shame  would  have  it  hid.  _ 

Reg.  Was    he    not    companion    with    the  riotous 
Knights, 
That  tend  upon  my  father  ?  ,    ,  ,    j 

Glo,  I  know  not,  ?v^adam  :  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

Edm.  Yes,  Madam,  he  was  of  that  confort. 

Re^.  No  marvel  then,  though  he  were  ill  affefted  ; 
'Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death. 
To  have  th'  expence  and  wafte  of  his  revenues. 
I  have  this  prefent  evening  from  my  filler 
Been  well  inform'd  of  them  ;  and  with  fuch  cautions. 
That  if  they  come  to  fojourn  at  my  houfe, 
I'll  not  be  there. 

Corn.  Nor  I,  I  affure  thee,  J^egan  j 
Edmund,  I  hear,  that  you  have  fhewn  your  fatheir 
A  child-like  office. 

Edm.  'Twas  my  duty,  Sir.  ^ 

Glo.  He  did  bewray  his  praaice,  and  receiv  d 
This  hurt  you  fee,  ftriving  to  apprehend  him. 

Corn.,  Is  he  purfued  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Corn,  li  he  be  taken,  he  Ihall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  liarm  :  make  your  own  purpofe. 
How  in  my  llrength  you  pleafe.     As  for  you,  tdmunJ, 
Whofe  virtue  and  obedience  ^  in  this  inftance 
So  much  commends  itfelf,  you  Ihall  be  ours  ; 
Natures  of  fuch  deep  Truft  we  Ihall  much  need  : 
You  we  firfl  feize  on. 

5  He  -whom  my  father  nam\l,  your  Edgar  ?]  It  fliould  be  pointed 
thus. 

He  ivbom  my  father  nam'd  f  ,       «   r- 

/.  e.  named  at  the  Font.     Was  it  him  ?  Was  it  your  Edg*  ?  For 
here  the  Pcet  forgets  his  Pagan  lyfiem. 

6 DOTH  this  INSTANT 

.So  much  commend  itfelf. ]   Sure  it  fhould  be, 

IN  this  INSTANCE 

<S?  much  commendi  itj^lft"—^  _  ,   , 

Eagt» 
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Edm.  T  fhall  ferve  you.  Sir, 
Truly,  however  elfe. 

Glo.  I  thank  your  Grace. 

Corn,  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  viTit  you-— 

Reg.  Thus  out  of  feafon  threading  dark-ey'd  night  ; 
1  Occafions,  noble  Glojlsr,  of  fome  poife. 

Wherein  we  mufthave  ufe  of  ycur  advice. 

Our  father  he  hath  writ,  fo  hath  our  fifter, 
Of  diii'rences,  which  I  beil  thought  it  fie* 
To  anfwer  from  our  home  :  the  fev'ral  meflengers 
From  hence  attend  difpatch.     Our  good  old  friend. 
Lay  Comforts  to  your  bofom ;  ard  beftoW 
Your  needful  counfel  to  our  bufmefles. 
Which  crave  the  inflant  ufe. 
Glo.  I  ferve  you.  Madam  : 
Your  Graces  are  right  welcome.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE    V. 
Enter  Kent,  and  Ste^cjard,  fe-verally. 

Stew.  ^  Good  downing  to  thee,  friend ;    art  of  this 

houfe? 
Kent.  Ay. 

Stenv.   Where  may  we  fet  our  horfes  ? 
Kent.  Pth'  mire. 

Steiv.  Pr'ythee,  if  thou  lov'll  me,  tell  me. 
Kent.  I  love  thee  not. 
Steiv.  Why  then  I  care  not  for  thee. 
Kent.  If  1  had  thee  in  Li^yiury  pinfold,    I  would 
make  thee  care  for  me. 

Steiv.  Why  doft  thou  ufe  me  thus  ?  I  know  thee  not. 

Kent.  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Stew.  What  doil  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent.  A  knave,  a  rafcal,  an  eater  of  broken  meats, 

7  Occa/ions,  noS>!e  GWAei,  offomeFRiz^,  Wc  fliould  read, 
POISE,  I.e.   weight. 

8  Good  evening]  In  the  common  editions  it  is  Good  dawn- 
ing, tho'  the  time  be  appr.ren.iy  night.  The  Editors  therefore 
have  altered  it  to  Good  e'vening.  But  this  was  not  Shakefpear's 
phrafe.  The  common  editions  were  corrupt  indeed,  and'/hould 
have  given  it  us,  as  the  poet  wrote  it,  Good  downing,  i.e. 
So«xi  re»%  the  common  evening-faJutation  of  that  time. 

a  bafe 
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a  bafe,  proud,  (hallow,  beggarly,  three-fuited,  hun- 
dred-pound, filthy  vvorfted-ftocking  knave ;  a  lilly- 
liver'd,  aftion-taking,  knave  ;  a  whorfon,  glafs- 
gazing,  fuper-ferviceable,  finical  rogue ;  one-trunk- 
inheriting  Have  ;  one  that  would'ft  be  a  bawd  in  way 
of  good  fervice  ;  and  art  nothing  but  the  compoHtion 
of  a  knave,  beggar,  coward,  pander,  and  the  ion  and 
heir  of  a  mungril  bitch  ;  one  whom  I  will  beat  into 
clam'rous  ^^  hining,  if  thou  deny'Il  the  lead  fyllable 
of  thy  addition. 

Stenv.  Why,  what  a  monftrous  fellow  art  thou,  thus 
to  rail  on  one,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee,  nor 
knows  thee  ? 

Kent.  What  a  brazen-fac'd  varlet  art  thou,  to  deny 
thou  knovv'ft  me  ?  is  it  two  days  ago,  fmce  I  tript 
up  thy  heels,  and  beat  thee  before  the  King  ?  draw, 
you  rogue  j  for  tho'  it  be  night,  yet  the  moon  Ihines  ; 
9  I'll  make  a  fop  o'th'  moon[hine  of  you ;  you  whor- 
fon, cullionly,  barber-monger,  draw. 

\  Dranving  his  ficord. 

Sfeiv.  Av/ay,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  Draw,  you  rafcali  you  come  with  letters 
againft  the  Js'iiig  ;  and  take  \'anity,  the  Puppet's  part, 
againft  the  royalty  of  her  father  ;  draw,  you  rogue, 
or  ni  fo  carbonado  your  fhanks — draw,  you  rai'cal, 
come  your  ways. 

Stefw.  Help,  ho  !  murther  !  help  ! 

Kent.  Strike,  you  flave ;  iland,  rogue,  ftand,  you 
neat  flave,  ilrike.  [Beating  him, 

Steiv.  Help  ho  !  murther  !  murther  ! 

9  /'//  maJie»a  fop  o^th''  mocnJhir,e  of  you  ;]  This  is  equivalent  to 
our  modern  phrafe  of  making  the  fun  Jbfne  tbro^  any  one.  But,  al- 
luding to  the  natural  pliiioA  phy  or  that  time,  it  is  obfcure.  The 
Per'puetics  thought,  though  faifly,  that  the  rays  of  the  mcon  were 
cold  and  moift.  The  fp^jkcr  therefore  fays,  he  would  make  a  fop 
of  his  antagonill,  which  fhould  abforb  the  humidity  of  the  moon's 
rays,  by  letting  them  into  his  gutr.  For  this  reafon,  Shake/pear 
in  Roniee  and  Juliet  fays, 

the  mconJhine''s  watry  heami. 

And  in  Midj'ummer-  Night'' s  Dream. 

^encb'd  in  tie  ckaji  hami  of  the  watry  moon, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

Mnfer  Edmund,  Cornwall,   Regan,  Glo'Ileri  and 
Servants. 

Ed}>'.  Ho-  -sow,  what's  the  matter  ?  Part 

Kent.  Witn  you,  goodman  boy,  if  you  pleafe ;. 
come,-  I  u  ¥it{i\  ye;  come  on,  young  mafcer. 

Glo.   v\>apons  ?  arms  ?  what's  the  matter  here  ? 

Corn.  irCep  peace,  upon  your  lives ;  he  dies,  that 
Itrikes  again  ;  what's  the  matter  ? 

Reg.  The  meffengers  from  our  filler  and  the  King  > 

Corn.  V/hat  is  your  diiierence  ?  fpeak. 

Ste-i;  I  am  fcarce  in  breath,  my  lord. 

Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  beflir'd  your  valour  • 
you  cowardly  rafcal !  nature  difclaims  all  ihare  in  thee : 
a  tailor  made  thee. 

Corn.  Thou  art  a  llrange  fellow ;  a  tailor  make 
a  man  ? 

Kent.  I,  a  tailor.  Sir ;  a  Hone-cutter,  or  a  painter 
could  not  have  made  him  fo  ill,  tho'  they  had  been 
but  two  hours  o'th'  trade. 

Corn.  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel  ? 

bte^jj.  This  ancient  ruihan.  Sir,  whofe  life  I  have 
Ipar  d  at  fuit  of  his  grey  beard 

Kent.  Thou  whorfon  zed  !  thou  unneceffary  letter  ' 
my  lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  » this 
unbolted  villain  into  mortar,  and  daub  the  wall  of  a 
jakes  with  him.  Spare  my  grey  beard  ?  you  wagtail  '— 

Corn:  Peace,   Sirrah  ?  ^  a       • 

You  beaftly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  ? 

Kent.   Yes,   Sir,  but  anger  hath  a  privilege. 

Corn.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent.  That  fuch  a  flave  as  this  fhou'd  wear  a  fword. 
Who  wears  no  honefly:  fuch  fmiling  rogues  as  thefe, 
*  Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  in  twain 

Too 

1  this  unbolted  •viNain]  /.  e.  unrefined  by  education,    the  b;aB 
yet  in  him.     Metaphor  from  the  bakehoufe. 
3  Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  in  fwain 
loa'iKtrivficate  rtinhcfe  t^}    By  thefe  holy  cords  the  poet: 

means 
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Too  'Intrinficate  t'unloofc  :  footh  every  pafllon. 
That  in  the  nature  of  their  lords  rebels  : 
Bring  oil  to  fire,  fnow  to  their  colder  moods ; 
Renege,  afiirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 
With  ev'ry  Gale  and  Vary  of  their  mailers ; 
As  knowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  following. 
A  plague  upon  your  epileptick  vifage  ! 
Smile  you  my  fpeeches,  as  I  were  a  fool  ? 
Goofe,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sanm-ipWm, 
I'd  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  J  Camelct. 

Corn.  What,  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow  ? 

GIq,  How  fell  you  out  ?  fay  that. 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy, 
Than  I  and  fuch  a  knave. 

Corn.  Why  doft  thou  call  him  knave  ?   what  is  his 
fault  ? 

Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 

Corn,  No  more,  perchance,  does  mine,  nor  his,  n05 
hers. 

Kent.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plains 
I  have  feen  better  faces  in  my  time. 
Than  Hand  on  any  fhoulder  that  I  fee 
Before  me  at  this  inftant. 

Corn,  **  This  is  fome  fellow, 
•*  Who  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntnefs,  doth  afFe£l; 
**  A  fawcy  roughnefs ;  '^and  conllrains  the  garb, 
**  Quite  from  his  nature.     He  can't  flatter,  he, — 
<*  An  honeft  mind  and  plain,  he  rauft  fpeak  truth  ; 
"  An  they  will  take  it  fo;  if  not,  he's  plain. 
"  Thefe  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plain^ 

nefs 
**  Harbour  more  craft,  and  more  corrupter  ends, 

means  the  natural  union  between  parents  and  children.  The  meta- 
phor is  taken  from  the  iordi  of  the  fanBuary  ;  and  the  fomenters  of 
family  differences  are  compared  to  thefe  facrileglous  rats*  The  ex- 
-f  reffion  is  fine  and  noble. 

3  Camelot.']  Was  the  place  where  the  romances  fay,  King 

Jlrtbur  kept  his  court  in  the  weft  j  fo  this  alludes  to  fome  proverbial 
fpcech  in  thofe  romances. 

4  — — •  conjlraini  the  %zt\).'\  Garb,  for  habit,  cuftom. 

"  Thiai 
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*'  5  Than  twenty  filky  ducking  obfervants, 
"  That  ftretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent.  Sir,  in  good  faith,  in  fuicere  verity. 
Under  th'  allowance  of  your  grand  afpeft, 
Whofe  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 
On  flickering  Phasbus'  front 

Corn.  What  mean'ft  by  this  ? 

Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  dialeft,  which  you  difcom- 
mend  fo  much  :  I  know.  Sir,  I  am  |no  flatterer  ;  he, 
that  beguil'd  you  in  a  plain  accent,  was  a  plain  knave; 
which  for  my  part  I  will  not  be,  though  1  Ihould  win 
your  difpleafure  to  intreat  me  to't. 

Corn.  What  was  th'  offence  you  gave  him  ? 

^tenu.  I  never  gave  him  any  : 
It  pleas'd  the  King  his  mafl:er  very  lately 
To  ftrike  at  me  upon  his  mifconftruftion  : 
When  he  conjunfl,   and  flatt'ring,  his  difpleafure, 
Tript  me  behind;  being  down,  infulted,  rail'd. 
And  put  upon  himfuch  a  deal  of  man,  that 
That  worthied  him  ;  got  praifes  of  the  King, 
For  him  attempting  who  was  felffubdu'd  ; 
And,  in  the  fiefnment  of  this  dread  exploit. 
Drew  on  me  here  agam. 

Kent.  None  of  thefe  rogues  and  cowards, 
^But  Ajax  is  their  fool. 

5  Than  tiventy  silly  ducking  obfervants. ^  The  epithet  s  i  L  t  Y 
cannot  be  right,  ift,  Becaufe  Corr.ivallj  in  this  beautiful  fpeeth, 
is  not  talking  of  the  differer.t  fuccefz  of  thefe  two  kinds  of  parafites, 
but  of  their  different  ccnupticn  of  heart.  7.,  Becaufe  he  fays  thefe 
ducking  obfervant?  hioiu  hoiv  to  ftretch  their  duties  nicely.  I  am 
perfuaded  we  fhould  read, 

Than  tivenry  SILKY  ducking  obfervants, 
Which  not  only  alludes  to  the  garb  of  a  court  fycophant,  but  ad- 
mirably well  denotes  the  fmoothnefs  of  his  charaEier.     But  what 
is  more,  the  poet  generally  gives  them  this  epithet  in  other  places. 
So  in  Richard  ill.  he  calls  them 

Silky,  y[y,  infmuating  Jacks, 

And  in  CorioLinus^ 

— -  ivbenjieel  grcufs 

Soft  as  the  parafite's  lilk. 


6  But  A]^y:  is  their  FOOL.']  I  {ho u Id  rather  rsad  foil,    So  in 
Hamkc. 

rJI  be  thj  fo:],  Laertes. 

CorH* 
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Cortf.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks. 
You  ftubborn  ancient  knave,  you  rev  Vend  braggart. 

We'll  teach  you • 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn  : 
Call  not  your  Stocks  for  me,  I  ferve  the  King; 
On  whofe  employment  I  was  fent  to  you. 
You  Ihall  do  fmall  refpeft,  fhev/  too  bold  malice 
Againft  the  grace  and  perfon  of  my  mailer. 
Stocking  his  mefTenger. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks; 
As  I  have  life  and  honour,  there  fhall  he  fit  till  noon? 
Reg.  'Till  noon !  till  night,  my  lord,  and  all  night 

too. 
Kent.  Why,  Madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog. 
You  could  not  ufe  me  fo. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  will. 

[Sioch  hrought  out. 
Corn.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  felf  fame  nature 
Our  fifter  fpeako  of.     Come,  bring  away  the  Stocks. 

Glo.  Let  me  befeech  your  Grace  not  to  do  fo ; 
His  fault  is  much;  and  the  good  King  his  mafter 
Will  check  him  for't  ;  your  purposed  low  correction 
Is  fuch,  as  bafell  and  the  meanefl  wretches 
For  pilf'rings,  and  moft  common  trefpaffes. 
Are  punifh'd  with.     The  King  mull  take  it  ill. 
That  he,  fo  ilightly  valued  in  his  meffenger, 
Should  have  him  thus  rellrain'd. 
Corn.  I'll  anfwer  that. 

Reg.  My  filler  may  receive  it  much  more  worfe^ 
To  have  her  Gentleman  abus'd,  affaulted. 

For  following  her  aiFairs.    Put  in  his  legs 

[Kent  is  put  in  the  Stacksl 
Come,  my  lord,  away. 

[Exeunt  Regan  and  Cornwall. 

SCENE     VII. 

Glo.  I'm  forry  for  thee,  friend ;  'tis  the  Duke's  plea- 
fure, 
Whofe  difpofition,  all  the  world  well  knows, 
7  Will  not  be  rubb'd  nor  llop'd.     I'll  intreat  for  thee. 

7  iVillmt  ^ff  rubb'd  nor  flop'd.— ]  Metaphor  fiom  bowling. 

Kent, 
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Kent.  Pray,  do  not.  Sir.     I've  watch'd  and  traveird 
hard  ; 
Some  time  I  fhall  fleep  out,  the  reft  I'll  whiftle: 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels ; 
Give  you  good  morrow. 

Glo.  The  Duke's  to  blame  in  this,  'twill  be  ill  taken. 

Kent.  Good  King,  that  mufl  approve  the  common 
Saw, 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benedidion  com'fl 
To  the  warm  fun  ! 
Approach,  thou  beacon  to  this  under-globe, 

\_Looking  up  to  the  Moon"* 
That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I  may 
Perufe  this  letter.     Nothing  almoft  fees  miracles, 
But  mifery.     I  know,  'tis  from  Cordelia  ; 
Who  hath  moft  fortunately  been  inform'd 
Of  my  obfcured  courfe.     I  fhall  find  time 
From  this  enormous  ftate,  and  feek  to  give 
LofTes  their  remedies.     All  weary  and  o'er-watch'd. 
Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  fhameful  lodging. 

Fortune,  good  night;  fmile  once  more,  turn  thy  wheel. 

{He  Jleepu 
Enter   Edgar. 

"Edg.  I've  heard  myfelf  proclaim'd  ; 
And,  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree, 
Efcap'd  the  hunt.     No  port  is  free,  no  place. 
That  Guard  and  moft  unufual  vigilance 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.     While  I  may  'fcape, 
I  will  prefcrve  myfelf:  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafeft  and  the  pooreft  fhape, 
That  ever  Penury  in  contempt  of  man 
Brought  near  to  beaft  :  my  face  Til  grime  with  £lth  i 
Blanket  my  loins ;  elfe  all  my  hair  in  knots ; 
And  with  prefented  nakednefs  out-face 
The  winds,  and  perfecutions  of  the  Iky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  prefident 
Of  bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices, 
Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortify'd  bare  arms 
Pins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  fprigs  of  rofemary  j 

And 
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And  with  this  horrible  objefl,  from  low  farms, 
^Poor  pelting  villages,  flieep -coats  and  mills. 
Sometimes  with  lunatick  bans,  fometimes  with  pray  Vs, 
^Inforce  their  charity  ;  ^  poor  Turlygood  !  poor  Tsw  /— » 
That's  fomething  yet :  Edgar  I  nothing  am.       [Exit, 

S  C  E  N  E     IX. 

Changes  again  to  the  Earl  of  Glo'flcrV  Cajile, 

Enter  Lear,  FooJ,  and  Gentleman, 

Lear.'^^^r^l  S  llrange,  that  they  fhould  fo  depart  from 

X  home, 

And  not  fend  back  my  meffenger. 

Gent.  As  I  learn'd. 
The  night  before,  there  was  no  purpofe  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  noble  mafter  ! 

Lear.  Ha !  mak'll  thou  thy  fhame  thy  paftime  ? 

Kent.  No,  my  lord. 

Fool.  Ha,  ha,  he  wears  cruel  garters  ;  horfes  are 
ty'd  by  the  heads,  dogs  and'bears  by  th'  neck,  monkeys 
by  th'  loins,  and  men  by  th'  legs ;  when  a  man  is  over- 
lufty  at  legs,  then  he  wears  wooden  nether  flocks. 

8  Poor  pelting  villages,  — .]  Pelting  is  ufed  by  Shakefpear  in  the 
fenle  of  beggarly  ;  I  fuppcfe,  from  pelt  a  fkin.  The  poor  being 
generally  cloathed  in  leather. 

9  Inforce  their  charity  3  —  ]  I  fliould  rather  think  Shakefpear 
wrote, 

Inforce   reer  charity  ;  . 

An  old  word  for  (low,  backward,  and  unwilling  to  Aew  itfelf.  The 
autiior  in  this  play  afterwards,  ufcs  a  fimilar  cxpreflion, 

force  their  fcanted  courtefie. 

I />c^r  Turlygood!    /-oor  Tom!]    We  ftould   read 

TuRLUPiN.  In  the  fourteenth  century  there  was  a  nev/ fpecies 
of  gipfies,  called  Turlupim,  a  fraternity  of  naked  beggars,  which  ran 
up  and  down  Euiepe.  However,  the  Church  of  ^cme  hath  digni- 
fied them  with  the  name  cf  Hcreticks,  and  aftually  burned  fome  of 
them  at  Paris.  But  what  fcrt  of  Religionifts  they  were,  ippears 
from  Genehrard'%  account  of  th-m.  Turelupin-Cynicorum fe&aKi  fuf- 
citantes,  de  nuditat;  puderJorum,  ^  publico  coitu,  i'Uinly,  no- 
thing but  a  bind  o(Tot7i-o^' bedlams. 

Vol.  VL  D  Lesr. 
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Lear,  What's  he,  that  hath  To  much  thy  place  mif- 
took. 
To  fet  thee  here  ? 

Kent.  It  IS  both  he  and  fhe. 
Your  fon  and  daughter. 

Lear.  No. 

Kent.  Yes. 

Lear.  No,  I  fay. 

■Ki./7t.  1  fay,   yea. 

Lear.  By  Jupiter,  I  fwear,  nol 

Kent.  By  Juno,  I  fwear,  ay, 

Lear.  They  durft  not  do't. 
They. Gould  not,  wouid  not  do't ;  'tis  worfe  thanmur- 

ther, 
-To  do  upon  refpedl  fuch  violent  outrage  : 
3  Refolve  me  with  all  modeft  hafte,  which  way 
Thou  might'll  deferve,  or  they  impofe  this  ufage. 
Coming  from  U3  ? 

Kent.  My  lord,  when  at  their  home 
I  did  commend  your  Highnefs'  letters  to  them, 
Ere  I  was  rifen  from  the  place,  that  fhew'd 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  a  reeking  Foil:, 
Stew'd  in  his  hafte,  half  breathlefs,  panting  forth 
From  Gonerill  his  miftrefs,  falutation  ; 
♦  Dcliver'd  letters  fpight  of  intermiiTion, 
Which  prefently  they  read  :  on  whofe  contents 
5  They  fummon'd  up  their  meiny,  rtrait  took  horfe  5 
Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend 
The  leifure  of  their  anfwer  ;  gave  me  cold  looks ; 
And  meeting  here  the  other  melTenger, 
Whofe  welcome,  I  perceiv'd,  had  poifon'd  mine^ 
I  Being  the  very  fellow,  which  of  late 
Difplay'd  fo.faucily  againft  your  Highnefs,) 

3  To  do  upon  xt^^tiX  fuch  violtnt  outrage.: '\  RefpeB,  for  one  in 
honourable  employment. 

3  ■Rejol've  nieivitb  all  modeft  hap,—  ']  Mcdeji,  for  reafonable. 

4  Ddn;er'd  letters Jpigbt  o/intermiilion,]  Ir.term'jffion,  for  ano- 
ther mefTage  which  they  had  then  before  them,  to  confider  of  j 
called  intermijfjon,  becaufe  it  came  between  their  leifure  and  the 
bteward's  meflage. 

f,  7bey  Jumnm'd  up  thtir  m^lny,'^M(ir'y,  ;,  ^,  people. 

Mr.  Pope. 

Jiavins 
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Having  mors  man  than  wit  about  me,  I  drew ; 
He  rais'd  the  houfe  with  loud  and  coward  cries : 
Your  fon  and  daughter  found  this  trefpafs  worth 
The  ihame  which  here  it  fufFers. 

FooL  Winter's  not  gene  yet,  if  the  wild  geefe  fly  that 
way. 
Fathers,  that  wear  rags, 
Do  make  their  children  blind  5 
But  fathers,  that  bear  bags, 
^Shall  fee  their  children  kind. 
Fortune,   that  arrant  whore. 
Ne'er  turns  the  key  to  th'  poor. 
But,  for  all  this,  thou  fhalt  have  as  many  doloiirs  from 
thy  dear  daughters,  as  thou  can'il  tell  in  a  year. 

Lear^  Qh,  how  this  mother  fwells  up  tow'rd  my 
heart  ! 
Uyjierica  pa^o,  dowfl,  thou  climbing  forrow. 
Thy  element's  below;  where  is  this  daughter? 
Kent.  With  the  Earl,  Sir,  here  within. 
Lear.  Follow  me  not;  (lay here.  [Eyciti 

Gent.  Made  you  no  more  offence. 
But  what  you  fpeak  of  I 

Ketit.  None. 
How  chanc€  the  King  comes  with  fo  fmall  a  Humber  ? 
Fool.  An  thou  hadft  been  fet  i'  th'  flocks  for  that 
queftion,  thou'dft  well  deferved  it. 
Ker.r.  Why,  fool  ? 

Fool.  We'll  fet  thee  to  fchool  to  an  Ant,  to  teach 
thee  there's  no  lab'ring  i'  th'  winter.  All,  that  follovvr 
their  nofes,  are  led  hy  their  eyes,  but  blind  men ;  and 
there's  not  a  nofe  among  twenty,  but  can  fmell  him 
that's  ftinking  —  let  go  thy  hold,  when  a  great  wheel 
runs  down  a  hill,  leil  it  break  thy  neck  with  folio w-ing. 
it ;  but  the  great  one  that  goes  upw^ard,  let  him  draw 
thee  after.  ^  W-hen  a  wife  man  gives  thee  better  coun- 
sel, 

'6  When  a  ivife  man gi'vesthet,  &c.]  One  cannot  too  much  com- 
inend  the  caution  which  our  jnoral  poet  uf^s,  on  all  occafions-,  to 
prevent  his  lentiments  from  being  perverlly  taken.  So  here,  hav- 
ing given  an  ironical  precept  in  commendation  of  perfidy  and  bak 
defertion  of  the  unfortunate,  for  fear  it  ihoyid  Is  undenlood  fcri- 
Da  ouH), 
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fel,    give  me  mine  again  ;   I  would  have  none  but 

knaves  follow  it,  fmce  a  fool  gives  it. 

That  Sir,  which  ferves  for  gain. 

And  follows  but  for  form. 

Will  pack,  when  it  begins  to  rain. 

And  leave  thee  in  the  ftorm  : 

But  I  will  tarry,  the  fool  will  flay. 

And  let  the  wife  man:  fly  : 

The  knave  turns  fool,  that  runs  away  ; 

.The  fool  no  knave,  perdy: 

if<?«/.  Where  learn'd  you  this,  fool  ? 

FooU  Not  i'  th'  Stocks,  fool. 

SCENE    X. 
Enter  Lear  and  Glo'fler, 

Lear.  Deny  to  fpeak  with  me  ?  they're  fick,  they're 
weary, 
They  have  travell'd  all  the  night  ?  mere  fetches, 
7  The  images  of  revolt  and  flying  off. 
Bring  me  a  better  anfwer 

G/7.  My  dear  lord. 
You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  Duke ; 
How  unremoveable  and  fixt  he  is 
In  his  own  courfe. 

Lear,  Vengeance !  plague  !  death  !  confufion  \  — • 
Fiery  ?  what  fiery  quality  ?  why,  Glo'jier, 
I'd  fpeak  with  the  Duke  of  ComnvalU  and  his  wife. 

Glo,  Well,  my  good  lord,  I  have  inform'd  them  {o, 

Lear.  Inform'd  them  ?  doft  thou  underfland  me,  man  ? 

GIq.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ? 

Lear.  The  King  would  fpeak  wich  Comixjall,  the- 
dear  father 
Wou'd  with  his  daughter  fpeak ;  commands  her  fervice : 
Are  they  inform'd  of  this  ? — my  breath  and  blood  !— . 
"  Fiery  ?  the  fiery  Duke  ?  tell  the  hot  Duke,  that— 
**  No,  but  not  yet ;  may  be,  he  is  not  well ; 

oufly,  tho'  delivered  by  his  buffoon  or  iefter,  he  has  the  precau- 
tion to  add  this  beautiful  correflive,  full  of  fine  knk  :  I  ivou.'d  have 
TJOfie  hut  knaves  follozv  it,  fjnce  a  fool  gives  it. 

7  Tbe  images  of  re-volt  — ]  Images,  for  Indications. 

**  Infirmity 
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"  Infirmity  doth  ftill  negledl  all  office, 

**  Whereto  our  health  is  bound  ;    we're  not  ourfelves, 

**  When  Nature,  being  oppreft,  commands  the  mind 

"  To  futfer  with  the  body."     Til  forbear; 

And  am  faU'n  out  w^ith  my  more  headier  will. 

To  take  the  indifpcsM  and  fickly  fit 

For  the  found  man — Death  on  my  ftate  !  but  wherefore 

Should  he  fit  hes  e  ?  this  A»El  perfjades  me. 

That  this  remotion  of  the  Duke  and  her 

Is  pradice  only.     Give  me  ihy  fervant  forth  ; 

Go,  tell  the  Duke  and's  wife,  I'd  fpeak  with  them  : 

Now,  prefently, — bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me. 

Or  at  their  chamber-door  I'll  beat  the  drum, 

'Till  it  cry,  fleep  to  death. 

Glo.  I  would  have  all  well  betwixt  you.  [Exif, 

Lear,  Oh  me,  my  heart !  my  rifmg  heart !  but  down. 
Fool.  Cry  to  it,  nuncle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the 
Eels,  when  fhe  put  them  i'th'  Pally  alive ;  fhe  rapt  'era 
o'  th'  coxcombs  with  a  ftick,  and  cry'd,  down  wantons, 
down ;  'Twas  her  brother,  that  in  purekindnefs  to  his 
horfe  butter'd  hi§  hay. 

SCENE  xr. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Glo'fter,  and  Ser'uants, 

Lear.  Good  morrow  to  you  both. 

Corn.  Hail  to  your  Grace  !     [Kent  it  fet  at  liberty, 

Reg.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Kighnefs. 

Lear.  Regan^    I  think,    you  are  ^    I  know,    what 
reafon 
I  have  to  think  fo ;  if  thou  wert  not  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb. 
Sepulchring  an  adult'refs.    O,  are  you  free  ?  \Jo  Kent. 
Some  other  time  for  that.     Beloved  Regan, 
Thy  filler's  na'jght  :  oh  Regan,  ^  Hie  hath  tied 
*'  Sharp-tooth'd  unkindnefs  like  a  vulture  here ; 

\_Points  to  his  hearfi 
I  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee  ;  thou'lt  not  believe. 
With  how  deprav'd  a  quality — oh  Regan  /— 

8 Jhe  bath  tied 

Sharp-toofFd  unkindnefs  like  a  vulture  here  )\    Alluding  to 
the  fable  ot  Prometheus, 

D   3  Regi 
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Re^.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  take  patience  ;  I  have  Hope,. 
You  lefs  know  how  to  value  her  defert. 
Than  fhe  to  fcant  her  duty. 

Lear.  Say  ?  How  is  tliat  ? 

Reg.  I  cannot  think  my  fifter  in  the  leaft 
Would  fail  her  obligation.     If,  perchance. 
She  have  reftrain'd  the  riots  of  your  followers  ;. 
'Tis  on  fuch  ground,  and  to  fuch  wholefome  end, 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame. 

Lear.  My  curfes  on  her  !— — 

Reg.  O  Sir,  you  are  old. 
Nature  in  you  ftands  on  the  very  verge 
Of  her  confine  ;    you  fhould  be  rul'd  and  led 
By  fome  difcretion,  that  difcerns  your  ftate 
Better  than  you  your  Self:  therefore,  I  pray  yoo^ 
That  to  our  filler  you  do  make  return  ;. 
Say,  you  have  wrong'd  her.  Sir. 

Lear.  Afk  her  forgivenefs  ? 
9  Do  you  but  mark,  how  this  becomes  the  Houfc  ? 
Dear  daughter,  I  confefs,  that  I  am  old  j 
Age  is  unnecelTary  :  On  my  knees  I  beg. 
That  you'll  vouchfafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food. 

Reg,  Good  Sir,  namore;  thefe  are  unlightly  tricks : 
Return  you  to  my  fifler. 

Lear.  Never,   Regan: 
Siie  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train  j 
*  Look'd  black  upon  me  ;  ftrack  me  with  her  tongue,. 

Mofl 

9  Do  ytu  hut  marh,  hntv  this  becomes  the  Houfe  ?]  Mr.  Theobald 
fiYS,  This,  phrafg  is  to  him  unintelligible ,  and  jcems  to  Jay  little,  to 
the  purpoj'e  j  and  therefore  alters  it  to, 

■ becomes   the  ufe^ 

wliich  fignifies  lefs.     The  Ox^ford  Editor,  v/ho  lilcM  neither,  makes 

him  ftill  more  familiar becometh  us.     Whereas  all  this  choping 

and  changing  proceeds  from  an  utter  ignorance  of  a  great,  a  noble, 
and  a  mofl:  expreflive  phrafe, 

. becomes  the  Houfe  ; 

which  fignifies  the  order  of  families,  the  duties  of  relation,  which 
2 re  fcandaloufly  difturbed  by  the  father's  fubmiffion  to  the 
Daughter. 

I  Look'd  black  uptn  me  ;]  So  all  the  editions.  Mr.  Theobald  al- 
ters it  to  blank.  A  fmall  alteration,  only  turning  black  to  luhite, 
His  rcafon  is,    becaufc  to  look  black  upon  him  is  a  phrafe  he  does  not 

underjland. 
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Moft  ferpent-like,  upon  the  very  hearL 

All  the  ilorM  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 

On  her  ingratefiil  Top  !  ftrike  her  young  bones-, 

Yo\i  taking  airs,  with  lamenefs ! 

Corn.  Fie,  Sir  !   fie  ! 

Lear.  You  nimble-  lightnings,    dart  your   bl hiding, 
flames 
Into -her  fcornful  eyes  !  infe«^  her  beauty, 
You  fen-fuck'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  pow'rful  fun 
To  fall,  and  blall  her  pride. 

J^eg.  O  the  bleft  Gods  I 
So-  will  you  wifh  on  me,  when  the  rafh  mood  is  on. 

Lear.  No,  Regatta  thou  (halt  never  have  my.  curfe  ; 
Thy  tender-liefted  nature  fhall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harihnefs ;  her  eyes  are  fierce,  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  barn.     "Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleafures,  to  cut  ofF  my  train. 
To  bandy  haily  words,  to  fcant  my  fizes, 
And,  in  conclufion,  to  oppofe  the  bolt 
Againft  my  coming  in.     Thou  better  know'ft 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  child-hood, 
EfFeds  of  courtefie,  dues  of  gratitude  : 
Thy  half  o'th'  Kingdom  thou  haft  not  forgot. 
Wherein  I  thee  endowed. 

Reg,  Good  Sir,  to  th'  purpofe.       {Trumpet  ^ithinl 

Lear.  Who  put  my  man  i'  th'  Stocks  ? 
Enter  Ste<v:ard. 

Corn.  What  trumpet's  that  ? 

Reg.  I  know't.  my  filler's :  this  approves  her  letter, 
That  fhe  would  foon  be  here.     Is  your  lady  come  ? 

Lear.  This  is  a  flave,  *  whofe  eafie-borrowed  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  follQWS. 
Out,  varlet,  from  my  fight. 

Corn.  What  means  your  Grace  ? 

underfland.  I  believe  fo.  But  it  alludes  to  a  ferpent'g  turning 
blacky  when  it  fwells  with  rage  and  venom,  the  very  creature  to 
which  Lear  here  compares  his  daughter. 

2  'whofe  eafie-borrowed  ^ride\  Eafy-birroiv^d^  a  fine  ex« 

prefiion,  for  natural  to  him, 
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SCENE    XII, 

Enter  Gonerill. 

Leay.  Who  ftockt  my  fervant  ?    Regan y   I've  good 
hope. 

Thou  didft  not  know  on't. Who  comes  here  ? 

O  Heav'ns, 

^  If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  fweet  fvvay 

Hallow  obedience,  if  yourfelves  are  old. 

Make  it  your  caufe ;  fend  down,  and  take  my  part. 

Art  not  alham'd  to  look  upon  this  beard  ? 

O  Regav,  will  you  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

Gon.  Why  not  by  th'  hand.    Sir  ?    how  have  I  of- 
fended ? 
*  All's  not  offence,  that  indifcretion  finds. 
And  dotage  terms  fo. 

Lear.  O  fides,  you  are  too  tough  ! 

Will  you  yet  hold? — how  came  my  man  i'th* 

Stocks  ? 

Corn.  I  fet  him  there,  Sir:  but  his  own  diforders 
Deferv'd  much  lefs  advancement. 

Lear.  You  ?  did  you  ? 
,     Re^.  5 1  pray  you,  Father,  being  weak,  deem't  fo." 
If,  'till  the  expiration  of  your  month. 

You 

3  If  you  do  Icve  old  men ,  if  your  fweet  f'zvjy 

Allow  cbedieKce,  if  your  fei-ves  are  oldj^   Could  it, be  a  quef- 
lion  whether  heaven  allcwed  obedience  ?  The  poet  wrote, 

HALLOW  obedience.  ■ 
i.  e.  if  paternal  government  here  be  fo  much  the  image  cf  the 
TCivA  government  of  heaven,  th.it  it  fanftifies  the  obedience  clue  to 
parents,  and  efleems  the  violators  of  it  impious,  make  it  your  caufe. 
He  adds,  if  yourfel-ves  are  old.  This  perhaps  may  appear  low  and 
ridiculous  to  the  unlearned  reader  ;  but  we  are  to  confjder  this  pagan 
King  as  alluding  to  the  ancient  heathen  Theology,  which  teaches 
that  CkIus,  or  Ouratius,  or  Heaven,  was  depofed  by  his  fon  Saturn, 
who  rebelled  and  rofe  in  arms  agunft  him.  His  cafe,  then,  being 
the  fame  with  Learns,  he  was  the  fitteft  to  be  addrefled  to  on  this 
occafion. 

4  Airs  not  offence,  that  indifcretion  riSDS,']  I  am  almoft  per- 
fuaded  that  Sbakefpear  wrote  fries,  i.  e.  cenfures  j  the  common 
•leading  being  fcarce  fenfe. 

5  J  pray  you.    Father ,   being  ivtak,  skem/o.J    This  is  a  very 

odd 
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You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  my  fifter, 
Dirmiffing  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me  j 
I'm  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provifion 
Which  fhall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her,  and  fifty  men  difmifs'd  ? 
6  No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  chufe 
To  wage  againft  the  enmity  o'  th'  air; 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl, 

Neceffity's  iharp  pinch  ! Return  with  her  ? 

Why,  the  hot-blooded  France,  that  dow'rlefs  took 
Our  youngeft  born,   I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and  'Squire-like  penfion  beg. 

To  keep  bafe  hfe  a-foot ; Return  with  her  ? 

Perfuade  me  rather  to  be  a  flave,  and  fumpter. 
To  this  detefted  groom. 

Gon.  At  your  choice,  Sir. 

Lear.  I  pr'ythee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad  ; 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child.     Farewel  j 

odd  requeft.  She  furely  afked  fomething  more  reafonable.  We 
ihould  read, 

being  iveak,  deem't /o, 
7.  e.  believe  that  my  hufband  tells  you  true,    that  Kertt^s  diforders 
deferved  a  more  ignominious  punilhment. 

6  No,  rather  I  abjure  all  reefs,  and  chufe 

To  wage  agairilt  the  enmity  o^tF  air  ; 

To  be  a  comradi  tvitb  the  itolf  and  cwl^ 

Neccffitfi  fharp  finch  \ ]    Thus  fhould  thefe  ]iner(m 

the  order  they  were  read,  in  al!  the  editions  'till  Mr,  Theobald^s,) 
be  pointed.  The  went  cf  which  pointing  contributed,  perhaps,  to 
miflead  him  in  tranlpcfmu  tht;  feccnd  and  third  lines,  on  which  ima- 
ginary regulstion  ie  thus  defcants.  The  breach  of  the  fenfe  here  is 
a  manifef}  proof  that  thefe  lines  ivere  trarfpcfed  by  the  jirfi  Editors, 
Neither  can  there  be  any  fyntax,  or  grammatical  coherence,  unlefsive 
fuppofe  [nectffuy's  (harp  piich]  to  be  the  accufati-ve  to  [wtgcj.-— 
But  ths  IS  fuppuling  the  verb  luage  to  want  an  accufative,  which 
it  does  not.  To  "zvage,  or  ivager  againfi  any  cne,  w^?  a  common 
cxprenion  ;  and,  being  a  fpecies  of  adling,  (namely,  acting  in  (  ppo- 
ficion)  was  a?  proper  as  to  fay,  aSf  agairf  any  one.  So,  to  ivage 
againft  the  enmity  o^th^  air,  was  to  ftrive  or  fight  againft  it,  Nem 
cejfitys  jharp  pinch,  therrfore,  is  not  the  accuiative  to  Wdge,  but 
declar.'tivc  or  the  condition  of  him  wIjo  is  a  comrade  t'j  the  ivolf 
and  owl :  in  which  the  verb  [a]  is  underrtood.  The  conftquence 
of  all  this  is,,  that  it  was  the  /fi/?  editors,  and  not  the  frfi,  who 
tranfpored  the  lines  from  the  orr.er  the  poet  gave  them.  For  the 
Oxford  Editor  follows  Mr.  Theobalds 

D  5  "We'll 
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**  We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another ; 

"  But  yet  thou  art  my  flefh,  my  blood,  my  daughter,— 

"  Or  rather  a  difeafe  that*s  in  my  flefli, 

**  Which  I  muft  needs  call  mine ;  thou  art  a  bile, 

**  A  plague-fore,  or  imboffed  carbuncle, 

**  In  my  corrupted  blood ;  but  I'll  not  chide  thee, 

"  Let  fliame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it ; 

*'  I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  fhoot, 

"  Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  ^ot;^. 

'*  Mend  when  thou  can'fl ;  be  better  at  thy  leifure.'" 

I  can  be  patient,  I  can  ftay  with  Regan ;. 

J,  and  my  hundred  Knights. 

Reg.  Not  altogether  fo  j 
I  look'd  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome  ;  give  ear  to  my  fiHer  ; 
For  thofe  that  mingle  reaibn  with  your  pafiion. 
Mull  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  fo— — 
JBut  fhe  knows  what  fhe  does. 
Lear.  Is  this  well  fpoken  ? 

Reg,  I  dare  avouch  it.  Sir ;  what,  fifty  followers  .^ 
Is  it  not  well  ?  what  Ihould  you  need  of  more  ? 
Yea,  or  fo  many  ?  fmce  both  charge  and  danger 
Speak  'gainft  fo  great  a  number  :  how  in  one  houfe 
Should  many  people  under  two  commands 
Hold  amity  ?  'tis  hard,  almoft  impoffible. 

Gon,  Why  might  not  you,    my  lord,    receive  at- 
tendance 
from  thofe  that  fhe  calls  fervants,  or  from  mine  ? 
Reg.  Why  not,  my  lord  ?    if  then  they  chanc'd  to 
flack  ye. 
We  could  controul  them  ;  if  you'll  come  to  me, 
(For  now  I  fpy  a  danger)  I  intreat  you 
To  bring  but  five  and  twenty ;  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  1  gave  you  all 

Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 
Lear.  Made  you  my  Guardians,  my  depofitories ; 
But  kept  a  refervation  to  be  foUow'd 
With  fuch  a  number  ;  muft  I  come  to  you 
With  five  and  twenty  ?  Regan,  faid  you  fo } 
Reg.  And  fpeak't  again,  my  lord,  no  more  with  me, 

Lear, 
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Lear.  '  Thofe  wrinkled  creatures  yet  do  look  well- 
favour'd, 
When  others  are  more  wrinkled.     Not  being  worft. 
Stands  in  fome  rank  of  praife  ;  Til  go  with  thee ; 

Thy 

7  Tct>^e  WICKED  creatures  yet  do  look  tvell -favour^ dy 

jyken  cthets  are  more  wicked.]  As  a  little  before,  in  the 
tfxt  [like  flatterers']  the  editors  had  made  a  fimilitude  where  the 
author  intended  none  ;  fo  here,  where  he  did,  they  are  not  in  the 
humour  to  give  it  us,  becaufe  not  introduced  with  the  formulary 
word,  like.  Learns  fecond  daughter  proving  Aill  more  unkind  than 
tbs  firil,  he  begins  to  entertain  a  better  opinion  of  this,  from  the 
otiicr's  gre^iter  degree  of  inhumanity  ;  and  exprefies  it  by  a  fimili- 
tude taken  from  the  deformities  which  old  age  brings  on. 

Tiofe  WRINKLED  creatures  yet  do  look  well-favour'd,  ■ 
lyLcn  ethers  are  more  wrinkled  :•-■   ■     ■ 

For  fo,  ir.flead  of  nvicked,  it  flvoald  be  read  in  both  places:  which 
corrcdion  the  word  ivell-fa'ucur^d  might  have  led  to.  Lear  conii- 
dt-rs  the  unnatural  behaviour  cf  hts  daughter?  under  this  idea,  both 
in  and  out  of  his  fenfes.  So  again,  fpeaking  of  them,  in  his  diftrac- 
tion.  he  fays,  j^nd  here'' s  anothtf  ivhofe  w  A  R  P  T  looks  proclaim  luhat 
fiore  her  heart  is  made  of.  Sbakefpear  has  the  chara<5ler  cf  a  very 
incorreft  writer,  and  fo,  indeed,  he  is.  But  this  charafter  being 
received,  as  well  as  given,  in  the  lump,  has  made  him  thought  an 
unlit  fubjeil  for  critical  conjeflure  :  which  perhaps  may  be  true, 
with  regard  to  thofe  who  know  no  more  of  his  genius  than  a  gene- 
ral chara£ler  of  it  conveys  to  them.  But  wefhould  diftinguifh.  In- 
correftncfs  of  ftile  may  be  divided  into  two  parts  :  an  inconfiftency 
of  the  terms  employed  with  one  another  ;  and  an  incongruity  in 
the  conftruftion  of  them.  In  the  firft  cafe  he  is  rarely  faulty  ;  in 
the  fecond,  negligent  enough.  And  this  coujd  hardly  be  otherwife. 
For  his  ideas  beiiig  the  cieareft,  and  his  penetration  in  difcovering 
their  ?greement,  difjgreement,  and  relation  to  each  other,  the 
deepeft  that  ever  was  in  any  Poet,  his  terms  of  courfe  muft  be  well 
put  together  :  Nothing  occafioning  the  jumbling  of  difcordant  terms, 
from  broken  metaphors,  but  the  cloudinefs  of  the  underftanding, 
and  the  confequent  obfcurity  of  the  ideas  :  Terms  being  no- 
thing but  the  painting  of  ideas,  which  he,  who  fees  -clearly, 
will  never  employ  in  a  difcordant  colouring.  On  the  contrary,  a 
congruity  in  the  conftrudlion  of  thefe  terms  (which  anfwers  to  draiv-^ 
ingy  as  the  ufe  of  the  terms  does  to  colouring)  is  another  thing. 
And  Shakefpear,  who  owed  all  to  nature,  and  was  hurried  on  by  a 
warm  attention  to  his  ideas,  was  much  lefs  exaft  in  the  conftruflion 
and  grammatical  arrangement  of  his  words.  The  conclufion  is, 
that  where  we  find  grofs  inaccuracies,  in  the  relation  of  terms  to 
one  another,  there  we  may  be  confident,  the  text  has  been  cor- 
rupted by  his  editors  :  and,  on  the  contrary,  that  tlie  offences  againft 
iyotax  are  generally  his  own,    Had  the  Oxford  Editar  attended  to 

this 
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Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five  and  twenty ; 
And  thou  art  twice  her  love. 

Gon.  Hear  me,  my  lord  ; 
What  need  you  five  and  twenty,  ten,  or  five. 
To  follow  in  a  houfe,  where  twice  fo  many 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  ? 

Reg.  What  needs  one  ? 

Lear.  *'  O,  reafon  not  the  need  :  our  bafeft  beggars 
**  Are  in  the  pooreft  things  fuperfluous  ; 
**  Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
"  Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beafls."     Thou  art  a  lady ; 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous. 
Why,  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear'll. 
Which  fcarcely  keeps  thee  warm  ;  but  for  true  need,— 
You  heav'ns,  give  me  that  patience  which  I  need  ! 
"  You  fee  me  here,  you  Gods,  a  poor  old  man, 
*'  As  full  of  grief  as  age  ;  wretched  in  both  ! 
**  If  it  be  you,    that  Hir  thefe  daughters'  hearts 
"  Againft  their  father,  fool  me  not  fo  much 
**  To  bear  it  tamely  ;  ^  touch  me  with  noble  anger  ; 
*•  O  let  not  women's  weapons,  water-drops, 
**  Stain  my  man's  cheeks.     No,  you  unnat'ral  hags, 
**  I  will  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both, 

"  That 

this  diftinftion,  he  would  not  perhaps  have  made  it  the  principal 
obje£t  in  hii  rejiortd  Shakefpiar,  to  make  his  author  always  fpe'ak 
In  ftrifl  grammar  and  meafure.  But  it  is  much  cafier  to  reform 
fuch  flips  as  never  obfcure  the  fenfe,  and  are  fet  right  by  a  grammar- 
rule  or  a  finger-end,  than  to  reduce  a  depraved  expreflion,  which 
makes  nonfenfe  of  a  whole  fentence,  and  whofe  reformation  requires 
you   to  enter  into  the   author's  way  of  thinking. 

8  touch  me  ivith  noble  anger  ;]     It  would   puzzle   one  at 

firft  to  find  the  fenfe,  the  drift,  and  the  coherence  nf  this  petition. 
For  if  the  Gods  fent  this  evil  for  his  puni/hment,  how  could  he  ex- 
peft  that  they  fhould  defeat  their  own  defign,  and  affift  him  to  re- 
venge his  injuries?  The  folutioii  is,  thi^t  Shake  [pear  here  makes 
his  fpe^ker  allude  to  what  the  ancient  poets  tell  us  of  the  misfortunes 
of  partifuUi  families  :  Namely,  that  when  the  anger  of  the  Gods, 
for  an  a£t  of  impiety,  was  raifed  againft  an  offending  houi'e,  their 
method  of  puniiTiment  was,  firft  to  inflame  the  breafls  of  the  chil- 
dren to  unnatural  afts  againft  their  parents  ;  and  then,  of  the  pa- 
rents againft  their  children,  in  order  to  deftroy  one  another  :  and 
that  both  thefe  outrages  were  the  inftigation  of  the  Gods.     To  con- 

fider 
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"  That  all  the  world  fhall 9 1  will  do  fuch  things, 

"  What  they  are,  yet  I  know  not ;  but  they  fhall  be 
The  terrors  of  the  earth  :  you  think.  Til  weep  : 
No,  I'll  not  weep. — I  have  full  caufe  of  weeping  • 
This  heart  fhall  break  into  a  thoufand  flaws 
Or  ere  I  weep.     O  fool,  I  fhall  go  mad. 

[Exeunt  Lear,  Glo'fler,  Kent  an(^  Fool, 

SCENE     XIII. 

Corn.  Let  us  withdraw,  'twill  be  a  florm. 

{^Sform  and  tempejl, 

Reg.  This  houfe  is  little;  the  old  man  and  his  people 
Cannot  be  well  beftow'd. 

Gon.  'Tis  his  own  blame  hath  put  himfelf  from  reft. 
And  muft  needs  tafte  his  folly. 

Reg.  For  his  particular,  Til  receive  him  gladly  ; 
But  not  one  follower. 

Gon.  So  am  I  purposed. 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Glo'jler? 

Enter  Glo'fter. 

Corn.  Follow'd  the  old  man  forth  : he  is  re- 
turned. 

Glo.  The  king  is  in  high  rage,  and  will  I  know  not 
whither. 

Corn.  'Tis  beft  to  give  him  way,  he  leads  himfelf. 

Gon.  My  lord,  intreat  him  by  no  means  to  ftay. 

Glo.  Alack,  the  night  comes  on  :  and  the  high  winds 
Do  forely  rufRe,  for  many  miles  about 
There's  fcarce  a  bufh.  » 

Reg.   O  Sir,  to  wilful  men. 
The  injuries,  that  they  themfelves  procure, 
Muft  be  their  fchool-mafters :   fhut  up  your  doors  j 
He  is  attended  with  a  defp'rate  train  j 

{lAer  Lear  as  alluding  to  this  divinity,    makes  his  prayer  exceeding 
pertinent  and  fine. 

9  /  ivllldofuch  things  y 

What  they  are,  yet  I knoiv  not  j  but  they po all  he 

The  terror!,  of  the  earth ] 

Hand  quid  fit  fcio  5 

Sed  grande  quiddam  ejl.  Scnec.  Thyeft.  A£l  «« 

-. • nefcio  quid  ferox 

Dtcrcvit  animus  intusj  8c  nondumfibi  audetfateri.  Medea. 

And 


6^  K  I  N  G    L  E  A  R . 

And  what  they  may  incenfe  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ear  abus'd,  wifdom  bids  fear. 

Corn.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  lord,  'tis  a  wild  night. 
My  Regan  counfels  well :  come  out  o'  th'  ftorm. 

[Exeunf. 


ACT     III.       SCENE     I. 

^  H  E  J  r  H. 

AJiorm  ii  heard.,  ivith  thunder  and' lightning.      Enter 
Kent,  and  a  Gentleman,  /everally. 

Kent,  WT^^^^  there,  befides  foul  weather  ? 

W       Gent.    One  minded  like  the   weather^ 

moll  unquietly. 
Kent.  I  know  you,  where's  the  King  : 
Gent.  Contending  with  the  fretful  elements; 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  fea  ; 
Or  fwell  the  curled  waters  'bove  the  main, 
That  things  might  change,  or  ceafe  :  '  tears  his  white 

hair  ; 
[(  *  Which  the  impetuous  Wafts  v/ith  eyelefs  rage  ' 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  miake  nothing  of)] 
Strives  in  his  little  World  of  Man  t'  outfcom 
The  to-and-fro-confli6ling  Wind  and  Rain, 
3  This  night,  wherein  the  cub-ch-awn  bear  would  couch, . 
The  lion,  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf 
Keep  their  furr  dry  :   unbonnetted  he  runs. 
And  bids  what  will,  take  ail. 
Kent,  But  who  is  with  him  ? 

1  tear:  his  ivbite  hair  ;]     The  Ax  fJIow'ng  verfes  w?re 

omitted  in  al!  the  late  Editions :  I  have  replaced  themfiom  the  firft, 
for  they  are  certainly  Sbakcfpaar^s.  Mr.  Pope, 

2  VFhicb  tbi  ivipetuous  blafrs,  &c.]  Thefe  two  lines,  fome  play- 
er's trafti. 

3  'This  night  ivherei:t  the  Cub-drawn  hear  nvould  couch,']  Cub- 
draivn  has  been  explained  to  fignify  drawn  by  nature  to  its  young  : 
whereas  it  rnesns,  wlofe  dugs  are  draivn  dry  by  its yourg.  For  no 
aninnals  leave  their  dens  by  night  but  fcr  prey.  So  that  the  mean- 
ing is,  "  that  even  hunger,  and  the  fupport  cf  its  young,  would 
««  not  force  the  bear  to  leave  its  ilen  in  luch  a  night," 

Cent* 
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Gent.  None  but  the  Fool,  who  labours  to  aut-xeft 
His  heart-llruck  injuries. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  do  know  you, 
And  dare  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note, 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.     There's  dIvifioH 
(Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  is   cover'd 
With  mutual  cunning)  'twixt  Albany  and  Com^valh 
Who  have  fas  who  have  not,  whom  their  great  ftars 
Throne  andVet  high  r)  lervants,  who  feem  no  lefs; 
Which  are  to  France  the  fpies  and  fpeculations 
InteUigent  of  our  flate.     What  hath  been  feen. 
Either  in  fnufFs  and  packings  of  the  Dukes; 
Or  the  hard  rein,    which  both  of  them  have  borne 
Againll  the  old  kind  king  ;  or  fomething  deeper, 

(Whereof,  perchance,    thefe  are  but  furnilhmgs ) 

^  But  true  it  is,  5  from  France  there  comes  a  power 

4  But  true  if  is,  Sec]  In  the  old  editions  are  tKe  five  following 
lines  which  I  have  inferted  in  the  text,  which  feem  neceflary  to  the 
plot  as  a  preparatory  to  the  arrival  of  the  French  arnny  with  Cor. 
dcha  in  A^  4.  How  both  thefe,  and  a  whole  fcene  between  Kent 
and  this  gentleman  in  the  fourth  sd,  came  to  be  left  out  in  all  the 
later  editions,  I  cannot  tell  :  they  depend  upon  each  other,  and 
ver  V  much  contribute  to  clear  that  incident.  Mr.  Fope, 

j   from  France  there  cotr.es  a  pciver 

Into  this  s  c  A  T  T  E  R '  D  kingdom  ;  ivbo  already^ 

Wife  in  our  negligence,  ha've  jeaet  sea 

Infjme  of  our  beft  ports- ]  Scattered  kingdom,  if  it  have  any 

f-nfe  gives  us  the  Id'ea  of  a  kingdom  fallen  into  an  anarchy  :  But 
tnat  was  not  the  cafe.  It  fubmittid  quietly  to  the  government  of 
Lead's  two  fons-in-law.  It  was  divided,  indeed,  by  this  m^ans, 
and  lb  hurt,  and  weakened.  And  this  was  what  Shake/fear  meant 
to  fay,  who,  without  doubt,  wrote, 

. SCATHED    kingdom, 

;.  e.  hurt,  wounded,  impaired.  And  fo  he  frequently  ufes  fcatb 
for  hurt  or  damage.  Again,  what  a  ftrange  phrafe  is,  having  Jea 
:n  a  port,  to  fignify  a  fleet's  Ivine  at  anchor  ?  which  is  all  )t  can 
fignify.  And  what  is  flrnnser  fliU,  afecrctfia,  th.tis,  lying  r«- 
cogmto,  like  the  army  at  Knight's- bridge  in  the  Rehear/a/.  Wiih- 
ouc  doubt  the  poet  wrote, 

'ha-ve  fecret   seize 

In  fame  of  our  beji  ports- 
iM.  they  are  fecretly  fecure  of  fome  of  our  beft  ports,  by  having  a 
party  in  the  garrifon  ready  to  fecond  any  attempt  of  their  friends, 
l^c.  The  exaanefs  of  the  expreffxon  is  remarkable  ;  he  fays,  jecret 
feize  in  fome,  not  of  fome.  For  the  firft  implies  a  confpiracy  ready 
ta  felz?  a  place  on  warning }  the  other,  a  place  already  feized. 

Into 
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Into  this  fcathed  kingdom  ;  who  already. 
Wife  in  our  negligence,    have  fecret  feize 
In  fome  of  our  belt  ports,    and  are  at  point 

To  lliew  their  open  banner Now  to  you. 

If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  fo  far 

To  make  your  fpeed   to  Dover,  you  fhali  find 

Some  that  will  thank  you,    making  juft  report 

Of  how  unnatural  and  bemadding  forrow 

The  King  hath  caufe  to  plain. 

I  am  a  gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding, 

And  from  fome  knowledge  and  aiTurance  of  you, 

OiFer  this  office. 

Gent,  ril  talk  further  with  you. 
Kent.  No,  do  not  : 
For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 
Than  my  out- wall,  open  this  purfe  and  take 
What  it  contains.     If  you  fhall  fee  Cordelia, 
(As,  fear  not,  but  you  fhall)  fnew  her  that  Ring, 
And  fhe  will  tell  you  who  this  fellow  is, 
That  yet  you  do  not  know.     Fie  on  this  ftorm  ! 
I  will  go  feek  the  King. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  hand,  have  you  no  more  to  fay  ? 

Kent.  Few  words,  but,  to  effedl,  more  than  all  yet; 

That,  when  we  have  found  the  King,  (in  which  you 

take 
That  way,  I  this :)  he   that  firfl  lights  on  him. 
Halloo  the  other.  [Exeunt  J e-ver ally. 

SCENE     II. 

Storm  Jiill.     Enter  Lear  and  Fool. 

Lear.  Blow  Vv'inds,  and  crack  your  cheeks ;  rage, 
blow ! 
You  cataracfts,    and  hurricanoes,    fpout 
'Till    you  have  drencht  our    fteeples,     drown'd  the, 

cocks ! 
f  You  fulph'rous  and  thought-executing  fires, 

[Vaunt- 

6   Toil  fu'pyroui   and   thought  executinr  ji'es^ 
Vauit-c^uriers.  of  oak-cha-vtng  thundet-bcltsl 

:Singe  my  white  h^ad, J     The  fecond  of  thcfe  lines  muft 

needs 
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[Vaunt-couriers  of  oak-cleaving  thunderbolts,] 
^inge  my  white  head.     And  thou  all-lhaking  thunder. 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o'  th'  world  ; 
Crack  nature's  mould,  all  (aj  germins  fpill  at  once 
That  make  ingrateful  man.  , 

FooL  O  nuncle,  court-holy-water  in  a  dry  houfe  is 
better  than  the  rain-waters  out  o'  door.  Good  nuncle, 
in,  and  afk  thy  daughters  bleffing  :  here's  a  night,  that 
pities  neither  wife  men  nor  fools. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  belly  full,  fpit  fire,  fpout  rain ; 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters; 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkmdnefs; 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,    call'd  you  children; 
7  You  owe  me  no  fubfcription.     Then  let  fall 

Your  horrible  pleafure; §  jjere  I  Hand  your  Brave  i 

A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpis'd  old  man  ! 
But  yet  I  call  you  fervile  minifters. 
That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join'd 
Your  high  engender'd  battles,  'gainlt  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.     Oh  !  oh  !  'tis  foul. 

Fool.  He  that  has  a  houfe  to  put's  head  m,    has  a 
good  head  piece  : 

The  codpiece  that  will  houfe  before  the  head  has  any. 
The  head  and  he  fhall  lowfe  ;  fo  beggars  marry  many. 

needs  he  the  phyers'  fpurious  iflue.  The  reafon  is  demonftrative. 
The  poet  tells  us  in  the  frft  and  third  lines,  truly,  that  it  is  the 
flalh  which  does  the  execution  ;  but  in  the/cc&wJ  he  t;)lks  of  an  ima- 
ginary thunder-bolt  (diftincl  from  the  flafh  or  fire,  which  fire  he 
calls  only  ihe  vaunt-couriers  or  fore-runners  of  it)  which  he  fallly 
fays  does  it.  This  is  fo  glaring  a  oontradiaion  as  makes  it  impolii- 
ble  to  be  all  of  one  hand. 

7  Tou  cive  me  no  fubfcription.—]   Subfcrlpthn,  for  obedience. 

8  be,e  Ifiandyour  slave  j]   But  why  fo  ?  It  is  true,  he 

fays,  that  they  owed  him  no  fuhfcri-nion  j  yet  fure  he  owed  thena 
none.     We  fliould  read, 

. here  J  Jl  and  your  brave; 

7.  e.  I  defy  your  word  rage,  as  he  had  faid  juft  before.  "What  led 
the  editors  into  this  blunder  was  what  fhould  have  kept  them  out 
of  it,  namely   the  following  line, 

A  poor,  infirm,  lueek,  and  defpis* d  old  man  ! 
And  this  was  the  wonder,  that  fuch  a  one  fliould  bra-ve  them  all. 

[(a) germins  ox  feeds.     Mx.  Theokald. Vulg.  germains.'] 

That 
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That  man  that  makes  his  toe,  what  he  his  heRvt  fhould 

make, 
Shall  of  a  corn  cry  woe,  and  turn  his  deep  to  wake. 
For  there  was  never   yet  fair  woman,    buc  ihe  niide 
mouths  in  aglafs. 

SCENE    III. 

To  them.    Enter  Kent; 

tear.  No,  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patlence,- 
i  will  fay  nothing. 
Kent.  Who's  there  } 

Fool.  Marry  here's  grace,    anda  codpiece,  that's  a 
wjieman  and  a  fool. 

Kent.  Alas,  Sir,  are  you  here  ?  things  that  love  night, 
Love  not  fuch  nights  as  thefe :    the  wrathful  ikies 
'^  Uallow  the  very  wand'rers  of  the  dark, 
And  make  them  keep  their  Caves :  fince  Twas  man, 
buck  Iheets  of  ^rz,  fuch  buri^-s  of  horrid  thunder, 
v_uch  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard.     Man's  aature  cannot  carry 
Uh    afflidion,    nor  the  force. 

Lear.  "  Let  the  great  Gods, 
"  That  ke«p  this  dreadful  pudder  o'er  our  heads, 
"  n^T^  ^T  ^^^'''  ^"^"^Jes  now.  Tremble,  thou  wretch,. 

That  haft  within  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
«  Unwhipt  of  juftice.     Hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand, 
^    Ihou  Perjure,    and  »  thou  Simular  of  virtue, 

'  That 

9  Gallow  the  -very  -wanderers  of  the  dark,]  Gal/o-zv,  a  weft- 
country  word,  fignifies   to  fear  or  frighten. 

'——'.'^owSimirrir  of  virtue,]  Sbaiefpear  his  here  kept  exaftlv 
to  the  Latm  propriety  of  the  term.  Bat  his  editor,  Mr.  Theobald, 
has  unluck,!y  blundered  himfelfout  of  it,  in  his  comment  upon  it. 
tie,  i:,hakefpcar]  (fays  the  critic)  would  ufe  a  fimular  of  virtue  to 
Jignijy  a falje  pretender  to  it,  a  dissembler  that  loould  make  an 
oufwardjheiv  of  h.  Rut  his  author  knew  wdl  that  he  who  makes 
anouHvardJkt^  of  nvhat  he  has  not,  could  not,  with  propriety,  be 
called  a  djjjjber,  but  a  fembler  :  or,  as  he  exprefTes  it,  zfJiar  : 
and  h.  that  b.desivhat  he  has,  a  diffembhr.  So  when  Salhli  would 
inform  us,  that  Catiline  put  on  thefhew  of  every  virtue  he'had  not. 
and  diiguifedevery  vice  he  had,  he  calls  him,  C«»^^/  rei  fimula- 
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^  That  art  incefluous  :  caitiff,  ihake  to  pieces, 
«*  1  That  under  covert,  and  convenient  leeming, 
••  Haft  praais'd  on  man's  life  !  —  Dole  pent-up  guilts^ 
"  Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  afk 

Thefe  dreadful  fummoners  grace. 1  am  a  man^ 

More  fmnM  againfc,  than  fmning. 

Kent.   Alack  bare-headed  ? 
Gracious  my  lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel ; 
Some  friendfhip  will  it  lend  you  'gainft  the  tempeft,- 
Repofe  you  there,  while  I  to  this  hard  houfe 
(More  hard  thafn  is  the  ilone  whereof  'tis  rais'd  ; 

Which  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you, 

Deny'd  me  to  come  in)  return,  and  force 
Their  fcanted  courtefie. 

L^^r.  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 

Come  on.  My  boy.    Hmv  doft,  my  boy  ?  art  cold  } 

Vm  cold  myfelf.    Where  is  the  ftraw,  my  fellow  ? 

The  art  of  our  necefiitiss  is  ftrange. 

That  can  make  vile  things  precious.  Come,  your  hovelr 

Poor  fool  and  knave,  I've  (aj  one  ftring  m  my  heart, 

That's  ferry  yet  for  thee. 

tor  ac  difilmutator.  Iwill  only  obferve,  th^t  our  author  feems  to 
have  imitated  Skeiton  in  making  a  fubftantive  of  Smular,  as  ttie 
•ther  did  of  Dijimulary 

With  other  foure  of  theyre  affynyte 

Dyfdayie,  ryottCy  DilTymuler,  fubtylte. 
-'■'    -^        •"  q'he  huge  of  Courte. 

^Ibat  under  covert,  and  convenient  feeming.]  This  may  be 
right.  And  if  fo,  convenient  is  ufed  for  commodious  or  fnendiy. 
But  I  rather  think  the  poet  wrote, 

That  under    cover   of  convivial  feemirg, 
i.  e,  under  cover  of  a  frank,  open,  focial  converfation.     This  raifes 
the  fenfe,  which  the  poet  expreflcs  more  at  large  in  %mcn  of  Athene, 
where  he  fays, 

,  .  . q-he  feUoio  that 

Sits  next  him  nonv,  parts  b^ead  with  him,  and  pkdges 
The  breath  of  htm  in  a  divided  draught  j 

Js  tb"  readiefi  man  to  kill  bim.  • 

Ua  )  —  one  flrir.g, Oxford  Editor,  —  Vulg.  e»'c  thing. 

^^    ^  Fool 
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•  ^f-  'h'  ^T  ^'^  ^  ^'^'^'^^  O'^^'^  '^^-'>, 

^^/^  /.r/|/.  /..,  the  n^And  and  the  rain  ; 
mujl  make  content  nvith  his  fortunes  Jit, 
J  hough  the  rain  it  raineth  e^'ery  day. 

hovT  ^''''  "^^  ^"'^  ^^^  =  ^^^^  bring  us  to  thfs 

ii  Jpeak  a  prophecy  or  two  ere  I  go. 

When 
3  "TV,  .^.,,,„,^,,^  ^^^^  This  rpeech  is  not  In  the  old  edition. 
4  ^//  >.^  .  prophecy  or  ere  /  ..  •  ^'"  ^"^"^ 

^l^PneP  are  m:e  in  ^ordttl^n  matter  j 
Wh^nnk^"'  ""T  '^''''  "'^^'   -''^  •"'-'^^  i 
^heretuhourn^d,  but -zvenches^  fuitort  , 
^^'l' '■^^'.y^'^fi^^  lata  ts  right,     ^  ' 

f"f  '"'-/"^fi^  come  ^ot  t,  thrones  ; 

Thf.   ru\  ^'^-^r^^^^^  do  churches  build  : 

^h.n  Jkall  the  realm  ./Albion 

Come  to  great  conjujlw. 

tIV^""  't'"^^'  '^^f^oIi^estofeeU, 

-not...,  but..J  ,Xci"'  VhT^t'  ^"/^^"^f-'  'hat  this 
the  prefe.t  manners  Is  future  ^  aJa^}  f'  ^'"^7^"^  defcription  of 
if  future  mavncrs  ivlchtL' r  t  '''?'''  '  ^^^^'^"^  c^efcription 
foi  e^er  h appeal ZtlZTtT  '^  t  ^'''^'"'  ''"'"''^  ^'--^ 
Terence  or  dedudtion%  yet  by  an  ?  '^"^^^^  ^''  ^"  P-P^"-  ^'"- 
editors  took  the  whole  to  b^^  a  2  ."'^^^  ^""^'''"^^  '^'  ^'^ 
two  contrary  inferences  toee^^he^  one  prophecy,  and  io  jun-.hled  the 
«  follows,  only  premiL^That Vh.  T!C^       -^^  '^'"  ^""^^  ^^'  ^"^ 

of  a   word 1  ?.T..  ?^      •         ^'J?  ^'"'  '^  ^^''^?-^^^  by  the  Jo/s 

thus,  '  '  ^  ^'^  >^  "0^  Engltjh,  and  fhould  be  helped 

^'Iljjfpeak  aprnphecy  or  two  ...  I  go. 

When  V'^'  ""  ""^  '"  ^-^^^^  ^^-  -•^''-  i 

^^  heretuh  burnt  but  ivencbes^  fuitcls  : 

-That  Going  Pall  be  us  'J  ^nhfei         i,  e.  Now. 

2.  ;r-6<rr: 
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When  priefts  are  more  in  words  than  matter ; 

When  brewers  marr  their  malt  with  water  ; 

5  When  nobles  are  their  tailors'  tutors ; 

No  hereticks  burnt,  but  wenches'  fuitors ; 

Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  iee't. 

That  Going  fhall  be  usM  with  feet. 

When  every  cafe  in  law  is  right. 

No  fquire  in  debt,  and  no  poor  knight ; 

When  flanders  do  not  live  in  tongues ; 

And  cut-purfes  come  not  to  throngs ; 

When  ufurers  tell  their  gold  i'  th'  field  , 

And  bawds  and  whores  do  churches  build  ; 

Then  Ihall  the  realm  of  Jilbion 

Come  to  great  confufion. 

This  prophecy  Merlin  Ihall  make,  for  I  do  live  before 

his  time.  ^  E^'^^^- 

»    SCENE    IV.     An  yffeirtmfnt  in  Glo'^Qx'sCaJile, 

Enter  Glo'fter  and  Edmund. 

Glo.  A  LACK,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  un- 
XjL  natural  dealing  ;  when  I  defir'd  their  leave 
that  I  might  pity  him,  they  took  from  me  the  ufe  of 
mine  own  houfe  ;  charg'd  me  on  pain  of  perpetual  dif- 
pleafure,  neither  to  fpeak  of  him,  intreat  for  him,  or 
any  way  fuftain  him. 

Edm.  Moft  favage  and  unnatural ! 

Glo.  Go  to  ;  fay  you  nothing.  There  is  divifion  be- 
tween the  Dukes,  and  a  worfe  matter  than  that  :  I  have 
received  a  letter  this  night,  'tis  dangerous  to  be  fpoken  ; 
(I  have  lock'd  the  letter  in  my  clofet :  )  thefe  injuries 
the  King  now  bears,  will  be  revenged  home  ;  there  is 

2.   iVben  every  cafe  in  laiu  is  right. 
No  fquire  in  debt,  and  no  poor  knight  ; 
Whenjlanders  do  not  live  in  tongues  i 
And  cut-purfes  come  not  to  throng i  ; 

When  ufurers  tell  thtir  gold  /'  th^ field  }  ^ 

Andbaivds  and  ivhores  do  churches  build i 
'Then pall  the  realm  of  Albion 
Come  to  great  confufion,         i.e.  Never. 
5  WhtnnoUis  0X6  then  taihn'  tutors  j]  i,e,  invent  fafliions  for 
them. 

part 
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jpart  of  a  power  already  footed  ;  we  irnm  incline  to  the 
King  ;  r  will  look  for  him,  and  privily  relieve  him  • 
go  you,  and  maintain  talk  with  the  Duke  that  my 
charity  be  not  of  him  perceived  ;  if  he  afk  for  me  1 
am  ill,  and  gone  to  bed  ;  if  I  die  for  it,  as  no  lefs  is 
threatened  me,  the  King  my  old  mafter  muft  be  relieved 
There  are  flrange  things  toward,  E^rmn^ ;  pray  you 
0)6  careful.  -^     [Exi/ 

Edm.  This  courtefie,  forbid  thee,  Ihall  the  Duke 
Inftanrly  know,  and  of  that  letter  too. 
This  feems  a  fair  deferving,  and  muft  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  lofes  ;  no  lefs  than  all. 
tl^he  younger  riiesj  when  the  old  doth  fall.     '     [ExfU 

SCENE     V. 

Changes  tt>  a  part  t^  the  Heath  ivith  a  Hoi;e!, 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 

-Aent.  TJE  R  E  is  the  place,  my  lord  j  good  my  lor4, 

Th.e  tyranny  o'  th'  open  night'5  too  rough 
^Forna^ure  to  endure.  iStorm  fiilL 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Will't  bieak  my  hearth 

Kent.  IM  rath    break  mine  own  j  good  my  lord,  enter. 

Lear.  Thou  a.  nk'll  'tis  much,  that  this  contentious 
Itorir. 
Invades  us  to  ti^  {km  ;  fo  'tis  to  thee  5 
But  where  the  ^.rcater  malady  is  fixt. 
The  leiTer  is  L.rcc  felt.     Thou'dfl  Ihun  a  bear ; 
^ut  u  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  roaring  fea, 
Tncu  dft  m-  t  t]:.e  bear  i'  th'  mouth.  When  the  mind'5 

free, 
The  body's  delicate ;  the  tempefl  in  my  mind 
Dotn  f^'om  my  fenfes  ta]:e  all  Feeling  eU^, 
bav;7  'vhat  beats  there.     Filia!  ingratitude  f 
is  It  .lot,  r?  thismoutn  Ihould  tear  this  hand 
i^^orliftii^  ioodto't?— -Ba.  I  ilpunifhhome', 

..  q  \    "^'^^  "^^  ^  "^^  "^^''"  -^ I"  ^^ch  a  night, 

^   1. 'hm  me  out? pour  on,  I  will  endure: 

^  in  fucii  a  oight  To  liiis  ?  O  Regan,  Gomrill, 

"  Your 
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<•  Your  old  kind  father,  whofe  frank  heart  gave  all  — 
«»  O,  that  way  madnefs  lies  ;  let  me  ihun  that; 

*'  No  more  of  that. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear    Pr'ythee,  go  in  thylelf,  feek  thine  own  eafe .; 
«*  This  tempeft  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
'«  On  things  would  hurt  me  more  —  but  I'll  go  in;** 

In,  boy,  go  firil.     You  houfelefs  poverty 

Nay,  get  thee  in  ;  I'll  pray,  and  then  I'll  fleep • 

Poor  n'aked  wretches,  wherefoe'er  you  are, 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitilefs  llorm  I 
How  fhall  your  houfelefs  heads,  and  unfed  fides. 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggednefs,  defend  yoc? 

From  fealons  fuch  as  thefe  ? "  O  I  have  ta'en 

•'  Too  little  care  of  this  !  take  phyfick.  Pomp  ; 
<*  Expofe  thyfelf  to  feel  what  wretches  feel, 
"  That  thou  may 'ft  fhake  the  fuperflux  to  them, 
*♦  And  fliew  the  Heavens  more  juft." 

Ecig.  ['vjithin.']  Fathom  and  half;  fathom  and  half ! 
poor  Tom. 

Fool  Come  not  in  here,    nuncle,  here's  a   fpirit ; 
iielp.me,  help  me.       [The  fool  runs  out  from  the  ho-vel, 

Kent.  Give  me  thy  hand,  who's  there  ? 

Fool.  A  fpirit,  a  fpirit ;  he  fays  his  name's  poor  Tom, 

Kent.  What  art  thou,  that  doft  grumble  there  i'  tk' 
ftraw  .?  come  forth. 

5  e  E  N  E    VI. 
Enter  Edgar,  difguisd  like  a  Madman. 
Edg.  Away !  the  foul  fiend  follows  me.     Through 
the  iharphawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind.     Humph,  go 
to  thy  bed  and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Didit  thou  give  aU  to  thy  daughters  ?  and  art 
thou  come  to  this? 

Eds;.  V/ho  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom  ?  whom  the 
foul  fiend  hath  led  through  fire  and  through  flame, 
through  ford  and  whirlpool,  o'er  bog  and  quagmire ; 
that  hath  laid  knives  under  his  pillow,  and  halters  in  his 
pew  ;  fet  ratfbane  by  his  Porridge,  made  him  proud  ef 
•heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay  trotting  horfe,  over  four  inch'd 

bridges, 
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bridges,  to  courfe  his  own  fhadowfor  a  traitor,  — blefs 
thy  five  wits  ;  7om-'%  a-cold.  O  do,  de,  do,  de,  do, 
de;  — blefs  thee  from  whirlwinds,  ftar-blafting,  and 
taking ;  do  poor  Tom  fome  charity,  whom  the  foul  fiend 
vexes.  There  could  I  have  him  now,  and  there,  and 
here  again    and  there.  {Storm  JlilL 

Lear.  What,  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this 
pafs  ? 
Could'ft  thou  fave  nothing  ?  did'ft  thou  give  'em  all .? 

FooL  Nay,  he  referv'd  a  blanket,  elfe  we  had  been 
all  fhamed. 

Lear.  Now  all  the  plagues,  that  in  the  pendulous  air 
Hang  fated  o'er  men's  faults,  light  on  thy  daughters  I 

Kent.  He  hath  no  daughters.  Sir. 

Lear,  Death !  traitor,  nothing  could  have  fubdu'd 
nature 
To  fuch  a  lownefs,  but  hi$  unkind  daughters. 
Is  it  the  fafhion  that  difcarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flefh  ? 
Judicious  puniihment !  'twas  ^his  fleih  begot* 
Thofe  pelican  daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  fat  on  pillicock-hill,  halloo,  halloo, 
loo,  loo  !  * 

FooL  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools,  and 
madmen. 

Edg  Take  heed  o'  th'  foul  fiend;  obey  thy  parents ; 
keep  thy  word  juftly  ;  fwear  not ;  commit  not  with 
man's  fworn  fpoufe ;  fet  not  thy  fweet  heart  on  proud 
array.     Totn^  a-cold. 

Lear.  What  hall  thou  been  ? 

Edg.  A  ferving  man,  proud  in  heart  and  mind  ; 
that  curl'd  my  hair,  ^  wore  gloves  in  my  cap,  ferv'd 
the  luft  of  my  miftrefs's  heart,  and  did  the  aCl  of  dark- 
nefs  with  her  :  fwore  as  many  oaths  as  I  fpake  words, 
and  broke  them  in  the  fweet  face  of  heav'n.  One  that 
llept  in  the  contriving  lull,  and  wak'd  to  do  it.  Wine 
lov'd  I  deeply  ;  dice  early  ;  and  in  woman,  out-para- 

6  ^ore  glo-vei  in  my  cap,]  That  is,  bis  Miftrefs's  favours  : 
vjich  was  the  fafliion  of  that  time.  So  in  the  play  called  Campafpe, 
Thy  men  are  turned  to  ivomen,  thy  foldiers  to  lovers,  gloves  worn  m 
velvet  caps  injiead  ofpluma  in  graven  belmeti, 

mour'd 
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mourM  the  Turh.  Falfe  of  heart,  7  light  of  ear,  bloody 
of  hand  ;  hog  in  floth,  iox  in  ftcakh,  wolf  in  greedi- 
jiefs,  dog  in  madnefs,  lion  in  prey.  Let  not  the  creak- 
ing of  flioes,  nor  the  rufcling  of  filks  betray  thy  poor 
heart  to  woman.  Keep  thy  foot  out  of  brothels,  thy 
hand  out  of  plackets,  thy  pen  from  lender's  books, 
and  defie  the  foul  fiend.  Still  through  the  hawthorn 
blows  the  cold  wind  :  fays  fuum,  mun,  nonny,  dolphin 
my  boy,  boy,  Sefey  :  let  him  trot  by.  [Storm  ft  ill. 

Lear.  Thou  wert  better  in  thy  grave,  than  to  anfwer 
with  thy  uncovered  body  this  extremity  of  the  fkies. 
"  Js  man  no  more  than  this  ?  Confider  him  well.  Thou 
*'  ow'ft  the  worm  no  filk,  the  beaft  no  hide,  the  fheep 
"  no  wool,  the  cat  no  perfume.  Ha  !  here's  three 
"  of  us  are  fophifticated.  Thou  art  the  thing  itfelf  j  unac- 
**  commodated  man  is  no  more,  but  fuch  a  poor,  bare, 
**  forked  animal  as  thou  art.  Off,  off,  you  lendings ; 
"  come  unbutton  here.  [Tearing  off  his  cloaths. 

Fool.  Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  be  contented  j  'tis  a  naughty 
night  to  fwim  in.  Now  Vlittle  fire  in  a  wild  field  were 
like  an  old  lecher's  hea'rt,  a  fmall  fpark,  and  all  the 
reft  on'sbody  cold  ;  look,  here  comes  a  walking  fire. 

Ed^.  This  is  the  foul  Fliibbertigibbet ;  he  begins  at 
curfew,  and  walks  till  the  firll  cock ;  he  gives  the  web 
and  the  pin,  fquints  the  eye,  and  makes  the  hair-lip ; 
mildews  the  white  wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  creature 
of  the  earth. 

^  Saint  W\l\io\di  footed  thrice  the  (a)  nuold. 
He  met  the  night-inare,  and  her  name  told. 
Bid  her  alight.,  avd  her  troth  plight ^ 
And  aro'jnt  thee i  n.\:itch,  aroynt  thee  right. 
Kent.  How  fares  your  Grace  ? 

SCENE 

7  light  of  ear,"]  t.  e.  credulous. 

8  Saint  Withold  footed  thrice  the  ivold, 

He  met  the  night -mare  ^  and  ker  NlN£-rOLD, 
Bid  her  alight^  and  her  troth  plight y 

And  aroynt  thee,  ivitch,  atoynt  thee  *]  We  /hou!d  read  it 
tlius,     Saint^'\[ho\d  footed  thrice  the  wold, 

lie  met  the  night-mare^  and  her  name   told, 

[  (a)  —  Wold,     Mr.  Bipop,  _  Vulg.  o/i.] 
VoL.VI.  E  Bid 
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SCENE    vrr. 

Enter  Glo'Her,  ivith  a  Torch, 

Lear.  What's  he  ? 

Kent.  Who's  there  ?  what  is't  you  feek  ? 

Gh.  What  are  you  there  ?  your  names  ? 

Edg.  Poor  Tofftf  that  eats  the  fwimming  frog,  the 
toad,  the  tod-pole ;  the  wall-newt,  and  the  water- 
■newt ;  that  in  the  fury  of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiend 
rages,  eats  cow-dung  for  fallets ;  fwallows  the  old  rat, 
and  the  ditch  dog  ;  drinks  the  green  mantle  of  the 
ftanding-pool ;  who  is  whipt  from  tything  to  tything, 
and  ftock-punilh'd,  and  imprifon'd :  who  hath  had 
three  fuits  to  his  back,  fix  (hirts  to  his  body  j  horfe  to 
ride,  and  weapon  to  wear  : 

But  mice,  and  rats^  and  fuch  f mall  geer  [a] 
Hai;e  been  Towl  s  food  for  fe^ven  long  year. 

Beware  my  follower.      Peace,  Smolkia,  peace,    thou 
fiend ! 

Bid  her  alighty  a»d  her  trbth  pl'ght. 

And  aroynt  thee,  ivitch,  arnyr.t  thee  right. 
i^  e.  Saint  ^/Vifco/i  traveifing  the  IVoId  ot  Doivnty  met  the  night- 
mare 5  who  having  told  her  name,  he  obliged  her  to  aUgbt  from 
thofe  perlbns  whom  fhe  ride?,  and  plight  her  troth  to  do  no  more 
mifchief.  This  is  taken  from  a  rtoiy  of  him  in  his  legend.  Hence 
he  was  invoked  as  the  patron  faint  againfJ  that  diffemper.  And 
thefe  verfes  were  no  other  tha')  a  pnpular  charm,  or  night  ffell 
againft  the  Epialtes.  The  laft.  1  ne  is  the  formal  execration  or  apo- 
ftrophe  of  the  fpeaker  of  tlie  charm  to  the  witch,  aroynt  thee  right, 
i.e.  depart  forthwith.  Bedlams,  Gipfies,  and  fuch -'ike  vagabond"^, 
afed  to  fell  thefe  kind  of  fpslls  or  charms  to  the  people.  They  were 
of  various  kinds  for  various  diforders,  and  addreffed  to  various  faints. 
We  have  another  of  them  m  the  Monjieur  Thomas  of  Fletcher, 
l^hich  he  exprefiy  calls  a  night  fpell^  and  is  in  thefe  words, 

Siint  George,  Sajnt  George,  our  Ladfs  Kuight, 

He  -walks  by  day  7 jo  he  does  by  night  j 

jind  token  he  had  her  found. 

He  her  beat  and  her  bound  \ 

Until  to  him  her  troth  flie  plight, 

She  'would  not  jlir  from  him  that  night. 

^t)  — — fmallgetr,  Oxford  Editor.  — —  V\i\i.fmall  dter.] 

Gii, 
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^lo.  What,  hath  your  Grace  no  better  company  ? 

Edg.  The  Prince  of  Darknefs  is  a  gentleman ;  AW# 
he's  call'd,  and  Mahu. 

G'o.  Our  fle{h  and  blood,  my  lord,  is  grown  fo  vile/ 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 

Edg.  Tom's  a-cold. 

Glo.  Go  in  with  me  ;  my  duty  cannot  fufFer 
T*obey  in  all  your  Daughters'  hard  commands  : 
Though  their  injundlion  be  to  bar  my  doors. 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you  ; 
Yet  have  I  ventured  to  come  feek  you  out, 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 

Lear.  Firft,  let  me  talk  with  this  Philofopher  j  -«— S 
What  is  the  caufe  of  thunder  ? 

Kent,  My  good  lord,  take  his  offer. 
Go  into  th'  houfe. 

Lear.  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  fame  learned  Theban: 
What  is  your  ftudy  ? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  vermin. 

Lear.  Let  us  afk  you  one  word  in  private. 

Kent.  Importune  him  once  more  to  go,  my  lord  ; 
His  Wits  begin  t'  unfettle. 

Glo.  Canft  thou  blame  him  ?  {Storm  Jliii. 

His  Daughters  feek  his  death  :  ah,  that  good  Kent  I  ' 

He  faid  it  would  be  thus  ;  poor  banifli'd  man !  

Thou  fay'ft,  the  King  grows  mad ;  I'll  tell  thee,  friend^ 

I'm  almoft  mad  myfelf;  I  had  a  fon. 

Now  out-law'd  from  my  blood ;  he  fought  my  life. 

But  lately,  very  late;  I  lov'd.him,  friend, 

No  father  his  fon  dearer  :  true  to  tell  thee. 

The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits.     What  a  night's  this  ? 

I  do  befeech  your  Grace, 

Lear.  O  cry  you  mercy.  Sir  : 
Noble  Philofopher,  your  company. 

Edg.  Tofns  a-cold. 

Glo.  In,  fellow,  into  th'  hovel !  keep  thcc  warm. 

Lear.  Come,  let's  in  all. 

Kent.  This  way,  my  lord. 

Lear.  With  him  ; 
I  will  keep  ftill  with  my  Philofopher. 

E  2  jKeHt' 


yS  King  Lear. 

Kefif.  Good  my  lord,  footh  him  ;  let  him  take  the 
fellow. 

G/o.  Take  him  you  on. 

Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on  ;  along  with  us. 

Leaf.   Come,  good  AtheJiian 

Glo.  No  words,  no  words,  hufli. 

Edg.  9  C/^//:/  Rowland  to  the  dark  tonjjer  came  ; 
His  ivord  (was  y?///,  Jie^  foh^  and  f  urn y 
J fmell  the  blood  of  aBv'ivSh  man.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VIII.       Changes  to  G\&&£x'^o  CaJiU: 

Enter  Cornwal  tf»t/ Edmund. 

Corn<,  T  Will  have  revenge,  ere  I  depart  his  houfe. 

X  Edm.  How,  my  lord,  I  may  be  cenfur'd, 
that  Nature  thus  gives  way  to  loyalty,  fomething  feajs 
me  to  think  of. 

Corn.  I  now  perceive,  it  was  not  altogether  your 
brother's  evil  difpofition  made  him  feek  his  death  : 
*  but  a  provoking  merit,  fet  a-work  by  a  reprovable 
badnefs  in  himfelf. 

Edm.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I  mufl  re- 
pent to  be  jufl  ?  this  is  the  letter  which  he  fpoke  of  ^ 
>vhich  approves  him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advan- 
tages of  France.  Oh  heavens !  that  this  treafon  were 
not ;  or  not  I  the  detedor  I 

Corn.  Go  with  me  to  the  Dutchefs. 

Edm-  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certain,  you 
have  mighty  bufinefs  in  hand. 

Corn.  True  or  falfe,    it  hath  made  thee  Earl  of 

9  Child  RoVc/Iand —  ]  In  the  old  times  of  cliivalry,  the  noble 
youth  who  were  candidites  for  knighthood,  during  the  feafon  of 
their  probation  were  called  Ir.fam,  Variety,  Davioyjeh,  Bacbeliers. 
The  moft  noble  of  the  youth  particularly,  Infans.  Here  a  fiory  is 
told,  in  fome  old  ballad,  of  the  famous  hero  and  giant-killer  Ro- 
land, before  he  was  knighted,  who  is,  therefore,  called  Infam  j 
which  the  ballad-maker  tranflated.  Child  Roland. 

I  but  a  provoking  merit,]  i.  e.  a  merit  which  being  neglefted 
by  the  father,  was  provoked  to  an  extravagant  aft.  The  Oxford 
fditor,  not  underlianding  this,  alters  it  to  pro^voked  fpirit, 

Glo'Jier : 
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C killer  :  feek  out  v/here  thy  father  is,  that  he  may- 
be ready  for  our  Apprehenfion. 

Edm.  U  I  find  him  comforting  the  King,    it  will 

fluff  his  fufpicion  more  fully [AftdeJ]  I  will  perfe  • 

vere  in  my  couife  of  loyalty,  though  the  conflidl  be 
fore  between  that  and  my  blood. 

Corn.  I  will  lay  truft  upon  thee  ;  and  thou  fhalt  find 
a  dearer  father  in  my  love,  [Exeunt^ 

S  C  E  N  E   IX,     A  Chamber,  in  a  farm-houfe,  . 

Enter  Kent  and  Glo'fter. 

G/y.TTERE  is  better  than  the  open  Air,    take  it: 

XjL  thankfully  :    I  will   piece  out  the  comfort 

with  what  addition  I  can ;    I  will  not  be  long  from 

you.  \Exit. 

Kent.  All  the  power  of  his  wits  has  given  way  to 
his  impatience  :  the  Gods  reward  your  kindnefs ! 
Enter  Lear,  Edgar,  and  Fool. 

Edg.  Fraterreto  calls  me,  and  tells  me,  Nero  is  an 
angler  in  the  lake  of  darknefs  :  pray  innocent,  and  be- 
ware the  foul  fiend. 

Foot  Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  tell  me,  whether  a  madman 
be  a  gentleman,  or  a  yeoman  ? 

Lear.  A  King,  a  King. 

Fool.  No,  he's  a  yeoman  that  has  a  gentleman  to 
his  fon  :  for  he's  a  mad  yeoman,  that  fees  his  fon  a 
gentleman  before  him. 

Lear.  To  have  a  thoufand  with  red  burning  fpits 
^  Come  hizzing  in  upon  'em • 

Edg.  The  foul  fiend  bites  my  back. 

Fool.  He's  maa  that  trufts  in  the  tamenefs  of  a  wolf, 
3  the  heels  of  a  horfe,  the  love  of  a  boy,  or  the  oath 
of  a  whore. 

Lear.  It  fhall  be  done,  1  will  arraign  -em  llrait. 

a  Cemehi%X!ngjrrupcn\m — ]  Then  follow,  in  the  old  edillon, 
feveral  fpeeches  in  the  mad  way,  which  probably  were  Ifft  out  by 
the  Players,  or  by  Shake/pear  himfelf-y  I  fliall  however  infert  them 
here,  and  leave  them  to  the  reader's  mercy.  Mr.  Fope. 

3.  the  HEALTH  of  a  borfe,]  Without  doubt  we  Aould  read 
HIELS,  /.  e.  to  Aand  behind  him. 

E  3,  CoxaCy. 
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Come,  fit  thou  here,  moft  learned  jufticer ; 

Thou  fapient  Sir,  fit  here — now,  ye  flie-foxes ! 

E/ig.  Look,  where  Ihe  ftands  and  glares.     WanteH. 
thou  eyes 
At  tryal.  Madam  ? 

Come  o'er  the  Broom,   BefTy,    to  me. 

Fool.   Her  Boat  hath  a  Leak,  andpe  tnuft  not  /peak, 
Jf  hy  Jhe  dares  net  come  o'ver  to  thee. 

Edg.  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice 
of  a  Nightingale.  Hopdance  cries  in  Tom\  belly  for 
-two  white  herrings.  Croak  not,  black  angel,  I  have 
»o  food  for  thee. 

Kent.  How  do  you.  Sir  ?  fland  you  not  fo  amaz'd  j 
Will  you  lye  down,  and  reft  upon  the  Cufhions  ? 

Lear.  I'll  fee  their  tryal  firft,  bring  me  in  the  evidence. 
Thou  robed  man  of  juftice,  take  thy  place; 
And  thou  his  yokefellow  of  equity. 
Bench  by  his  fide.  You  are  o'th'  commiiCon,  fit  you  toa^ 

Edg.  Let  us  deal  juftly. 

Sleepejiy  or  nvakeji  thou,  jolly  Shepherd? 

Thy  Sheep  he  in  the  Corn  ; 
And  for  one  Blaji  of  thy  minikin  Mouthy 
Thy  Jheep  Jh all  take  no  Harm. 

Purre,  the  Cat  is  gray. 

Lear.  Arraign  her  firft,  'tis  Gonerill,  I  here  take 
jny  Oath  before  this  honourable  Aftembly,  ihe  kick'd 
the  poor  King  her  Father. 

Fool.  Come  hither,  Miftrefs,  is  your  name  Gonerill? 

Lear.  She  cannot  deny  it. 

Fool.   Cry  you  mercy,    I  took  you  for  a  Joint-ftool. 

Lear.  And  here's  another,  whofe  warpt  looks  pro- 
claim 
What  ftore  her  heart  is  made  of.     Stop  her  there ; 
Arms,  arms,  fword,  fire, —  Corruption  in  the  place  ! 
Falfe  jufticer,  vvhy  haft  thou  let  her  'fcape  ? 

Edg.  .Blefs   thy   five  wits. 

Kent.  O  pity  !  Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now, 
That  you  fo  oft  have  boafted  to  retain  .? 

Edg.  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  much, 
They  mar  ipy  counterfeiting.  [Jlfide. 
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Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all, 
^ray,  Blanch,  and  S^eet-heart,  fee,  they  bark  at  me. 
Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  heiid  at  them  ;  avaunt,  you 
curs ! 
Be  thy  mouth  or  black  cr  white. 
Tooth  that  poifons  if  it  bite  ; 
MaftifF,  greyhound,  mungril  grim. 
Hound  or  fpanial,  +  brache,  or  hym  i- 
Or  bobtail  tike,  or  trundle-tail, 
Tom  will  make  him  weep  and  wail : 
For,  with  throwing  thus  my  head. 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Do,  de,  de,  de  :  Seffey,  come,  march  to  wakes  and  fairs. 
And  market  towns ;  poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan  —  fee  what 
breeds  about  her  heart — -Is  there  any  caufe  in  nature 
that  makes  thefe  hard  hearts  ?  "  You,  Sir,  I  entertain 
*'  for  one  of  my  hundred  ;  only,  I  do  not  like  the  fa- 
"  fliion  of  your  garments.     You  will  fay,    they  are 
"  Perjian-j  but  let  them  be  changed. 
Re-enter  Glo'fter. 
Kent.  Now,  good  my  lord,  lye  here  and  reft  a  while. 
Lear,  Make  no  noife,    make  no  noife,    draw  the 
curtains ; 
So,  fo,  we'll  go  to  fupper  i'th'  morning. 
Fool.  And  ril  go  to  bed  at  noon. 
Glo,  Come  hither,  friend  i   where  is  the  King,  my 

mafter  ? 
Kent.  Here,  Sir,  but  trouble  him  not ;  his  wits  are 

gone. 
Glo.  Good  friend,  I  pry 'thee,  take  him  in  thy  arms : 
I  have  o'er-heard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him  : 
There  is  a  litter  ready,    lay  him  in't. 
And  drive  tow'rd  Do^er,  friend,  where  thou  fhalt  meet 
Both  welcome  and  protection.     Take  up  thy  mafter. 
If  thou  Ihould'ft  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life. 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him. 
Stand  in  affured  lofs.     Take  up,  take  up, 

4  bracbe,  or  hym,  &c.]  Names  of  particular  forts  of  dogs. 

Mr.  Fepe. 

E  4  And 
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And  follow  me,   that  will  to  fome  proviiion 
Give  thee  quick  conduct. 

Ken/.  Opprcil  Nature  fleeps : 
This  Reft  might  yet  have  balm'd  thy  broken  Senfes, 
Which,    if  conveniency  will  not  allow. 
Stand  in  hard  Cure.     Come,  help  to  bear  thy  Mafter  j 
Thou  muft  not  flay  behind.  ['fo  fool. 

Gh.  Come,  come  away.  \ Exeunt,  bearing  off  thsYim^, 
Manet  Edgar. 

Ed^.  When  we  our  Betters  fee  bearing  our  Woes> 
We  fcarcely  think   our  Miferies  our  Foes. 
Who  alone  fuifers,    fufFers  moft  i'  th'  Mind  ; 
^  Leaving  free  things,    and  happy  Shows  behind  : 
But  then  the  Mind  much  SufF'rance  does  o'erfkip. 
When  Grief  hath  Mates,    and  Bearing  Fellowfhip. 
How  light,    and  portable,    my  pain  feems  now, 
When-  That,  which  makes  me  bend,  makes  the  King 

bow ; 
He  childed,  as  I  fathered !  —  Tom,  away ; 
Mark  the  high  Noifes,  ^  and  thyfelf  bewray,  *  *  * 
When  falfe  Opinion,    whofe  wrong  Thought  defiles 

thee. 
In  thy  juft  proof  repeals,  and  reconciles  thee. 
What  will,  hap  more  to  'Night ;  fafe  'fcape  the  King  I 
Lurk,  Lurk. •       ^•'-^  [£;c/V  Edgar. 

SCENE    X.     Changes  to  Glo'ller'i  Cajlle. 

Enter  Cornwall,   Regan,   Gonerill,   Edmund,  and 
Sernjants. 

C(?r«.  TJOST  fpeedily  to  my  lord  your  hufband^ 
J7  l^ew  him  this  letter ;  the  army  of  France  is 
landed  ;   feek  out  the  traitor  Glo'jler. 

Reg    Hang  him  inftantly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Corn.  Leave  him  to  my  difpleafure.    Edmund,  keep 

5  Leaving  {ttt  things, — ]    Fiee,  Aor  undiflurb'd. 

6 .  andtbyjelf  bei.Qray']   Between  this  and    the  following 

woids  fomething  is  wanting,  which  makes  the  following  words 
unconnedled  and  obfcure,  and  thefe  un'ntdligiblej  as  being  only  the 
beginning  cf  a  fentencc. 

yen 
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you  our  fifter  company  ;  the  revenges  we  are  bound  to 
take  upon  your  traiterous  father,  are  not  fit  for  your 
beholding.  Advife  the  Duke,  where  you  are  going, 
to  a  moft  feftinate  preparation ;  we  are  bound  to  the 
like.  Our  Polls  fhall  be  fwift,  and  intelligent  betwixt 
us.   Farewel,  dear  fifter ;  farewel,  my  lord  of  GU'Jer. 

Enter  Stenvard. 
How  now  ?   Where's  the  King  ? 

Stew.  My  lord  of  Glower  hath  convey'd  him  hence. 
Some  five  or  fix  and  thirty  of  his  Knights, 
Hot  Queflrifts  after  him,  met  him  at  gate ; 
Who  with  fome  other  of  the  Lords  dependants. 
Are  gone  with  him  tow'rd  Do'ver ;   where  they  boaft 
To  have  well-armed  friends. 

Corn.   Get  horfes  for  your  miftrefs. 

Con.  Farewel,  fvveet  lord,  and  fifter. 

[Exeunt  Gon.  and  Edm. 

Corn    Edmund,    farewel : go  feek  the  traitor 

G'.QJler  ; 
Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us  ; 
Though  well  we  may  not  pafs  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  juftice  ;   yet  our  pow'r 
Shall  do  a  court'fie  to  our^^Fath,   which  men 
May  blame,  but  not  controyl^^,  ^ 

SCENE    XI. 

Enter  Glo'fter,   brought  in  by  Servants, 

Who's  there  ?  the  traitor  ? 
Rez.  Ingrateful  fox  I    'tis  he. 
Corn.  Bind  faft  his  corky  arms. 
Glo.  What  mean  your  Graces  ?    Good  my  Friends, 

confider. 
You  are  my  Guefts :  Do  me  no  foul  play,  friends,    . 
Corn.  Bind  him,  I  fay.  [fhey  bind  him, 

Reg.  Hard,  hard  :  O  filthy  traitor  I 
Glo.  Unmerciful  lady  as  you  are  !  I'm  none. 
Corn.  To  this  chair  bind  him.     Villain,    thou  fhalt 

find 

£  5  Glo, 
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G/o.  7  By  the  kind  gods,   'tis  moft  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  beard. 

J^eg.  So  white,  and  fuch  a  traitor  ? 

G/o.  Naughty  lady, 
Thefe  hairs,  which  thou  doll  ravifh  from  my  chin. 
Will  quicken  and  accufe  thee ;   I'm  your  Hoft  i 
With  robbers'  hands,  ^  my  hofpitable  favour 
You  Ihould  not  ruffle  thus.     What  will  you  do  ? 

Corn.  Come,  Sir,  what  letters  had  you  late  fronr 
France  ? 
•f   "Reg.  Be  [a]  fimplc-anfwer'd,  for  we  know  the  truth. 

Corn.  And  what  confed'racy   have  you  with   the 
traitors. 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 

Reg.  To  whofe  hands 
Have  you  fent  the  lunatick  King  ?  fpeak.  <^ 

Glo.  I  have  a  letter  guelTingly  fet  down, 

7  By  the  kind  gods,-. ]  We  are  not  to  under/land  by  this  the 

Gods  in  general,  who  are  beneficent  and  kind  to  inen  ;  but  that 
particular  fpecies  of  them  called  by  the  ancients  Dii  hojpitaki,  kind 
Gods,     So  Plautus  in  Pcetiulo, 

Deum  hojpitakm  ac  tefferam  mecum  fero. 
This  was  a  beautiful  exclamation,  as  thofe  who  infulted  the  fpeaker 
were  his  Guejls,  whom  he  had  hofpitably  received  into  his  houfe. 
But  to  fay  the  truth,  Shakejpear  ntvrt  makes  his  people  fwear  at 
random.  Of  his  propriety  in  this  matter  take  th^  following  in- 
flances.  In  Troilus  a.nd  CreJ/ida,  JEnea%,  in  an  expoilulation  with 
Diomede^  fwears  by  the  band  of  his  mother  Venus,  as  a  covert  rer 
proof  for  Diomede^s  brutaliry  in  wounding  the  Godde'*  of  Beauty  in 
the  hand,  and  a  fecret  intimation  that  he  would  revenge  her  in- 
juries. In  Coricianus,  when  that  Hero  13  exafperatfd  at  the  ficklit 
inconftant  temper  of  the  multitude,  he  fwears  iy  the  clouds  -,  and 
again,  when  he  meets  his  wife  after  a  long  abfence,  by  the  jealous 
^een  of  Heaven  ;  for  Juno  v;as  fuppofed  the  aveng'refs  01  conjugal 
infidelity.  In  Otkello  the  double  lago  is  m?de  to  fv.ear  by  Janus, 
And  in  this  very  play  of  Lear,  a  pagan  much  given  to  judicial  Aftro- 
logy,  very  confonandy  to  his  chara<fter,  fwears 
By  all  the  operations  of  the  orbs, 
By  ivbom  we  do  exiji,  and  ceaje  to  be. 

%  -...--my  hofpitable  T  AV ovKs}  It  is  nonfenfe  to  unrerftand  it 
•f  gifts,  kindnefles,  &'c.  We  fliould  read  favour,  /'.  ^  vifage. 
For  they  plucked  him  by  the  beard, 

fJa)  fmfie-anf'iuer''d,    Oxford  Editor— Vulg.  Ji^le-anfieerer.'] 

Which 
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Which  came  from  one  that's  of  a  neutral  heart. 
And  not  from  one  oppos'd. 

Corn.   Cunning — — 

Reg.  Andfalfe. 

Cortt.  Where  haft  thou  fent  the  King  ? 

Gio'  To  Do'ver, 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Donjer? 
Waft  thou  not  charged,  at  peril 

Corn.  Wherefore  to  Oonjer  f  let  him  firft  anfwer  that. 

Glo.  I  am  ty'd  to  th'  ftake,    and  I  muft  ftand  the 
courfe. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Do^ver  ? 

Glo.  Becaufe  I  would  not  fee  thy  cruel  nails 
I'luck  out  his  poor  old  eyes ;  nor  thy  fierce  fifter 
In  his  anoi.ited  flefti  ftick  boariih  phangs. 
9  The  Sea,  with  fuch  a  ftorm  as  his  bare  head 
In  hell-black  night  indur'd,  would  have  boil'd  up. 
And  quench'd  the  '  ftelled  fires  ; 
Yet  poor  old  heart,  he  helpM  the  heav'ns  to  rain. 
If  wolves  had  at  thy  gate  howrd  that  ftern  time. 
Thou  ihouldft  have  faid,  *'  good  porter  turn  the  key  j 
*  All  cruels  elfe  fubfcribM  ;  but  I  fhall  fee 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  fuch  Children. 

Corn.  See't  Ihalt  thou  never.     Fellows,   hold  the 
chair. 
Upon  thefe  eyes  of  thine  I'll  fet  my  foot. 

[Glo'fter  is  held  doiKn^  njuhile  Cornwall  treads 
out-  one  of  his  eyes, 

Glo.  He,  that  will  think  to  live  'till  he  be  old. 
Give  me  fome  help O  cruel !  O  you  gods ! 

Reg.  One  fide  will  mock  another  i  th'  other  too. 

Corn,  li  you  fee  vengeance^ • 


9  Tbeje, 


-ivould  ba've  b  u  o  y  '  D  «/>, 


J^nd  quench" d  tke  fielUd  fires  {\  The  word  ^«oyV  cannot  Bk 
applied  to  water,  but  to  fomething  in  it  fpecifically  lighter.  Befides 
its  buoying  up,  ;.  e.  not  fubfiding,  had  not  a  tendency  to  effedl  what 
he  talks  of.     We  fhould  read, 

boil'd  up. 

I  Jielled,  fpelt  right  by  Mr.  Thesbald. 

a  Miruthelje  jubjcub'd-^ J  Subfcribe,  fpr  fcftcn. 

Scrvt 
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Ser^*  Hold  your  hand,   my  lord: 
I've  ferv'd  you,  ever  fince  I  was  a  child  ; 
But  better  fervice  have  I  never  done  you. 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 

Reg.  How  now,  you  dog  ? 

Ser'v.  If  you  did  wear  a  beard   upon  your  chin, 
I'd  fhake  it  on  this  quarrel.     What  do  you  mean  ? 

Corn.  My  villain ! 

Sern;.  Nay  then  come  on,    and  take  the  chance  of 
anger. 

[Fight ;    in  the  Scuffle  Cornwall  is  niooundid. 

Reg,  Give    me   thy  fword.     A   peafant    fiand    up 
thus?  [Kills  him, 

Serv.  Oh,  I  am  flain — my  lord,  you  have  one  eye 
left 
To  fee  fome  mifchief  on  him.     Oh [Dies. 

Corn.  Left  it  fee  more,  prevent  it ;  out,  vile  gelly  : 
Where  is  thy  luftre  now  ?  [Treads  the  other  out. 

Gio,  All  dark  and  comfortlefs where's  my  fon 

Edmund? 
Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  {parks  of  nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  aft. 

Reg.  Out,  treacherous  villain. 
Thou  call'ft  on  him,   that  hates  thee  :  It  was  he. 
That  made  the  overture  of  thy  treafons  to  us : 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

G!o.  O  my  follies  f 
Then  Edgar  was  abus'd.     Kind  gods,  forgive 
Me  that,  and  profper  him  ! 

Reg.  Go  thruil  him  out 
At  gates,  and  let  him  fmell  his  way  to  Donjer. 

[Exit  wth  Glo'fler. 
How  is't,  my  lord,  how  look  you  ? 

Corn.  I  have  received  a  hurt ;  follow  me,  lady. — — 
Turn  out  that  eyelefs  villain ;  throw  this  flave 
Upon  the  dunghil. — Regan,  1  bleed  apace. 
Untimely  comes  this  hurt.     Give  me  your  arm.' 

[Exit  Corn.  led  hy  Regan. 

\Jt  Sernj.  I'll  never  care  what  Wickednefs  I  do. 
If  this  Man  come  to  Good. 

2d  Serv,  If  She  live  long, 

And, 
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And,  in  the  End,  meet  the  old  courfe  of  Death, 
Women  will  all  turn  Monflers. 

\fi  Ser'v.  Let's  follow  the  old  Earl,   and  get  the 
Bedlam 
To  lead  him  where  he  would  ;  his  roguilh  Madnefs 
Allows  itfelf  to  any  Thing. 

2d  Serv.  Go  thou  ;  TU  fetch  fome  Flax  and  whites 
of  Eggs 
T'  apply  to's  bleeding  Face    Now,  Heaven  help  him  ! 

[^Exeunt  fe^verally. 


A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

An  open  Country* 

Enter  Edgar. 

YE T  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemfn^d. 
Than  ftill  contcmn'd  and  flatter'd.    To  be  worl?, 
The  loweit,  moft  dejeded  thing  of  Fortune, 
Stands  fllll  in  efperance ;  lives  not  in  fear. 
The  lamentable  change  is  fro.m  the  bed ; 
The  worft  returns  to  laughter.     Welcome  then. 
Thou  unfubftantial  air,  that  I  embrace  ! 
The  wretch,  that  thou  haft  blown  unto  the  worft. 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blafts. 

Enter  Glo'lter,  led  hy  an  old  Man, 
But  who  comes  here  ? 
My  father  poorly  led  ?  World,  world,  *  O  world  ! 

But 

I 0  'U'or/ci  ! 

But  that  thy  fi range  Mutations  make  us  hate  thee, 
Life  would  not  yield  to  age,'\  The  fenfe  of  this  obfcure  paf- 
fage  is,  O  world  !  fo  much  are  human  minds  captivated  with  thy 
pleafures,  that  were  it  not  for  thofe  fucceflive  miferies,  each  worfe 
than  the  ocher,  which  overload  the  fcenes  of  life,  we  fhou!d  never  be 
willing  to  fubmlt  to  death,  tho'  the  infirmities  of  old  age  would  teach 
us  to  chufe  it  as  a  proper  afylum*  BefTdes,  by  uninterrupted  profpe- 
perity,  which  leaves  the  mind  at  eafe,  the  body  would  generally  pre- 
fcrve  fuch  a  flate  of  vigour,  as  to  bear  up  long  againft  the  decays  of 
time,  Thefe  are  the  two  reafons,  I  fuppofe,  why  he  faid. 
Life  would  noty'uld  to  age. 

And 
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But  that  thy  ftrange  Mutations  make  us  hate  thee. 
Life  would  not  yield  to  age. 

O/^  Man.  O  my  good  Lord,    I  have  been  your  te- 
nant, and  your  father's  tenant,  thefe  fourfcore  years. 

G/o.  Away,  get  thee  away  :  good  friend,  be  gone  ; 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all, 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

0/d  Man.  You  cannot  fee  your  way. 

G/o.  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes : 
I  ftumbled  when  I  faw.     Full  oft  'tis  feen, 
*  Our  mean  fecures  us ;  and  our  meer  defeds 

Prove  our  commodities. 0  dear  fon  Edgar, 

The  food  of  thy  abufed  father's  wrath; 
Might  I  but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  Touch, 
I'd  fay,  I  had  eyes  again  ! 

O/^  Man.  How  now  ?  who's  there  ? 

Ei/g.  O  Gods !  5  who  is't  can  fay,  I'm  at  the  worll? 
I'm  worfe,  than  e'er  I  was. 

And  how  much  the  p'ealures  of  the  body  pervert  the  mind's  judg- 
ment, and  the  perturbations  of  the  mind  diforder  the  body's  frame, 
is  known  to  alh  Shake^pear  feems  to  allude  to  tliis  thought  in  the 
two  laft  lines  of  the  play  5 

The  oldeji  bath  borne  moji  ;  toe,  that  are  young y 

Shall  never  fee  fo  much,  nor  li-ve  Jo  long. 
Why  not  ?  Becaufe  thefe  misfortunes,  which  the  pubhck  diflraclionj 
ot  civil  war  bring  along  with  them  to  the  fubjedl,  came  lotbofein^ 
mentioned  in  their  old  age,  but  to  thefe  in  the  vigour  of  their  life, 
which  would  fo  break  them,  that  ihey  fhould  never  arrive  at  the  age 
of  their  fathers;     But  the  Oxford  Editor  alters  the  laft  line  to. 

Shall  never  fee  fo  much,  live  e'fer  fo  long  j 
And  fo  deprives  the  concluding  words  (which  were  always  defigned 
to  convey  a  fentiment  of  inftrudlion)  ol  all  thought }  or  at  beft  gives 
them  a  trivial  and  a  fjlfe  one. 

a  Our  aiezn  fecures  us ', — ]  i.e.  moderate,  mediocre  condition. 
3  ..    ■  ■  ivho  is't  can  fay  y  Fm  at  the  ivorfi  ? 

—————— the  ivorft  is  not, 

So  long  as  ive  can  fay,  this  is  the  ivorji.']  i.  e.  While  we 
live  ;  for  while  we  yet  continue  to  have  a  fenfe  of  feehng,  foraething 
worfe  than  the  prefent  may  ftill  happen.  What  occafion'd  this  re- 
flexion was  his  rafhly  faying  in  the  begining  of  this  fcene, 

■■ To  be  ivorli, 

The  hivefi,  moft  dejeSed  thing  of  fortune,  &c. 

^bt  turetcb,  that  tbeu  baj  blown  unto  the  %vorf}^ 
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Old  Man,  'Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 
Edg.  And  worfe  I  may  be  yet :  the  worft  is  not. 
So  long  as  we  can  fay,  this  is  the  worft. 
Old  Man.  Fellow,  where  goeft  ? 
Glo.  Is  it  a  beggar-man  ? 
Old  Man.  Madman,  and  beggar  too. 
Glo.  He  has  fome  reafon,  elfe  he  could  not  beg. 
I'th'  laft  night's  ftorm  I  fuch  a  fellow  faw  ; 
Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  worm.     Pvly  fon 
Came  then  into  my  mind  ;  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  fcarce  friends  with  him.     I've  heard  more 

fmce. 
As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  th'  Gods  -, 
They  kill  us  for  their  fport 

Edg.  How  {hould  this  be  ? 
Bad  is  the  trade  nmft  play  the  fool  to  forrow, 

[a]  Ang'ifhing  itfelf  and  others Blefs  thee,   mailer. 

Glo.   Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 
Old  Man.  Ay,  my  lord. 
Glo.  Get  thee  away  :  if,  for  my  fake. 
Thou  wilt  o'ertake  us  hence  a  mile  or  twain 
I'th'  way  tow'rd  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love  i 
And  bring  fome  Covering  for  this  naked  foul. 
Whom  ril  intreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Man.  Alack,  Sir,  he  is  mad. 
Glo.  'Tis  the  time's  plague,  when  madmen  lead  the 
blind : 
Do  as  I  bid,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure  -, 
Above  the  reft,  be  gone. 

Old  Man.  I'll  bring  him  the  beft  'parrel  that  I  have. 
Come  on't,  what  will.  [Exit. 

Gl'j.  Sirrah,  naked  fellow. 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-coid  ; — 4 1  cannot  daub  it  further, 
Glo.  Come  hither,  fellow. 
Edg.  And  yet  I  muft  ; 
]Blefs  thy  fweet  eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo.  Know'ft  thou  the  way  to  Do'ver  ? 

Edg»  Both  ftile  and  gate,  horfe-way,  and  foot-path : 


4  ■    ■   ■  7  cannot  daub  it ]    /.  e.  Dirguile. 

[{a)  An^iping,     Oxferd  Editor— ^Vulg.  Angering.'] 


poar 
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poor  Tom  hath  been  fcar'd  out  of  his  good  wits.    Blefs 
thee,  good  man,  from  the  foul  fiend.     Five  fiends  have 
been  in  poor   Tom  at  once ;    of   Lufl,  as    Obidicut  \ 
HMididen,  Prince  of  dumbnefs  ;  Mahu,  of  ftealing  ; 
Mohu^  of  murder  ;    and  Flibbertigibbet,  of  mopping 
and  mowing;  who  fince  ^pofTefTes chamber-maids  and 
waiting- women. 
Gk.  Here,  take  this  purfe,  thou  whom  the  heavens' 
plagues 
Have  humbled  to  all  flrokes.     That  I  am  wretched. 
Makes  thee  the  happier :  heavens  deal  fo  flill  ! 
^Let  the  faperfluous,  and  luft-dieted  man.  That 

5  Plffyr^^  chamber-maids ^  andivaiting-ivomen.'^  Shakefpear  has 
made  Edgar,  in  his  feigned  diftraftion,  frequently  allude  to  a  vile 
inipofture  of  fome  Englijh  Jefuits,  at  that  time  much  the  fubjecl 
of  converfation ;  the  hirtory  cf  it  having  been  jult  then  compofed 
with  great  art  and  vigour  of  ftyle  and  compofition  by  Dr.  S.  Harje~ 
rety  afterwards  archbifhop  of  Tork,  by  order  of  the  P.ivy-Council, 
in  a  work  iniitled,  A  Declaration  of  egregious  Popijh  itnpofiurez^  to 
Kvithdraio  her  M.ajefiy'' s  fubjeBs  from  their  Allegiance,  Sec.  under 
pretence  of  cafting  out  de-oih,  praBifed  by  Edmunds,  alias  Wefton, 
ajejuity  and  divers  Komidi  Priejis,  hisnvicked  affociates.  Printed 
1603.  The  impofture  was  infubftance  this  :  Whils  the  Spaniards 
were  preparing  their  Armado'Sgainft  England,  the  Jtfuits  were  here 
bufy  at  work  to  promocc  it,  by  making  converts;  one  method 
they  employed  was  to  difpofTefs  pretended  demoniacks,  by  which  ar- 
tifice they  made  feveral  hundred  converts  amongft  the  common 
people.  The  principal  fcene  of  this  farce  was  laid  in  the  family  of 
one  Mr.  Edmund  Peckham,  a  Roman  Cathollck,  where  Marivood, 
a  fervant  of  Anthony  Babington''s,  (wbo  was  pfterwards  executed  for 
Treafon)  Trayford,  an  attendant  upon  Mr.  Pechham,  and  Sarah  ?.nd 
Frif'ujood  Williams^  and  Anne  Smith,  three  chamber-maids  in  that 
family,  were  fuppofed  to  be  poflefTed  with  Devils,  and  came  into  the 
Pricft's  hands  for  cure.  But  the  difcipline  of  the  patients  was  fo  long 
and  fevere,  and  the  Priefts  fo  elate  and  c.irelefs  with  their  fuccefs, 
that  the  plot  was  difcovered  on  the  confeflion  of  the  parties  concein- 
ed,  and  the  contrivers  of  it  defervedly  puniflied.  The  five  Devi's 
here  mentioned,  are  the  names  of  five  of  thofe  who  were 'made  to 
a£l  in  this  farce  upon  the  chamber-maids  and  ivaitifig-ivomen ;  and 
they  were  g^^nerally  fo  ridiculoufly  nick-named,  that  Harfenet  has 
one  chapter  on  the  ftrange  names  of  their  Devils  5  leji,  fays  he,  tnect' 
i»g  them  othertvife  by  chance y  you  mijiake  them  for  the  name  of  Tap' 
Jiers,  or  Jugglers, 

6  Let  the  fuperfluous,  and luji-dieted  man, 

That  sLAvzs  your  ordinance,]    Superfaoiis  h  here  wkd  for 
•ne  living  in  abundance*    But  the  next  line  is  corruptt    The  only 

feniff 
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That  braves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  fee 
Beca-jle  he  do's  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly  : 
So  dillribution  faould  undo  excefs. 
And  each  man  have  enough.  Do'll  thou  know  Donjer? 
.     Edg,  Ay,  mafter. 

Gio.  There  is   a  cliff,  whofe  high  and  bending  head 
Looks  fearfully  on  the  confined  deep  : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it. 
And  I'll  repair  the  mifery,  thou  do'ft  bear, 
With  fomething  rich  about  me :  from  that  place  ^ 
I  Ihall  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  arm  j 
Poor  fom  Ihall  lead  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.     The  Duke  of  Albany 'i  Palace. 

Enter  Gonerill,  and  Edmund. 

G^«.TT7ELC0ME,  my  lord,  I  marvel,  our  mild 

VV  hufband 

Not  met  us  on  the  way. 

Enter  SteiJuard. 
Now,  Where's  your  Mafter  ?  r     -l       o 

Steiv.  Madam,  within  ;  but  never  man  lo  chang  d  i 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed  : 
He  fmil'd  at  it.     I  told  him,  you  were  coming. 
His  aniwer  was,  the  worfe.     Of  Glojierh  treachery, 
Ancf  of  the  loyal  fervice  of  his  fon. 
When  I  inform'd  him,  then  he  call'd  me  fot  ; 
And  told  me,  I  had  turn'd  the  wrong  fide  out.  ^ 
What  moft  he  (hould  dillike,  feems  pleafant  to  him ; 
What  like,  offenfive. 

Gon.  Then  (hall  you  go  no  further. 
It  is  the  cowiih  terror  of  his  (pirit, 

fenfe  I  know  of,  in  v^\\\c\\  p'ves  your  ordinance  can  be  underftood, 
is  when  men  empl(  y  the  form  or  femblance  f  f  religion  to  ccmpafa 
their  ill  defigrs.  But  this  will  not  do  here.  GL'per  is  fpeaking  of 
fuch  who  by  an  unincenupted  .ourfe  ot  profperity  are  grov\  n  wan- 
ton, and  callous  to  the  misfortunes  ot  others  5  fuch  as  thofe  who 
fearing  no  reverfa,  (light,  and  neglect,  and  therefore  may  be  laid  to 
BRAVE  the  ordinance  of  heaven.  Which  is  certainly  the  right 
reading.  And  this  is  the  fecond  time  in  which /^vsi  has,  in  this 
play,  been  read  for  braves* 


9^  King  Lear. 

That  dares  not  undertake  :  he'll  not  feel  wrongs, 
Which  tie  him   to  an  anfwer  ;  our  wifhes  on  the  wa)r 
May  prove  efFeds.     Back,  Edmund,  to  my  brother  ; 
Haften  his  multers,  and  condudl  his  powers. 
I  muft  change  arms  at  home,  and  give   the  diflafF 
Into  my  hu/band's  hands.     This  trufty  fervant 
Shall  pafs  between  us :  you  ere  long  fnall  hear. 
If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf, 
A  miftrefs's  command.     Wear  this ;  fpare  fpeech;. 
Decline  your  head.     This  kifs,  if  it  durfl  fpeak. 
Would  ftretch  thy  fpirits  up  into  the  air  : 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Edm.  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  death. 

Gon.  My  moft  dear  Glo^pr  !  {Exit  Edmund. 

Oh  the  flrange  difference  of  man,  and  man! 
To  thee  a  woman's  fervices  are  due. 
My  fool  ufurps  my  body. 

Ste^.  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 
En/gr  Albany. 

Gon.  I  have  been  worth  ths  whillle. 

^ib.  Oh  GonerW, 
You  are  not  worth  the  dufl  which  the  rude  wind 
Blows  in  your  face.—  ?!  fear  your  difpofition  : 
That  Nature,  which  contemns  its  origine, 
^  Cannot  be  bor^er'd  certain  in  itfelf ; 
9  She  that  herfelf  will  iliver,  and  diitrancb, 
'From  her  material  fap,  perforce  muft  wither. 

And 

.  7  —/_  fear  your  difpofition  :  ]  Thefe  and  the  fpeech  enfuing  are 
in  the  edition  of  i6o8,  and  are  but  nc-.^Tary  to  explain  the  reafons 
©f  the  deteftation  which  Albany  here  t  .pu'-ss  to  his  wife. 

%  Cannot  be  bordered  certain—]  Certain,  for  within  the  bounds 
that  nature  prefcribes, 

9  She  that  berfe/fivi/I  sKjvzR,  and  dijbranch,}  Thus  all  the 
Editions,  but  the  old  Quarto,  that  reads  sliver,  which  is  right. 
Shiver  means  to  fliake  into  fplinters,  or  fiy  a-pieces.  As  he  faye 
afterwards, 

TZ'Ctt V^  ihiver'd  like  an  egg. 
But  Jliver  fignifies  to  tear  off,  or  difbranch.     So  in  Mackbetb, 
•  — — —  Jlips  of  yeiv, 

Sliver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipje. 
1  From  ber  material  fap,  — ]  Thus  all  the  Editions,  till  Mr. 
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»And  come  to  deadly  ufe. 

Gon.  No  more;  'tis  foolifh. 

/lib.  Wifdom  and  goodnefs  to  the  vile  feem  vile  ; 
Filths  favour  but  themfelves  —What  have  you  done  ^ 
Tygers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  perform'd  ? 
A  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man, 
Moft  barb'rous,  moil  degenerate,  have  you  madded. 
CouM  my  good  Brother  fufFer  you  to  do  it, 
3  A  man,  a  Frince  by  him  fo  benefited  ? 

'Theobald's^  who  alters  materia!  to  maternal,  for  thefe  wife  reafons. 
Material  jap  (fays  he)  I  oivn  is  a  fbrafe  that  I  don't  underjiand. 
Tht  mother. tree  is  the  true  technical  tcrniy  and  confidering  our  author 
badfaidjufi  before.  That  Nature,  which  contemns  its  origine  — i 
there  is  no  room  to  quefiion  but  he  ivrote,  From  her  maternal  fap. 
And  to  prove  that  we  may  fay  maternal  Jap,  he  gives  many  au- 
thorities from  the  claffics,  and  fays  he  could  produce  mtre,  whert 
words  equivalent  to  maternal fiock  are  ufed  }  which  is  quite  another 
thing,  as  we  /hall  now  fee.  In  g-jakiag  his  emendation,  the  Edi- 
tor did  not  confider  the  difference  between  material  jap  and  material 
body.,  or  trunk  or  ftock  :  The  latter  exprefiion  being  indeed  not  fo 
weJl'j  maternal  being  a  properer  epithet  for  kiy.  But  the  firft  is 
right  i  and  wc  ftiould  fay,  material  jap  y  not  maternal^  Vox  materia 
al  jap  fignifies,  that  whereby  a  branch  is  nouriftied,  and  increafes 
jn  bulk  by  frefh  accelTion  of  matter.  Oc  which  account  material 
is  elegant.  Indeed  jap,  when  applied  to  the  ivhole  tree,  might  be 
called  maternal,  but  could  not  be  fo  when  applied  to  a  branch  only. 
For  though /«;>  might,  in  fome  fenfe,  .be  faid  to  be  maternal  \.o  the 
tree,  ytt  it  is  the  tree  that  is  maternal  to  the  branch,  and  m-t  the 
Jap:  but  here  the  epithet  is  applied  to  the  branch.  From  all  this, 
we  conclude  that  the  old  reading  is  the  true.  But  what  if,  after 
all,  material  was  ufed  by  the  writers  of  thefs  times  in  the  very 
fenfe  oi  maternal  ?  It  would  feem  fa  by  the  title  of  an  old  Englijh 
tran nation  of  F/-o{^rr's  Chronicle,  which  runs  in  thefe  words,  ijfr 
John  FroiJJart\  Chronicle  tranjlated  cut  of  Frencbe  into  our  mate- 
aiAL  Englijh   Tongue    by   John  BcucLier,  printed  1525. 

2  An^  come  to  deadly  uje.]  Alluding  to  the  w/e  that  witches  and 
inchanters  are  faid  to  make  of  'witber''d  branches  in  their  charms. 
A  fine  infinuation  in  the  fneaker,  that/he  was  ready  fir  the  moft 
unnatural  mifchief,  and  a  preparative  of  the  poet  to  her  plotting 
with  the  baftard  agaiiifc  her  hufband's  life. 

3  A  man,  a  Prince  by  him  fo  benefited?  ]  After  this  line,  1  fuf- 
peft  a  line  ^r  two  to  be  wanting,  which  upbraids  her  for  her  fifter'$ 
cruelty  to  GicTjlcr.  And  my  reafon  is,  that  in  her  anfwer  we  find 
thefe  words, 

Fools  do  theje  •villains  pity,  lobo  are  punijh^d 
Etc  they  have  done  their  miJcLief-  - 

which 
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If  that  the  heav'ns  do  not  their  vinble  Spirit5 
Send  quickly  down  to  tame  the  vile  offences. 
Humanity  mull  perforce  prey  on  itfelf. 
Like  monfters  of  the  deep. 

Gon.  Milk-liver'd  man  ! 
That  bear'il  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrongs  ; 
Who  hall  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  difcerning 
Thme  honour,  from  thy  fulFering:  that  not  know'il, 
fools  do  thefe  villains  pity,  who  are  punifhM 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mifchief.  Where's  thy  Drum  ■ 
France  fpreads  his  Banners  in  our  noifelefs  land. 
With  plumed  helm  thy  flayer  begins  his  threats ; 
VVhilll  thou,  a  moral  fool,  fit'll  Hill,  and  cry'll, 
*•  Alack  !  why  does  he  fo  ?" 

J/^.  See  thyfelf,  devil  : 
^  Proper  deformity  feems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid  as  in  v^roman. 

Gon.  O  vain  fool  «'  - 

J/L  Thou  chang'd,  and  felf- converted  thing  !    For 
fhame, 
Be-monfter  not  thy  feature.     Wer't  my  fitnefs 
To  let  thefe  hands  obey  my  [boiling]  blood. 
They're  apt  enough  to  diflocate  and  tear 
Thy  flefli  and  bones  —  Howe'er  thou  art  a  fiend, 
A  woman's  fhape  doth  fliield  thee. 

Go».  Marry,  your  manhood  now  !  - 

Enfer  Mefjenger. 

Mef.  Oh,  my  good  lord,  the  Duke  of  Corn^air% 
dead: 
Slain  by  his  fervant,  going   to  put  out 
The  other  eye  of  Gh'/ier. 

Jib.  Glojiers  eyes  ! 

Me/.  A  fervant,  that  he  bred,  thrillM  with  remorfe, 

which  evidently  allude  to  Glo'fier\  cafe.  Now  I  cannot  conceive 
that  flie  would  here  apologize  for  what  was  not  ohjecled  to  her. 
But  I  fuppofe  the  Players  thought  the  fpeech  too  long  j  which  has 
occafioned  throughout,  and  more  particularly  in  this  pby,  the  re- 
trenchment of  numerous  lines  and  fpeeches  ,  many  of  which  have 
been  reftored  by  the  care  and  difcernment  of  Mr.  Pope. 

4  Proper  deformity  — ]  /.  e.  diabolic  qualities  appear  not  fo  hor- 
rid in  the  devil  to  whom  they  belong,  as  in  woman,  whD  unnatu- 
rally aiTumes  them. 

Oppos'd 
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OpposM  againft  the  adl ;  bending  his  fword 
To  his  great  mafter :  who,  thereat  enrag'd, 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongfl  them  fell'd  him  dead  : 
But  not  without  that  harmful  ilroke,  which  fmce 
Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 

j^lb.  This  fhews  you  are  above, 
You  Juftices,  that  thefe  our  nether  crimes 
So  fpeedily  can  venge.     But  O  poor  Glo'/hr  ! 
Loft  he  his  other  eye  ? 

MeJ.  Both,  both,  my  lord. 
This  letter,  Madam,  craves  a  fpeedy  aufwer  *. 
'Tis  from  your  fifter. 

Gon.  One  way,  I  like  this  well  ; 
But  being  widow,  and  rny  G'.o'fter  with  her. 
May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  life.     Another  way, 
'The  news  is  not  fo  tart,  I'll  read,  and  anfwer.     [Exi.', 

Alh.  Where  was  his  fon,  when  they  did  take  his  eyes  ? 

T^'Uf.  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 

Alh.  He's  not  here, 

Mef.  No,  my  good  lord,  I  met  him  back  again. 

Alb.  Knows  he  the  wickednefs  ? 

Mef.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  'twas  he  inform'd  againft 
him, 
And  quit  the  houfe  of  purpofe,  that  their  punifhment 
Might  have  the  freer  courfe. 

Alh.  Glower,  I  live 
To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  fhew'dft  the  King, 
And  to  revenge  thine   eyes.     Come  hither,  friend, 
Tell  me,  what  more  thou  know'ft.  \_Exeunt. 

5SCENE    III.       Dover. 

Enter  Kent,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Kent.^  j  ^HE    King  of  France  io   fuddenly   gone 

1  back ! 

Know  you  the  reafon  ? 

5  SCENE  III.]  This  Scene,  left  out  in  all  the  ccmmon  bocks, 
is  reftored  fiom  the  oJd  edition  ;  it  being  manifeftly  of  Ebakefpear'' ^ 
writing,  and  neceflary  to  continue  the  ftory  ef  Cordelia^  vvhofs  be- 
haviour is  here  moft  beautifully  painted,  Mr.  Pcfe. 

Gent. 
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Gt!nt.  Something  he  left  imperfed  in  the  State, 
Which  fince  his  coming  forth  is  thought  of,  which 
Imports  the  Kingdom  fo  much  fear  and   danger, 
That  his  return  was  moft  required  and  necefiary. 

Kent    Whom  hath  he  left  behind  him  General  ? 

Getit.  The  Marefchal  of  France,  Monfieur  le  Far. 

Kent.  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  Queen  to  any  de- 
monftration  of  grief? 

Gent.  I,  Sir,  ihe  took  'em,  read  'em  in  my  prefence; 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  trill'd  down 
Her  delicate  cheek  :  it  feem'd,  Ihe  was  a  Queen 
Over  her  paffion,  which,  moft  rebel-like. 
Sought  to  be  King  o'er  her. 

Kent.  O,  then  it  mov'd  her.  — 

Gent.  But  not  to  Rage.     "  Patience   and  Sorrow 
ftrove 
**  Which  Ihould  exprefs  her  goodlieft  ;  you  have  feen 
**  Sun-fnine  and  rain  at  once —  ^  her  Smiles  and  Tears 
*•  Were  like  a  wetter  May.     Thofe  happieft  fmiles, 
"  That  play'd  on  her  ripe  lip,  feem'd  not  to  know 
*'  What  guefts  v/ere  in  her  Eyes ;  which  parted  thence, 
**  As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropt.  —  In  brief. 
Sorrow  would  be  a  rarity  moft  belov'd. 
If  all  could  fo  become  it. 

Kent.  7  Made  ihe  no  verbal  queft  ? 
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Were  like  a  better  day  .— }  It  is  plain,  we  Aould  read, 

a   WETTER  May. — 

/.  t,  a  fpring  feafon  wetter  than  ordinary. 

7.  Made  Jhe  no  verbal  o^uESTioN  ?  J  Why,  what  kind  of 
queftion  could  /he  make  but  verbal  ?  Does  not  the  word  quejiion  im- 
ply it.  This  is  enough  to  prove  fomething  wrong.  The  anfwer 
(hews  where  it  is.  For  tho'  the  Gentleman  fays  yes  to  the  que- 
flion  ;  yet,  inflead  of  proving  his  words,  he  runs,  out  into  a  long 
ftory  c^  Cordelia' %  complaints  and  cjfclamations.  The  queflion  then 
evidently  was. 

Made  jhe  no  verbal  qjuest  ? 
Froni  quejius,  complaint,  /.  e.  did  fhe  lament  and  complain  in 
words  ?  And  this  was  a  proper  queftion,  becaufe  ftic  might  have 
done  it  in  fighs,  and  inarticulate  exclamations.  The  anfwer  too 
is  proper,  and  to  the  point,  as  the  reader  may  fee.  But  the  editors 
not  underftanding  the  fhort  word  queft y  lengthened  it  into  one,  they 
did  :  And  fo  made  Kent  afk  a  nonfenfical  queftion,  and  the  Gentle- 
man give  as  impertinent  an  anfwer. 

Cent, 
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Vent.  Yes,  once,  or  twice,  fhe  heav'd  the  Name  of 
Father 
Pantingly  forth,  as  if  it  prefl:  her  heart. 
Cry'd,  fifters!  fifters !— Shame  of  Ladies!  fiftersl 
Kent  I    Father  I    Sillers !    what  ?    i'  th'  ibrm  ?    i'  th- 
night  ? 

Let  Pity  ne'er  believe  it ! there  fhe  fhook 

The  holy  water  from  her  heav'nly  Eyes  ; 

*  And,  Clamour-motion'd,  then  away  fiie  flartcd 

To  deal  with  grief  alone. 

Kent. 9  It  is  the  Stars, 

The  Stars  above  us,  govern  our  conditions : 
'  Elfe  one  felf-mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  different  iffues.     Spoke  you  with  her  lince  ? 

Gent.    No. 

Kent.  Was  this  before  the  King  return'd  ? 

Gent.  No,  fmce. 

Kent.  Well,    Sir;    the   poor    diftrefled   Lear\   in 
town; 
Who  fometimes,  in  his  better  tune,  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about ;  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  fee  his  daughter. 

Gent.  Why,  good  Sir  ? 

Kent.  A  fov'reign  fliame  fo  bows  him ;  his  unkind- 
nefs. 
That  (Iript  her  from  his  benediaion,   turn'd  her 
To  foreign  cafualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 

8  And,  C/fl«3«r-moiften'd,]  Tho'  Clamour  may  diftort  the 
mouth,  it  IS  not  wont  to  moiften  the  eyes.  Read  clamour-«o^/o»V, 
which  conveys  a  very  beautiful  idea  of  grief  in  Cordelia,  and  exaftly 
incharafter.  She  bore  her  grief  hitherto,  fays  the  relater,  in  fi- 
lence  ;  but  being  no  longer  able  to  contain  it,  fhe  flies  away,  and 
retires  to  her  clofet  to  deal  with  it  ic  private.  This  he  findy  calls, 
Uamour.motion  d  j  or  provok'd  to  a  loud  expreffion  of  her  forrow, 
which  drives  her  from  company. 

9  It  is  tbefiars,  &c.]  See  the  note  Act  i.  Scene  8. 

^  \  ^!['';-;M-"^^teavdmate ]  .9.// for  felf-fame,  i.  e.  one 

mate  the  felf-Tame  with  the  other,     Becaufe  if  the  parents  were  of 

JomTttZihr  ''  "'''^'  '^'  '^"'  '  ^'"'  "^''"^^"S  the  father, 

Td 
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To  his  dog-hearted  daughters :    ^  Thefe  things   {ling 

him 
So  venomouily,  that  burning  fhaiiie  detains  him 
From  his  Cordelia. 

Gent,  Alack,  poor  gentleman  ? 

Kent.  Of  Albany  ^,  and  Corn^vall\  Pow'rs  you  heard 

not  ? 
Gent.   5  'Tis  faid  they  are  a-foot. 
Kent.  Well,  Sir,  Til  bring  yoa  to  our  mailer  Lear, 
And  leave  you  to  attend  him.     4  Some  dear  caufe 
Will  in  Concealment  wrap  me  up  a  while  : 
When  I  am  known  aright,  you  fhall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance.     Pray,  along  with  me, 

\  Exeunt. 
SCENE    IV.     A  Camp. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Phyfuian,  and  Soldiers, 

^^^'  "    A  "^  ^  ^  ■'^'  '^^^  ^^ '  ^^y>  ^^  ^vas  met  even 
^Jl.         now 

"  As  mad  as  the  vext  fea ;  fmging  aloud  ; 

"  Crown'd  with  rank  fumiterr,  and  furrow-v/eeds, 

"  With  hardocks,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckoo-ilowers, 

"  Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 

**  In  our  fufiaining  corn.     Send  forth  a  cenr/ry  ; 

Search  ev'ry  acre  in  the  high -grown  field. 

And  bring  him  to  our  eye.     What  can  man's  Wifdom 

In  the  reiloring  his  bereaved  fenfe. 

He,  that  helps  him,  take  all  my  outward  worth. 

Phyf.  There  are  means,  Madam  : 

Our  fofter  nurfe  of  nature  is  repofe  ; 

The  which  he  lacks ;  that  to  provoke  in  him. 

Are  many  Simples  operative,  whofe  power 

Will  clofe  the  eye  of  anguifh. 

•Thefe  things  fting  him 


5ovenomoufly,    that  hurnin^  Joame J    The  metaphor 

here  preferved  with  great  knowledge  of  nature.  The  •venom  of  poi- 
fonous  animals  being  a  high  cauftic  fait,  that  has  all  the  effeft  of 
fire  upon  the  part. 

3  ^Tis  so,  they  are  a-foot.']    This  is  no  anfwer  to  the  qaeflicn. 
We/houM  read, 

"r/i  SAID  they  arc  a-foot, 

4  Some  dear  caufe]   Deaty  for  important. 

Cor. 
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Cor.  «  All  bleft  Secrets, 
«  All  you  unpublifh'd  Virtues  of  the  Earth, 
"  Spring  with  my  tears ;  be  aidant,  and  remediate 
"  In  the  good  man's  dillrefs !— feek,  feek  for  him  ♦ 
Left  his  ungovern'd  rage  diffolve  the  life. 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

Mef.  News,  Madam: 
The  Britijb  Pow'rs  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cor,  'Tis  known  before.     Our  preparation  flands 
In  expedation  of  them.     O  dear  father. 
It  is  thy  bufmefs  that  I  go  about :  •  therefore  great  France 
My  mournmg  and  important  Tears  hath  pitied. 
No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite. 
But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  father's  right  • 
Soon  may  I  hear,   and  fee  him  I  [Exeuftt. 

^       SCENE    V.     Reg^n^s  Pa/ace, 
Enter  Regan  and  Steward. 

%.  13  U  T  are  my  Brother's  Powers  fet  forth  ? 
JLJ  _  ^te^v.  Ay,  Madam. 

Reg,  Himfelf  in  perfon  there  ? 

Btenxj,  With  much  adoe. 
Your  fifter  is  the  better  foldier. 

Reg,  Lord   Edmund  fpake  not  with  your   lady  at 

o/^w.  No,  Madam. 

P^eg.  What  might  import  my  filler's  letter  to  him  ? 

hten^3,   I  know  not,  lady. 

Peg.  Faith  he  is  polled  hence  on  ferious  matter. 

To?..  P"V^^^'  '"^.'''  "^^^^'^  ^y^'  being  out. 
To  let  h  m  lu^  ;  where  he  arrives,'  he  moves     ' 

All  hearts  agamft  us:  Edmund,  I  think,  is  gone,- 

In  pity  of  his  mifery,  to  difpatch  ^      ' 

His  nighted  life  :   moreover,  to  defcry 

i  he  llrength  o'th'  enemy. 


^« 
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Siew,  I  may  not,  Madam  ; 
My  lady  charg\l  my  duty  in  this  bufineTs. 

J^eg,  Why  Ihould  fhe  write  to  Edmund?  might  not 

Tranfport  ksrpurpofes  by  word  ?  Belike, 

Something 1  know  not  what— —I'll  love  thes 

much 
:Let  me  unfeal  the  letter. 

Ste'iu.  Madam,    I  had  rather 

Reg.  I  know,  your  lady  do's  not  love  her  hufband  : 
Pm  fure  of  that ;  and,  at  her  late  being  here, 
s  She  gave  flrange  ceiliads,  and  moll  fpeaking  looks 
To  noble  EJmund.     I  know,  you're  of  her  bofom. 

Sfenv,  I,   Madam? 

Reg.  I  fpeak  in  underftanding  :  yo\x  are  j  I  know*ti 
Therefore,  I  do  advife  you,  take  this  note. 
My  lord  is  dead  ;  Edmund  and  I  have  talk'd^ 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand. 
Than  for  your  lady's :  you  may  gather  more  : 
If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you,  give  him  this ; 
And  when  your  Miftrefs  hears  thus  much  from  you, 
I  pray,  defire  her  call  her  wifdom  to  her.  So  farewel. 
If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor, 
preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 

Steiv.  'Would  I  could  meet  him.  Madam,  I  fhould 
fhew 
What  party  I  do  follow. 

Keg.  Fare  thee  well.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE    VI.     The  Country,  »^^r  Dover. 
Enter  Glo'ller,  and  Edgar  as  a  Reafant. 
jQ/ff.  '\T7HEN  fhall  I  come  to  th'  top  of  that 
VV  fame  hill? 

Edg,  You  do  climb  up  it  now.    Look,  how  we 

labour. 
Qk.  Methinks,  the  ground  is  even. 
Edg.  Horrible  fteep 
^ark,  do  you  hear  the  fea  ? 

5  ^U  itrjejlrange  ceUiads]  Oiillade!^  Frembf  for  |!anc«: 

Mr.  P^P^* 
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Gh.  No,  truly. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  fenfes  grow  iinperfe(51; 
By  your  eyes'  anguilh. 

Glo.  So  may  it  be,  indeed. 
Methinks,  thy  voice  is  altered ;  and  thou  fpeak'fl 
In  better  phrafe  and  matter  than  thou  didil. 

Edg.  You're  much   deceiv'd :    in  nothing   am   i 
chang'd, 
But  in  my  garments.  ^ 

Glo.  Sure,  you're  better  fpcken. 

Edg.  Come  on.  Sir,  here's  the  place— —Hand  flill.' 
*  How  fearful 

*  And  dizzy  "'tis,  to  caft  one's  eyes  fo  low  ! 

*  The  crows  and  choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air^ 

*  Shew  fcarce  fo  grofs  as  beetles.     Half  way  down 

*  Hangs  one,  that  gathers  Samphire ;  dreadful  trade  ! 
^  Methinks,  he  feems  no  bigger  than  his  head. 

*  The  fifher-men,  that  walk  upon  the  beach, 

*  Appear  like  mice  j  and  yond  tall  anchoring  bark,' 

*  Diminilh'd  to  her  cock ;  her  cock,   a  buoy 

*  Almoft  too  fmall  for  fight.     The  murmuring  furge^ 

*  That  on  th'  unnumbred  ^  idle  pebbles  chafes, 

*  Cannot  be  heard  fo  high.     I'll  look  no  more, 

*  Left  my  brain  turn,  and  the  ^ieiicient  iight, 

*  Topple  down  headlong.' 

Glo.  Set  me,  where  you  ftand. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hand :   you're  now  within  a 
foot 
Of  th'  extream  verge :  7  for  all  below  the  moon 
Would  I  not  leap  outright, 

Glo.  Let  go  my  hand : 
Here,  friend,  's  another  purfe,  in  it  a  Jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking.    Fairies,  and  Gods,' 

6  \A\t  pthbkil  Idle^  for  barren,  uncultivated, 

7  ■   ■    ■ for  all  beloiu  the  moon 

Would  I  not  leap  vpright.]  But  what  danger  in  leaping 
upright  or  upioardi  ?  He  who  leaps  thus  muft  needs  fall  again  oij 
hisieet  upon  the  phce  from  whence  he  rofe.     We  fhouid  read, 

Would  1  not  leap  ovT  til  CHI , 
i.  e.  forward  :  and  then  being  on  the  verge  ©f  a  precipice  he  muft 
owds  fall  headlong,  ^  v     a 

P  2  Profper 


loo  KingLear. 

Profper  it  with  thee  !  Go  thou  further  off. 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg.  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  Sir.  [Seems  to  £0, 

Glo,   With  all  my  heart. 
Edg.  Why  do  I  trifle  thus  with  his  defpair  ? 
'Tis  done  to  cure  it. 

Glo.  "  O  you  mighty  Gcds  f 
"  This  world  I  do  renounce  ;  and  in  your  fights 
**  Shake  patiently  my  great  affliftion  off : 
"  If  I  could  bear  it  longer,   and  not  fall 
**  To  quarrel  with  y^ur  great  oppofelefs  Wills, 
"  My  fnuff  and  loathed  part  of  nature  fhould 
"  Burn  it  felf  out.     if  Edgar  live,  O  blefs  him  ! 
J^ow,    fellow,    fare  thee  well. 

Itie  leaps,    and  falls  along, 
Edg.  Good  Sir,  fareweL 
And  yet  I  know  not  how  Conceit  may  rob 
The  treafury  of  life,    when  life  itfelf 
Yields  to  the  theft.     Had  he  been  where  he  thought. 

By  this,  had  thought  been  paft. Alive  or  dead  ? 

Hoa,  you,  hear  you,  friend  !  Sir  !  Sir  J  fpeak  ' 

Thus  might  he  pafs,  indeed ^yet  he  revives. 

What  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Glo.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg.  Had'ft  thou  been  aught  but  Gofs'mer,   fea- 
thers, air. 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating, 
Thou'd'flfhiver'd  like  an  egg  :    but  thou  doft  breathe. 
Had  heavy  fubfrance,  bleed'H  not ;   fpeak,  art  found? 
^  Ten  mails  attacht  make  not  the  altitude. 
Which  thou  haft  perpendicularly  fall'n. 
Thy  life's  a  miracle.     Speak  yet  again. 
Glo.  But  have  I  fall'n,  or  no  ? 
Edg.  From  the  dread  fummit  of  this  chalky  boum  ? 
Look  up  a-height,  the  ihrill-gorg'd  Lark  fo  far 
Cannot  be  feen  or  heard  :  do  but  look  up. 
Glo.  Alack,  I  have  no  eyes. 

8  Ten  tnajis  at  each  ttiake  not  the  altitude,"]  So  Mr,  Pcpe 
found  it  in  the  old  editions  j  and  feeing  it  corrupt,  juuljcioufly  cbr- 
reded  it  to  attacht*  But  Mr,  Theobald  rejicra  agaia  the  eld  non- 
f^ie,  at  each, 

«  Is 
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"  Is  vvretchednefs  depriv'd  that  benefit, 
*'  To  end  itfclf  by  death  ?  'twas  yet  fome  comfort, 
*'  When  niifery  could  beguile  the  tyrant's  rage, 
"  And  fruftrate  his  proud  will." 

Ec^^.  Give  me  your  arm. 
Up,  {o — how  is't  ?  feel  you  your  legs  ?  you  Hand. 

G/o.  Too  well,  too  well. 

Ed^r.  This  is  above  all  llrangenefs. 
Upon  the  crown  o'th'  cliff,  what  thing  was  that. 
Which  parted  from  you  ? 

G/o.  A  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

E^g.  As  I  Hood  here,  below,  methought  his  eyes 
Were  two  full  moons ;  he  had  a  thoufand  nofes, 
9  Horns  welk'd,  and  wav'd  like  the  enridged  fea  : 
It  was  fome  fiend.     Therefore,  thou  happy  father^ 

*  Think,    that   the   cleareft  gods,    who    make  them 

honours 
Of  men's  impofTibilities,  have  preferv'd  thee. 

G/o.  I  do  remember  now  :  henceforth  I'll  bear 
Affliftion,  'till  it  do  cry  out  itfelf, 
Enou'ifj,  enoug/?,  and  die.     That  thing  you  fpeak  of, 

took  it  for  a  man  ;  often  'twould  fay. 
The  fiend,  the  fiend he  led'me  to  that  place. 

Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. 

SCENE    vir. 

Enter  Lear,  dreji  mad/y  njjith  flouQerf, 

But  who  comes  here  ? 

*  The  fober  fenfe  will  ne'er  accommodate 
His  mafter  thus. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coyning  :  I  am 

the  King  himfelf. 

'''§  Horns  welk'd,]  i.  e.  twifled.  Mr.  Pcpe* 

1  Thirk,  that  the  cleareft  gods,"]  Cleareft,  for  moft  righteous. 

2  The  SAFER  Jenfe  ivill    ne'er  acccmmodatej    Without  doubt 
Sbakejptar  wrote, 

.  ■     .  the'soms.  fenfe, 

i'  e.  while  the  underftanding  is  in  a  right  frame,  it  will  never  thi« 
accommodate  its  ewner  :  alluding  to  Lear'i  extravagant  drefs» 
Thence  he  concludes  him  to  be  mad. 

F  3  ^di^ 
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JScig.  O  thou  fide-piercing  fight ! 

Lear.  Nature's  above  art  in  that  refpe£l.  ThereV 
your  prefs-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow  like  a 
crow-keeper:  draw  me  a  clothier's  yard.  Look,  look, 
a  moufe  !  Peace,  peace  ;  —  this  piece  of  toafted  cheefe 
Kvill  do't —  there's  my  gauntlet,  I'll  prove  it  on  a  giant. 
Bring  up  the  brown  bills.  ^  O,  well  flown,  Barb  !  V  th* 
clout,  i'  th'  clout :  hewgh.  —  Give  the  word, 

£dg.  Sweet  marjoram,. 

Lear.  Pafs. 

C/o.  I  know  that  voicCi 

Leiir.  Ha!  Gonerili !  ha!  Regan!  they  flatter'^ 
me  like  a  dog,  and  told  me,  I  had  white  hairs  in  my 
beard,  ere  the  black  ones  were  there.  To  fay  ay,  and 
jio,.  to  every  thing  that  I  faid  —  Ay,  and  no  too,  was 
fio  good  divinity.  When  the  rain  came  to  wet  me 
once,  and  the  wind  to  make  me  chatter  ;  when  the- 
thunder  would  not  peace  ar  my  bidding  j  there  I  found 
'em,  there  I  fmelc  'em  out.  Go  to,  they  are  not 
jnen  o'  their  words ;  they  told  me  I  was  every  thing : 
Jus  a  lie,  I  am  not  ague-proof. 

Glo.  4- The  trick  of  that  voice  I  do  well  remember,: 
Is't  not  the  King  ? 

Lear.   Ay^  every  inch  a  King. 
When  I  do  ftare,  fee,  how  the  fubje£l  quakes. 
I  pardon  that  man's  life.     What  was  the  caufe  ? 
Adultery  ?    thou  fhalt  not  die  j  die  for  adultery  ?  no; 
the  wren  goes  to't,  and  the  fmall  gilded  flie  does  letcher 
in   my   fight.     Let   copulation    thrive  :  for   Glojier''^ 
baftard-fon  was  kinder  to  his  father,  than  my  daughters 
got  'tween  the  lawful  fheets,.     To't,  luxury,  pell-mell ; 
for  I   lack    foldiers.     Beheld  yon  fimpering  Dame, 

3  0,  wf/Z/owsBird.] /.e^r  is  here  raving  of  ^/■f^^O',  andflioot- 
ing  at  luti,  as  is  plain  by  the  words  T  th'  clout,  that  is,  the  tukitt 
mark  they  fet  up  and  aim  at  :  hence  the  phrafe,  to  hit  the  lo-hite. 
So  that  we  muft  read,  0,  ivell-Jiown,  Barb !  /.  e.  the  barbed,  or 
bearded  Arrow. 

4  *The  trick  of  that  voice']  i.  e.  the  particular  tone  and  manner 
of  fpeiking.  As  the  air  of  a  face  fignifies  the  particular  turn  aad 
(pirit  cf  the  feature?. 

whof& 
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5  whore  face  'tween  her  forks  prefages  fnow ;  thar 
minces  virtue,  and  does  (hake  the  head  to  hear  of 
pleafure's  name.  ^  The  fitchew,  nor  the  7  flailed  horfe, 
goes  to't  with  a  more  riotous  appetite:  down  from 
the  wafte  they  are  centaurs,  though  women  all  above : 
l>ut  to  the  girdle  do  the  Gods  inherit,  beneath  it  is  all 
the  fiends.  There's  hell,  there's  darknefs,  there  is  the 
fulphurous  pit,  burning,  fcalding,  flench,  conlumption: 
fie,  fie,  fie  ;  pah,  pah  ;  give  me  an  ounce  of  civet, 
good  apothecary,  to  fweeten  my  imagination  !  there'5 
money  for  thee. 

GIq.  O,  let  me  kifs  that  hand; 

Lear.  Let  me  wipe  it  firft,  it  fmells  of  mortality. 

Qlo.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  nature  I  this  great  world 
Shall  fo  wear  out  to  nought.     Do'fl  thou  know  me  ? 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough  ;  doft  thou 
fquiny  at  me  ?  no,  do  thy  worft,  blind  Cupui,  I'll 
not  love.  Read  thou  this  challenge,  mark  but  the 
penning  of  it. 

G/o.  Were  all  the  letters  funs,  I  could  not  fee  one. 

Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report  3  it  is, 
And  my  heart  breaks  at  it. 

Lear.  Read, 

G/o.  What,  with  this  cafe  of  eyes  ? 

Lear.  Oh,  ho,  are  you  there  with  me?  no  eyes  m 
your  head,  nor  no  money  in  your  purfe  ?  your  eyes 
are  in  a  heavy  cafe,  your  purfe  in  a  light  j  yet  you  kc 
how  this  world  goes. 

G/o.  I  fee  it  feelingly. 

Lear.  What,  art  mad  ?  a  man  may  fee  how  this 
world  goes,  with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ears: 
fee,  how  yond  juftice  ra<ls  upon  yond  fimple  thief. 
Hark  in  thine  ear:  change  Places,  and  handy-dandy, 
which  is  thejuftice,  which  is  the  thief?  Thou  haft  feen 
a  farmer's  dog  bark  at  a  beggar, 

G/o,  Ay,  Sir. 

Lear.  And  the  creature  run  liom  the  cur  ?  there 

5  Jf^bofe  face  'tween  her  forks]  /.  t.  h'er  hand  held  before  hei 
face  in  fign  of  modefty,  with  the  fingers  fptead  out,  forky, 

6  7^^  fitchew,]  A  kind  of  Polecat.  Mx,Pofe» 

7  Hortbe  SOY  LED  borfe,'\  I  read  stalled  bo^fe^ 

F  4  tJiou 
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thou  might'il  behold  the  great  image  of  authority  ;  a 

dog's  obey'd  in  office. 

Thou  rafcal  beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand  : 
Why  doft  thou  lafli  that  whore  ?  ftrip  thy  own  back ; 
Thou  hotly  luft'll  to  ufe  her  in  that  kind. 
For  which  thou  whip'fl:  her.    Th'  ufurer  hangs  the  co- 
zener. 
Through  tatter'd  cloaths  fmall  vices  do  appear  ; 
Robes  and  furr'd  gowns  hide  all.     Plate  fin  with  gold. 
And  the  flrong  lance  of  juftice  hurtlefs  breaks  : 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  ftraw  doth  pierce  it. 
None  does  offend,  none,  I  fay,  none  ;  ^  I'll  able  'em  ; 
Take  that  of  me,  my  friend,  who  have  the  pow'r 
To  feal  th'  accufer's  lips.     Get  thee  glafs  eyes. 
And,  like  a  fcurvy  politician,  feem 
To  fee  the  things  thou  doft  not. 
Kow,  now,  now,  now.     Pull  off  my  boots  :  harder, 
harder,  fo. 

Edg.  O  matter  and  impertinency  mixt, 
Reafon  in  madnefs  ! 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough,  thy  name  is  Glower  ; 
Thou  muft  be  patient ;  we  came  crying  hither : 
Thou  know'ft,  the  firft  time  that  we  fmell  the  air, 
_We  wawle  and  cry.     I  will  preach  to  thee  :  mark  — - 

G/o.  Alack,  alack  the  day  ! 

Lear.  When  we  are  born,  we  cry,    that  we    are 
come 
To  this  great  ftage  of  fools.  —  This  a  good  block!  — 
It  were  a  delicate  ftratagem  to  fhoe 
A  troop  of  horfe  witli  Felt  ;  I'll  put't  in  proof; 
And  when  I've  iloln  upon  thefe  fons-in-law. 
Then  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

8  77/   ahle'ew]]    Ati  old  phrafe  fignifying  to  qualify,  OT 

uphold  them.     So  Scogan,  con  emporary  with  Chaucer ^  fays, 
Set  all  my  life  after  thyne  ordinaunce, 
And  \^h\t  ■n\"  ic  mercie  or  tbou  deme. 
But  the  Oxford  Editor  alters  it,    to  nhfohe. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VIII. 

Enter  a  Gentlemariy  ivith  Attendanisl 

Gent,  O,  here  he  is,  lay  hand  upon  \i\m  ;  SiV^ 

Your  moft  dear  daughter 

Lear.  No  refcue  ?  what,  a  prifoner  ?  I  am  even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune.     Ufe  me  well. 
You  Ihall  have  ranfom.     Let  me  have  furgeons, 
I  am  cut  to  th'  brains. 

Gent.  You  fhall  have  any  thing. 

Lear.  No  feconds  ?  all  myfelf  ? 
Why,  this  would  make  a  man,  a  man  of  fait; 
To  ufe  his  eyes  for  garden-water-pots. 
And  laying  autumn's  dull.     I  will  die  bravely. 
Like  a  fmug  bridegroom.     What  ?    I  will  be  jovial : 
Come,  come,  I  am  a  King.     iVIy  Mailers,  know  yea 
that  ? 

Gent.  You  are  a  royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  there's  life  in't.     Come,  an  you  get  it; 
You  {hall  get  it  by  running  :  fa,  fa,  fa,  fa.         {Exit, 

Gent.  A  fight  moll  pitiful  in  the  meaneft  wretch. 
Pall  fpeaking  of  in  a  King.     Thou  hall  one  daughter. 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curfe 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

Edg.  Hail,  gentle  Sir. 

Gent.  Sir,  fpeed  you  :  what's  your  Will  ? 

Ed3.  Do  you  hear  aught,  Sir,  of  a  battle  toward  ? 

Gent.  Moil  fure,  and  vulgar  j  every  one  hears  that. 
Which  can  dillinguifh  found. 

Edy.  But  by  your  favour. 
How  near's  the  other  army  ?    . 

Gent.  Near,  and  on  fpeedy  foot :  the  main  defcry 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought. 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  Sir  :  That's  all. 

Gent.  Though  that  the  Queen  on  fpecial  caufe  is 
here. 
Her  army  is  mov'd  on.  [Exit, 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Glo.  You  ever  gentle  Gods,  take  my  breath  from 
me; 
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Let  not  my  worfer  fpfrit  tempt  roe  again 
To  die  before  you  pleafe  ! 

Edg,  Well  pray  you,  father. 

Glo.  Now,  good  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

Edg.  A.  moft  poor  man,  made  tame  to  fortune'^ 
blows, 
9  Who,  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  forrows, 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.     Give  me  your  hand,. 
V\\  lead  you  to  fome  biding. 

Glo.  Hearty  thanks  -, 
The  bounty  and  tlie  benizon  of  heav'n  !. 
Jo  boot,  and  boot  !  . 

SCENE    IX. 

Enter  Sunward,  '^ 

Stew.  A  proclaim 'd  prize  \  moft  happy  ] 
That  eyelefs  head  of  thine  was  iirft  framed  fleih^' . 
To  raife  my  fortunes.     Old  unhappy  traitor, 
'Briefly  thy  felf  remember  :  the  fword  is  out, 
•That  mull:  deftroy  thee. 

Glo.  Let  thy  friendly  hand", 
put  ftrength  enough  to't. 

Steiv.  Wherefore,  bold  peafant, 
Dar^ft  thou  fupport  a  publifli'd  traitor  ?  hence. 
Left  that  th*  infedion  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.     Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg.  Chill  not  let  go,  Zir,  without  vurther  'cafion.' 

Steiv.  Let  go,  /lave,  or  thou  dy'ft. 

Edg.  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gait,  and  let  poor 
volk  pafs  :  and  'chud  ha'  been  zwaggerM  out  of  my 
life,  'twould  not  ha'  been  20  long  as  'tis  by  a  vortnight. 
Nay,  come  not  near  th'  old  man  :  keep  out,  che  vor'ye, 
or  ice  try  whether  your  coftard  or  my  bat  be  tne 
harder  -,  chill  be  plam  with  you. 

9  Who,  by  the  art  of  knoivn  and  feeling  forroivs']  i.  e.  forrows 
paft  and  prefent  :  But  the  Oxford  Editor  lofes  ail  this  fenfe  by  alter- 
ing it  to 

■_  '         knowing  aitd fee  ting  ■  ^ 

1  Briefy  tbyfe/f  remember  .•]  /:  e.  qaickly  recolieft  the  paft  of^C. 

ftncss  of  thy  lite,  and  rccomBend  tbyfeif  to  hcavec,  # 
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Ste'W.  Out,  dunghill !  _. 

Edz    Chill  pick  your  teeth,  Zir  :  come,  no  matter 
vor  your  foyns.  [Edgar  knoch  him  do^n. 

Ste^u.  Slave,  thou  haft  llain  me  :    villam,  take  my. 
purfe ; 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  body, 
And  give  the  letters,  which  thou  findHl  about  me. 
To  Edmund  Earl  of  Ghyer  :  feek  him  out 
Upon  the  £«^///^  party  :  Oh,  untimely  death !—-    ^ 

Edg,  1  know  thee  well,  a  ferviceable  villain  ; 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  Miftrefs, 
As  badnefs  would  defire. 

Gio.  What,  is  he  dead  ?  ' 

Edi.  Sit  yoa  down,  father,  reft  you. 
Let's  fee  thefe  p^kets :    the  betters,  that  he  fpeaks  of. 
May  be  my  friends ;  ne's  aead  ;   I'm  oniy  ioiiv. 
He  had  no  other  death's-man.     Let  us  lee  - — — 
By  your  leave,  gentle  wax^ and  manners  biame  us 

not  .  .      ,    •    I. 

*To  know  our  enemies'  minds,  we  rip  their  hearts ; 
Their  papers  are  more  lawful. 

Reaa's  the  Letter. 

LET  our  reciprcal  ^c^s  be  rememlred.  You  ha'VB 
mam  opportunities  to  cut  hifn  off :  if  your  Wilt 
nxant  mi,  time  and  place  ivill  be  fruitfully  offer  d.  There 
is  nothing  done,  if  he  return  the  conqueror.  Then  am  1 
the  prifoner,  and  his  bed  my  goal;  from  the  loathed!^ 
rwarmth  ^uhercof  deliver  we,^and  fupply  the  place  for 
your  labour. 

Tour  (tvife,fo  IivQuldfay)  affe^ionate  Servant, 

Goner  ill. 

3  Oh,  undiftinguifh'd  (pace  of  woman's  Will  ! 
A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  hufband's  life. 

And 

2  I'okmiu  cur  cr.rmle'.''  viifids^    "^e  rip  their  learti ', 

Tjeir  papin  are  v:'re  lu'zvful.']     This  is  darkly    exprefled  : 
The  n.'tranjng   Is,    Our  enemies  are  put  upon  the  rack,  and  torn  in 
■pieces,  to  extort  confellion  of  their  iecrets  j  to  tear  open  their  letter* 
is  more  hwlul. 

3  Qb,   krjijtir.guljh'd  jp^iis   of   ivzmans  Wit '1    ,So  the  firfc 
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And  ths  exchange  my  brother.     Here,  i'  th'  fands 
Thee  i*ll  rake   up,  the  poft  unfanftified 
Of   ir.urthVous  lechers  :  and  in  the  mature  time. 
With  this  ungracious  paper  ftrike  the  fight 
-Of  the  death-prattis'd  Duke  :  for  him  'tis  well, 
Thdt  of  thy  death  and  bufmefs  I  can  tell. 

G/v.  The  King  is  mad  :  how  ftiff  is  my  vile  fenfe. 
That  I  ftand  up,  -^and  have  ingenious  Feeling 
Of  my  hu^e  lorrows  !  better  1  were  diftra<^, 
So  flioiild  my  thoughts  be  fevcr'd  from  my  griefs  ; 

[Drum  afar  off. 
And  woe?,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lofe 
The  knowledge  of  tiiemfelves. 
Edi    Giv'e  me  your  hand  : 
Far  off.  methinks,  I  hear  the  beaten  drum. 
Come,  father,  ill  bellow  you  with  a  friend.     {Exeunt. 

SCENE    X.      Changes  to  a  Chamber, 

Enter  Cordelia,  Kent,  and  Phyjician. 

^^^•f\     Thou  good  Kent,  how  Ihall  I  live  and  work 
\Jy  To  match   thy  Goodnefs  ?  life  will  be  too 
fhort, 
And  ev'ry  meafure  fail  me. 

Kent   To  be  acknowledged.  Madam,  is  o'erpaid  ; 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modeil  truth. 
Nor  more,  nor  dipt,  but  fo. 

Cor.  Be  better  fuited  ; 
Thefe  weeds  are  memories  of  thofe  worfer  hours  ; 
I  pr'ythee,  put  them  off.- 

S^uarto  reads,  but  the  firft  Folio  better,  TVill.  I  have  no  iilea  of 
the  meaning  of  the  firft  raiding,  but  the  other  is  extremely  fatirical  j 
the  "Jarium  &  mutabile  fonper,  of  Virgil^  mce  fcrongly  and  happi- 
ly exprclTcd.  The  mutability  of  a  woman's  IViIl^  which  is  fo  fud- 
den  that  there  is  no  fpace  or  diftance  between  the  ^itkniU^ili  and  the 
next.  Honei't  Sancbo  explains  this  thought  with  infinite  humour, 
Entre  el  fi  y  el  no  de  la  muger,  r.o  me  atre-veria  yo  a  foner  una  puma 
d"  Alfiler.  Beitveen  a  ivcman's  yes  and  no,  Jivould  not  undertake  t9 
tbruji  a  pins  point. 

4  and  have  ingenious  Feeling]    Ingenious  feeling  figni- 

fies  a  feeling  from  an  underfcanding  not  dlfturbed  or  difordered,  but 
which,  reprefenting  things  as  they  are,  makes  the  fenfe  of  pain  the 
more  cxquiiite, 

Kent, 
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Kenf.  Pardon,  dear  Madam, 
Yet  to  be  known,  5  Shortens  my  laid  intent ; 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not, 
'Till  time  and  I  think  meet. 

Cor.  Then  be  it  (o. 

My  lord. How  does  the  King; 

[To  the  PhyficiaR, 

Thyf,  Madam,  fleeps  ftill. 

Cor.  O  you  kind  Gods ! 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abufed  nature  j 
Th'  untun'd  and  jarring  fenfes,  O,  wind  up 
Of  this  child-changed  father. 

Phyf,  Pleafe  your  Majefty, 
That  we  may  wake  the  King,   he  hath  flept  long  ? 

Cor.  Be  governed  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
I'th'  fway  of  your  own  will :    is  he  array'd  ? 

Enter  Lear  in  a  chair,  carried  by  Ser'vants, 

Phyf.  Ay,  Madam  ;  in  the  heavinefs  of  fleep. 
We  put  frelh  garments  on  him. 
Be  by,  good  Madam,  when  we  do  awake  him  ; 
I  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cor,  O  my  dear  father !  ^  Reftauration,  hang 
*'  Thy  medicine  on  my  lips ;  and  let  this  kifs 
Repair  thole  violent  harms,  that  my  tw^o  fillers 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made  ! 

Kent.  Kind  and  deareft  Princefs ! 

Cor.  Had  you  not  been  their  Father,   thefe  white 
flakes 
Did  challenge  pity  of  them.     Was  this  a  face. 
To  be  expos'd  againft  the  warring  winds  ? 
To  ftand  againll  the  deep  dread-bolted  Thunder  ? 
In  the  moft  terrible  and  nimble  Stroke 

5 Jhortem  my  made  intent-,]    There   is  a  diffonancy 

of  Xtrms  in  made  intent  -J  one  implying  the  idea  of  a  thing  done, 
the  other,  undone.  I  fuppofe  Sbakefpear  wrote  laid  intent,  i.  e* 
proje£ted. 

6 Refiau ration,    hang 

Thy  medicine  on  my  lips  j]  This  is  fine.  She  invokes  the 
Goddefs  of  Heakh,  Hygieia,  under  the  nams  of  Rejiauratiutt,  to 
make  her  the  minifter  of  her  Ritss,  in  this  holy  office  of  recovering 
her  father's  loft  fenfes.  _^ 
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Of  quick,  crofs  Lightning  ?  7  To  watch,  poor  Perdu  /  ' 
With  this  thin  Helm  ?   My  very  Enemy's  Dog, 
Though  he  had  bit  me,   ihou'd  have  flood  that  Night 
Againll  my  fire  :  And  wail:  thou  fain,  poor  father. 
To  hovel  thee  with  fwine  and  rogues  forlorn. 
In  fhort  and  mufry  ftraw  ?  alack,  alack ! 
'Tis  wonder,  that  thy  life  and  wits,  at  once, 
f  Had  not  concluded. — Ah!  he  wakes;  fpeak  to  him,-^ 

Phyf.  Madam»  do  you,  'tis  fitteft. 

Cor.    How  does  my  royal  lord  ?   how  fares  your 
Majefty  ? 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  o'th'  grave  ? : 
Thou  art  a  foul  in  blifs,  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire  ;   that  mine  own  tears  • 
Do  fcald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me? 

Lear.  You  are  a  fpirit,  I  know;  when  did  yoa  dieK^ 

Cor.  Still,  flill,  far  wide 

Phyf,  He's  fcarce  awake,  let  him  alone  a  while. 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been  ?  where  am  I  ? .  fair  day- 
light ? 
I'm  mightily  abus'd;  I  fhould  even  die  with  Pity^ 
To  fee  another  thus.     I  know  not  what  to  fay  ; 
I  will  not  fwear,  thefe  are  my  hand.-  ■-   let's  fee,  . 
I  feel  this  pin  prick  :  'would  I  were  alTur'd 
Of  my  condition. 

Cor.  O  look  upon  me.  Sir,. , 

^  ■■     .fTo  'ivfitcb,  poor  Perdue  : 

With  this  tbin  helm?]    It  ought  to  be  read  and  pointed" 
thus, 

— — To  ivatchy  po'cr  Perdu  ?  - 

With  this  thin  Helm  f 

The  allufion  is  to  the  forlorn-hope  in  an  army,  which  a-re  put  upon- 
defperate  adventures,  and  called  in  French,  enfani perdus  j  fhe  there- 
fore calls  her  hihtt  poor  Perdu'j  Perdue,  which  is  the  common 
reading,  being  the  f.minine.  Thefe  enfans  perdus  being  always, 
/lightly  and  b:jdly  armed,  is  the  reafon  fl:e  adds^ 

IVitb  this  thin  Helm      " ;'.  e.  bareheaded. 

8  Had  not  concluded  all ]  All  what  ?  we  fhould  read  and 

point  it  thus. 

Had  not  concluded..— -—'Ak  !    • 

Ah  exclamation  on  perceiying  her  fiiher  v^Jij, 

And 
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And  hold  your  hand  in  benedidlion  o'er  me. 
No,  Sir,  you  mull  not  kneel 

Lear.  Pray,  do  not  mock  me  ;. 
I  am  a  very  foolifh  fond  old  man, 
fourfcore  ajid  upward ;  and,  to  deal  plainly, 
I  fear,  1  am  not  in  my  perfed  naind. 
Methinks,  I  ihould.know  you,  and  know  this  man  i 
Yet  I  am  doubtful :  For  I'm  mainly  ignorant, 
What  place  this  is ;    and  all  the  fkill  I  have. 
Remembers  not  thefe  garments ;.  nay,  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodge  laft  night.     Do  not  laugh  at  me, 
For,  as  I  am>  a  man,  I  think,  this  lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  And  fo  I  am  ;  I  am 

Lsar.  Be  your  tears  wet  ?    yes,  faith~j    I  pray  you^ 
weep  not. 
If  you  have  poifon  for  me,    I  will  drink  it; 
I  know,  you  do  not  love  me ;  for  your  fillers 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong. 
You  have  fome  caufe,  they  have.  not. 

Cor.  No  caufe,  no  caufe. 

Lear*  Am  I  in  France  ? 

Kenu  In  your  own  kingdom.  Sir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 

Thyf.  Be  comforted,  good  Madam  ;  the  great  Rage, 
You  fee,  is  cur'd  in  him  :- — and,  yet,  'twere  danger 
9  To  make  him  even  o'er  the  Time,  h'as  loii. 
Defire  him  to  go  in ;  trouble  him  no  more, 
'Till  further  fettling. 

Cor.   Wiirt  pleafe  your  Highnefs  walk? 

Lear.  You  muft  bear  with  me ; 
Pray  you  now,  forget  and  forgive  ; 
1  am  old  and  foolifh. 

\Fxetmt  Lear,  Cord.  Phyf.  and  attendants. 

Manent  Kent  and  Gentleman. 

Cent:  Holds  it  true.  Sir,  that  the  Duke  of  Corn'waN 
was  fo  flain  ? 

5  To  make  Bim  even  o'r/-  tbe  77»w,]— — r  ]  ;',  c,  to  reconcile  it  to 
bis  apprebenfion, 
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Kent.  Moft  certain,  Sir. 

Gent:  Who  is  Conduftor  of  his  people  ? 

Kent.  As  'tis  faid,  the  Baftard  Son  of  Glower". 

Gent.  They  fay,    Edgar,    his  banilht  Son,    is  with 
the  Earl  of  Kent  in  Germany. 

Kent.  Report    is    changeable :    'Tis    time  to  look 
about :  the  Powers  of  the  Kingdom  approach  apace. 

Gent.  The  Arbitrement  is  like  to  be  bloody.—— 
Fare  you  well,  Sir.  [Exit  Gent. 

Kent.   My  Point    and  Period    will    be    throughly 
wrought. 
Or  well,    or  ill,   as  this  day's  Battle's  fought. 

lExit  Kent. 


ACT     V.     SCENE    I. 

A    CAMP, 
Enter  Edmund,  Regan,  Gentleman  and  Soldiers. 

Edm.  jr  NOW  of  the  Duke,   if  his  lafl  purpofe 

JV         holdi 
Or  whether  fmce  he  is  advis'd  by  aught. 
To  charge  the  courfe  ?  he's  full  of  Alteration,  | 

And  felf-reproving  :  bring  his  conftant  pleafure.  ' 

Reg.  Our  filler's  man  is  certainly  mifcarry'd. 

Edm.  'Tii  to  be  doubted.  Madam. 

Meg.  Now,  fweet  lord. 
You  know  the  goodneft  I  intend  upon  you  : 
Tell  me  bi.t  truly,  but  then  fpeak  the  truth. 
Do  you  not  love  my  filler  ? 

Edm.  In  horoui'd  love. 

Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother's  way 
To  the  fore  fended  place  ? 

Edm.  No,  by  mine  honour.  Madam. 

Re^,  I  never  Ihall  endure  her ;  dear  my  lord. 
Be  not  familiar  ndth  her. 

Edm.  Fear  noi ;  Ihe,  and  the  Duke  her  hulband — « 
Enter  Albany,  Gonerill,  and  Soldiers. 

Cm*  I'd  rather  iofe  the  Battle,  than  that  Sifter 

Should 
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Should  loofen  him  and  Me. [^J^e, 

Jlh.  Our  very  loving  filler,  well  be  met : 
X  Sir,  this  I  hear,  the  King  is  come  to  his  daughter. 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  ftate 
Forced  to  cry  out.    ^  Where  I  could  not  be  honeft, 
I  never  yet  was  valiant :  for  this  bufmefs. 
It  toucheth  us,  as  France  invades  our  Land, 
Not  holds  the  King,  with  others,  whom,  I  fear, 
Moll  juft  and  heavy  caufes  make  oppofe,- ^ 

Edm.  Sir,  you  fpeak  nobly. 

Reg.  Why  is  this  reafon'd  ? 

Gor:.  Combine  together  'gainft  the  enemy  : 
For  thefe  domeflick  and  particular  broils 
Are  not  the  queftion  here. 

Edm.  I  fliall  attend  you  prefently  at  your  Tent. 

1  Sir,  thisIbear,^io^makeoppofe, ]  This  5s  a  very  plain 

fpeech,  and  the  meaning  is,    The  King  and  others  whom  we  have 
oppofed,  are  come  to  CorMa.     I  could  never  be  valiant  but  in  a 
juft  quarrel.     We  muft  diftinguifh  5  it  is  juft  in  one  fenfe  and  unjult 
in  another.     As  France  invades  our  land  I  am  concerned  to  repel 
him,  bur  as  he  holds,   entertains  ?nd  fupports  the  King,    and  otters 
*wbom  I  fear  many  jufi  and  bea-vy  caufes  make,  or  compel,  as  it  were, 
to  cppcfe  us,  I  efteem  it  unjuft  to  engage  againft  them.    This  fpeech, 
thus  interpreted  according  to  the  common  reading,    is  hkewife  very 
neceffary  ;  fox  otherwife,  Albany,    who  is  charafterisM  as  a  man  ot 
honour  and  obferver  of  juftice,    gives  no  reafon  for  gouig  to  war 
with  thofe,  whom  he  owns  had  been  much  injured,  under  the  counte- 
nance of  his  power.     Notwithftanding  this,    Mr.  'Theobald,    by  an 
unaccountable  turn  of  thought,  reads  ihe  fourth  line  thus, 
/  neTjer  yet  ivas  valiant :    'fore  this  bufmefs,  &c. 
puts  the   two   laft  lines  in  a  parenthefis,   and  then  p^Jraphrafes  the 
whole  in  this  manner.     Sir,    it  concerns  me    (tbo'  not  the  King  and 
the  difcontented  party)  to  quejiion  about  your  intereji  in  ourfijier,  and 
the  event  of  the  ivar.     What   he  means  by  this  I  am  not   able  to 
find  out}  but  he  gives  a  reafon  why  his  reading  and  fenfe  ihould  be 
preferred.     And  Regan  and  Gonerill,  in  their  replies,  Jeem  both  ap- 
prehenffve  that  this  JuhjcB  ivas  coining  into  debate.     Now  all  that 
we  can  colka  from  their  replies,  is,  that  they  were  apprehenfive  he 
was  going  to  blame  their  cruelty  to  Lear,    GWfier,    and  others ; 
which  it  is  plain,  from  the  common  reading  and  the  fenfe  of  the  laft 
line,  he  was. 

Mcftjujl  and  heavy  caufes  make  oppofe,-—-^ 

2  . PFhere  I  could  not  be  bonefi,]    The  four  next  lines  are 

added  from  the  old  Edidon.  Mu  Pope, 

Alb: 
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Alh:  Let's  then  determine  with  th'  Antlent  of  war 
On  our  proceeding, 

Reg.  Siiler,  youUI  go  witJius? 

Gon,  No. 

?^eg.  'TIS  moft  convenient,  pray  you,  go  with  as. 

\jon,  Uli  Jio,  I  know  the  riddle,  I  will  go. 

SCENE    JI. 

^i  they  are  going  out.  Enter  Edgar  di/guis'd, 

EJg,  If  e'er  your  Grace  had  fpeech  witK  man  fo  poor, 
Xiear  me  one  word, . 

uiib,  I'll  overtake  you  :— «- fpeak. 

[Exeunt  Edm.  Reg.  Gon.  a?id  Attendant  si 
Edg.  Before  you  fight  the  bacde,  ope  this  letter. 
If  you  have  vid'ry,  let  the  trumpet  found 
For  him  that  brought  itr:  wretched  though  I  kevRp 
I  can  produce  a  Champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.     If  you  mifcarry. 
Your  bufmefs  of  the.  world  hath  fo  an  end, 
And  machination  ceafes.     Fortune  love  you ! 
J/b    Stay,  'till  I've,  read  the  letter. 
Edg.  i  was  forbid  it. 
When  time  fhall  ferve,  let  but  the  herald  cry. 
And  I'll  appear  again.  \_Exit] 

Alb.  Why,  fare  thee  well  -,  I  will  o'erlook  thy  paper. 
Re-enter  Edmund. 
^  Edm.  The  Enemy's  in  view,  draw  up  your  Powers; 
Hard  is  the  guefs  of  their  true  ftrength  and  forces. 
By  diligent  difcover)' ;    but  your  haile 
Is  now  urg'd  on  you.. 

Mh.  We  will  greet  the  time.  [£x/V» 

SCENE    III. 

E'dm.  To  both  thefe  fillers  have  I  fworn  my  love : 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,    as  the  Hung 
Are  of  the  adder.     Which  of  them  fhall  I  take  ? 
Both  ?  one  ?  or  neither  ?  neither  can  be  enjoy 'd,- 
If  both  remain  alive :  to  take  the  widow, 
Exafperates,  makes  mad  her -Mer  Goner  ill  i 
Aiid  hai'dly  Ihall  I  carry  out  my  iide, 

Her 
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"Her  hufband  being  alive.     Now  then,  well  ufe 

His  countenance  for  the  battle ;  which  being  done. 

Let  her,   who  would  be  rid  of  him,    devile 

His  fpeedy  taking  off.     As  for  the  mercy 

Which  he  intends  to  Lear  and  to  Cordelia^ 

The  battle  done,  and  they  within  our  power. 

Shall  never  fee  his  pardon  :  for  my  ftate 

Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  i^xtl. 

SCENE    IV.     Another  open  Field. 

■JIarum  imthin.     Enter  ivith  drum  and  colours,    Lear, 
Cordelia,  andfoldierso'vertbejiage,  and  exeunt. 

Enter  Edgar  a^d  Glo'fler. 

Edo-  T  T  F  R  E,  father,  take  the  Ihadow  of  this  tree 
Xl  For  your  good  Hoil;  pray,  that  the  right 
may  thrive  : 
If  ever  I  return  to  you  again, 
I'll  bring  you  comfort. 

Glo.  Grace  be  with  you,  Sir  !  {Extt  Edgar. 

[Alarum,  and  retreat,  within* 
Re  enter  Edgar. 
Ed^    Away,  old  man  ;  give  me  thy  hand,  away  1 
KmzLear  hath  loft,  he  and  his  daughter  ta  en, 
Give  me  thy  hand.     <.ome  on. 

Gio   No  further,  Sir;  a  man  may  rot  even  here 
Edz    What,  in  ill  thoughts  again  ?  men  muft  endure 
Theif  going  hence,  ev'n  as  their  coming  hither  : 
Ripenefs  is  all;  come  on, 

Gio.  And  that's  true  too.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  hi  Conqueji,  'with  Dru?n  and  Co/o«r/,  Edmund  ; 
Lear  «»</ Cordelia,  «i/>r/7^«frj;  Soldiers,  Captain. 

Edm.  Some  Officers  take  them  away  ;  good  guard, 
Until  their  greater  pleafures  firfl  be  known,. 
That  areto  cenfure  them. 

Cor.  We're  not  the  firft. 
Who  with  beft  meaning  have  incurred  the  worit  '. 
For  thee,  opprefled  King,  am  1  eaft  down  :  ^  j^ 
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Myfelf  could  elfe  out-frown  falfe  fortune's  frown, 
ohall  we  not  fee  thefe  daughters  and  thefe  fillers  ? 
J^ear,  No,  no,  no,  no;  come,  let's  away  to  mifon - 
He  two  alone  will  fmg.  ],ke  bnds  i^  th'  cage     ^         ' 
When  tnou  doft  afk  me  Bleffing,  111  kneel  down. 
And  ask  of  thee  Porgivenefs  :  fo  we'll  live 

..  ^'  i?^'^?^^  butterflies ,  and  hear  poor  rogues       ^ 

-  %f^fc        I'^^T'  ^"^  ^''"^^  ^^^^  ^^ith  them  too, 
V.  ho  lofes  and  who  wms  i  who's  in,  who's  out : 

^    3  And  take  upon's  the  myllery  of  things 

"  t  '^  ^,^,7^^'^,<^°^'^  (P^'es-     And  we'll'  wear  out, 

-  '^^rt.    ^I'T'  Z^"^'  ^"^  ^^^'  «^  Great  ones,. 
''  That  ebb  and  flow  by  th'  moon." 

Edm.  Take  them  away. 

«  tT'  ^'  !.^^f  ^'"^  Sacrifices,  my  Cordelia, 

ihe    Gods   themielves  threw  incenfe."     Have   1 
caught  thee  ? 
He  that  parts  us,  /hall  bring  a  brand  from  heav'n 
And  Are  us  hence,  like  foxes ;  wipe  thine  eye, 
The  (a)  goujeres  ihall  devour  them,  flefli  and  fell, 
^re  they  Ihall  make  us  weep;  we'll  fee  them  ftarv'd  iirft 

5!*     r>        ^  .  f  ^•^'^^^^  ^ear  and  Cordelia  guar4eL 

Edm.  Comenither,  Captain,  hark. 
Take  thou  this  note;  go,  follow  them  to  prifon: 
iJne  Itep  I  have  advanced  thee;  if  thou  dolt 

a  And  take  uporPi  the  myflery  of  things, 

fitelv  finf  '  •^r'^'f  .^f  ;^  >".  "]  This  whole  fpeech  is  exqu!- 
Jitely  fine,  and  an  admirable  defcnption  of  the  idle  life  of  a  coffee- 
houfe  poJiticmn.  The  meaning  of  thefe  two  lines,  which  are  a  Jit- 
tle  ambjguous,  ,s  this.  We  will  rake  upon  us  to  interpret  and  judge 
of  the  defigns  of  Providence  in  the  various  fortunes  and  revolutions 
cf  men  and  governments,  as  if  we  were  phcecf  for  fpies  over  God 
Alm.ghty  to  watch  his  motions  :  God^sfpies  fignifying  either  fpies 
employed  by  him  or  fet  upon  him,  is  the  occafion  of  the  obfcurhy. 

4  upon  Jucefacnfices,  my  Cordelia, 
I  ki  ^'^^  ^'^'  tbsmfehes  throiv  incenfe,]  The  thought  is  extreme- 
iy  noble  and  expreffedin  a  fubJime  of  imag'ry  that  Seneca  fell  fliort 
ot  on  the  Jike  occafion.  Ecce  fpeaaculum  di^num  ad  quod  refpici* 
ct  wtentus  open  Juo  Deui:  Ecce  par  Deo  dignum,  t'ir  forth  cum 
mala  fortuna  cornpofitus,  "^ 

1(a)  |:c«>«[frenchpox]  Ox/«ri  Editor.  —  Vulg.  50i></.>«, 
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As  this  inftrudls  thee,  thou  dofl  make  thy  v/ay 
To  noble  fortunes  :  know  thoa  this,  that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is  ;  to  be  tender-minded 
Do's  not  become  a  fword  ;  '  thy  great  Employment 
Will  not  bear  queftion  ;  either  fay,  thou'it  do't ; 
Or  thrive  by  other  means. 

Cp.pt.  I'll  do't,  my  lord. 

Edm.  About  it,  and  write  happy,  when  thou'il  done. 
Mark,  I  fay,  initantly  ;  and  carry  it  (Oy 
As  I  have  fet  it  down.  [£'avV  Captavu 

SCENE    VI. 
Flounfi.   Enter  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan  and  Soldiers, 

Jib.  Sir,  you  have  Ihew'd  to  day  your  valiant  ftrain. 
And  fortune  led  you  well :  you  have  the  Captives, 
Who  were  the  oppofites  of  this  day's  ftrife  : 
We  do  require  them  of  you,  fo  to  ufe  them. 
As  we  ihall  fnd  their  merits  and  our  fafety 
May  equally  determine. 

E  dm.   Sir,  I  thought  it  fit 
To  fend  the  oU  and  miferable  King 
To  fome  retention,  and  appointed  guard ; 
Whofe  age  has  charms  in  it,  whofe  title  more. 
To  pluck  the  common  bofoms  on  his  fide  ; 
And  turn  our  imprefl  launces  in  our  eyes. 
Which  do  command  them.  With  him  I  fent  the  Queens 
My  reafon  all  the  fame  -,  and  they  are  ready 
To  morrow,  or  at  further  fpace,  t'appear 
Where  you  fliall  hold  your  SeiTion.     At  this  time. 
We  Tweat  and  bleed  ;  the  Friend  hath  loft  his  Friend  ; 


thy  great  Employment 


Will  net  bear  queftion  j  —  ]   Mr.  Theobald  eould  not  let  thi« 
alone,  bu-:  would  alter  it  to 

■ My  great  Employment^ 

Becaufe  (he  fays)  the  perfon  fpoken  to  ivas  of  no  higher  degree  than 
a  captain.  But  he  rniftakes  the  meaning  of  the  words.  By  great 
Employment  was  meant  the  commijfion  given  him  for  the  murder; 
and  chis,  tliC  Baftard  tells  us  aftetwards,  was  figned  by  Gonerill  and 
himfelf.  Which  was  fuificient  to  make  this  Captain  unaccountable 
for  the  Execution. 

And 
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And  the  beft  Quarrels,  in  the  Heat,  are  curfl 

By  thofe  that  feel  their  Sharpnefs. 

The  Quellion  of  Cordelia,  and  her  Father^ 
Requires  a  fitter  Place. 

Alb.  Sir,  by  your  patience, 
I  hold  you  but  a  Subject  of  this  war. 
Not  as  a  Brother. 

Reg,  That's  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 
Methinks,  cur  pleafure  might  have  been  <3emande4,' 
Ere  you  had  fpoke  fo  far.     He  led  our  Pow'rs ; 
^Bore  the  CommiiTion  of  my  Place  and  Perfon  ; 
^  The  which  immediacy  may  well  ftand  up. 
And  call  itfelf  your  brother. 

Gon.  Not  fo  hot  : 
In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himfelf. 
More  than  in  your  advancement, 

Reg.  In  my  Right, 
By  me  invelled,  he  compeers  the  beft. 

Jib.  That  were  the  moft,  if  he  fhould  hulband  youl 
Reg.  Jefters  do  oft  prove  Prophets. 
Gon.  Holla,  holla  ! 
That  eye,  that  told  you  ^o,  look'd  but  a-fquint. 

Reg.  Lady,  I  am  not  well,  elfe  I  fhould  anfwe/ 
From  a  full-flowing  ftomach.     General, 
Take  thou  my  foldiers,  prifoners,  patrimony, 
Difpofe  of  them,  of  me ;  ^  the  walls  are  thine  ; 
Witnefs  the  World,  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  lord  and  mafter. 

Gott.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him  ? 
Alb.  The  Lett  alone  lyes  not  in  your  good  Will. 
Edm.  Nor  in  thine,  lord. 
Alb.  Half- blooded  fellow,  yti. 
Reg   Let  the  drum  ftrike,  and  prove  my  Title  thine.' 
Alb:  Stay  yet;  hear  reafon  :  Edmund,  larreftthee 
On  capital  treafon ;  and,  in  thy  Arreft, 

6  Bore  the  Commifllon  c/  —       ■  ]  Commijion,  for  authority* 

y  Ti&e  wZ»/VZ>  immediacy — ]  Immediacy  ^  for  reprefentation. 

S  the  -walls  are  thine :  J  A  metaphorical  phrafe  taken  from 

the  camp,    and  fjgnifying,    to  furrender   at  difcrctigHi    But  the 

^xford  Editor,  for  a  plain  reafon,  alters  it  \Qf 
tbey  all  are  tbinu 

This 
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'This  gilded  Serpent ;  for  your  claim,  fair  fitter, 
•I  bar  it  in  the  intereft  of  my  wife  ; 
'Tis  fhe  is  fub-contraded  to  this  lord. 
And  I,  herhufband,  contradia:  your  banes. 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loves,  to  me, 
JVIy  lady  is  befpoke. 

Go?j.  An  enterlude  !  — 

J/b.  Thou  art  arm'd,  Glo'Jler ;  let  the  trumpet  found;; 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  perfon 
Thy  heinous,  nianifeft,  and  many  treafons. 
There  is  my  Pledge  :  I'll  prove  it  on  thy  heart. 
Ere  I  talle  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  leis 
Than  I  have  here  proclaimed  thee. 

P.eg.  Sick,  O  fick  — 

Gon.  If  not,  ril  ne'er  truftpoifon.  \Afide\ 

Edm.  There's  my  exchange  ;  what  in  the  world  he  ig. 
That  names  me  Traitor,  villain-like  he  liesj 
Call  by  thy  trumpet  :  he  that  dares  approach.. 
On  him,  on  you,  (who  not?)  I  will  »iaint.aiii 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

Aib,  A  herald,  ho  ! 

Enfer  a  Herald, 
Trull  to  thy  fmgle  virtue;  for  thy  foldiers. 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  difcharge. 

Reg.  This  ficknefs  grows  upon  me. 

j^lb.  She  is  not  well,  convey  her  to  my  Tent. 

[£*•// Regan,  kdl. 

SCENE    VII. 

Come  hither,  herald,  let  the  trumpet  found. 

And  read  out  this.  [^  trumpet  founds. 


I 


Herald  reads. 

F  any  man  of  ^a/ity,  or  Degree^  nvithh  the  lifts 
of  the  armvy  nxill  maintain  upon  Edmund  fuppofed 
Earl  of  Glo'fter,  that  he  is  a  manifold  traitor ^  let  him 
appear  by  the  third  found  of  the  trumpet :  he  is  bold 
in  his  defence,  1   trumpet* 

Uir.  Again.  ^  trumpet. 
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Her,  Again.  ^  trumpet, 

[Trumpet  anfiters,  'within* 
Enter  Edgar,    armed. 

Alb.  Aflc  him  his  purpofes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  Call  o'  th'  trumpet. 

Her.  What  are  you  ? 
Your  name,  your  quality,  and  why  you  anfwcr 
This  prefent  fummons  ? 

Edg.  Know,  my  name  is  loil ; 
By  treafon's  tooth  bare-gnavvn,  and  canker-bit ; 
Yet  am  I  noble,  as  the  Adverfary 
I  come  to  cope. 

Jib.  Which  is  that  Adverfary  ? 

Edg.  What's   he,  that  fpeaks  for  Edmund  Earl  of 
Glo-'/ierP 

Edm.  Himfeif ;  what  fay'fl  thou  to  him? 

Edg.  Draw  thy  fword. 
That  if  my  fpeech  offend  a  noble  heart, 
Thy  arm  may  do  theejufiice;  here  is  mine  :  — 
9Behold,  it  is  the  piivilege  of  mine  Honours, 
My  Oath,  and  my  Profeffion.     I  proteft, 
Maugre  thy  ftrength,  place,  youth,  and  eminence. 
Spite  of  thy  viftor-fword,  and  fire-new  fortune. 
Thy  valour,  and  thy  heart,  thou  art  a  traitor  ; 
Falfe  to  thy  Gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father ; 
Confpirant  'gamft  this  high  illullrious  Prince, 
And  from  th'  extreameil  upward  of  thy  head. 
To  the  defcent  and  dull  below  thy  foot, 
A  moft  toad-fpotted  traitor.     Say  thou,    no  ; 
This  fword,  this  arm,  and  my  bell  fpirits  are  bent 

9  Behold,  it  is  the  privilege  of  mine  Honours^ 

My  Oath,  and  my  Profeffion.—]  The  charge  he  is  here  going 
to  bring  againft  the  Baftard,  he  calls  the  privilege,  &c.  To  under- 
ftand  which  phrafeology,  we  muft  confider  that  the  old  Rites  of 
Knighthood  are  here  alluded  to  j  whofe  oath  and  profeffion  required 
Mm  to  difcover  all  treafons,  and  whofe  privilege  it  was  to  have  his 
challenge  accepted,  or  otherwife  to  have  his  charge  taken  pio  on- 
fejfo.  For  if  one  who  was  no  Knight  accufed  another  who  was,  that 
other  was  under  no  obligation  to  accept  the  challenge.  On  this  ac- 
count it  was  neceffary,  as  Edgar  came  difguifed,  to  tell  the  Baftard 
he  was  a  Koight« 

To 
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To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  /peak. 
Thou  lieil. 

Edm.  In  wifdom  I  Ihould  afk  thy  name  ; 
But  fmce  thy  out-fide  looks  fo  fair  and  warlike, 
^And  that  thy  tongue  (bme  'Say  of  Breeding  breathes; 
What  fafe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 
By   rule  of  Knight  hood,  1  difdain  and  fpurn  : 
Back  do  I  tofs  thefe  treafons  to  thy  head. 
With  the  hell -hated  lie  o'erwhelm  thy  heart  ; 
Which  (for  they  yet  glance  by,  and  fcarcely  bruife) 
This  fword  of  mine  ftiall  give  them  inilant  way. 
Where  thou  Ihalt  reft  for  ever.     Trum.pets,  fpeak. 

\_AiarTn.   Fighfi 

Gon.  O,  fave   him,    fave  him ;    This  is   Practice, 
Glo'Jler : 
By  th'  law  of  war,  thou  waft  not  bound  to  anfwer 
An  unknown  oppofite  ;  thou  art  n6t  vanquifti'd^, 
But  cozen'd  and  beguil'd. 

A/l^.  Shut  your  mouth.  Dame, 
Or  with  this  paper  fliall  I  flop  it  ; 
Thou  worfe  than  any  thing,  read  thine  own  evil : 
No  tearing,  lady ;    I  perceive,  you  know  it. 

Gon.  Say,  if  I  do  ;  the  Laws  are  mine,  not  thine  j 
Who  can  arraign  me  for't  ? 

^/l>.  Monfter,  know'ft  thou  this  paper  ? 

Go»,  Ask  me  not,  what  I  know  —        [Exit  Goh» 

J/L  Go  after  her,  flie's  defperate,  govern  her. 

SCENE     VIII. 

E(^m.  What  you  have  charg'd  me  with,  That  I  have 
done, 
And  more,  much  more  ;  the  time  will  bring  it  out.     j 
' Tis  paft,  and  fo  am  I  ;  but  v/hat  art  thou. 
That  haft  this  fortune  on  me  ?  If  thou'rt  noble, 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Ei/g.  Let's  exchange  charity  : 
I  am  no  lefs  in  blood  than  tliou  art,  ^dmufid  i 
If  more,  the  more  thouTi  wrong'd  me. 

T   And  that  thy  tongue  pme  'Sav  of  Breeding  breathes ;  ]  ''Say,  i<jti 
Ejj'ay,  fome  fhsw  or  probabiliiy.  Mr,Po}>e. 

Vol.  VI.  G  My 
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My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  father's  Ton . 

«*  The  Gods  are  juft,  and  of  our  pleafant  vices 

**  Make  inftruments  to  fcourge  us : 

The  dark  and  vicious  place,  where  thee  he  got, 

Coil  him  his  eyes. 

Edm.  Thou'ft  fpoken  right,  'tis  true, 
Tlie  wheel  is  come  full  circle  ;  I  am  here. 

Alb.  Methought,  thy  very  gait  did  prophefie 
A  royal  Noblenefs  :  I  muft  embrace  thee  :         * 
Let  Sorrow  fplit  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate,  thee  or  thy  father  ! 

Edg.  Worthy  Prince,  I  know't. 

jflb.  Where  have  you  hid  your  felf  ? 
How  have  you  known  the  miferies  of  your  father  ? 

Edg.  By  nurfmg  them,  my  lord.     Lift  a  brief  tale. 
And,  when  'tis  told,  O,  that  my  heart  would  burft! — 
The  bloody  Proclamation  to  efcape 
That  follow'd  me  fo  near,  (O  our  lives'  fweetnefs ! 
That  we  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  bear, 
Rather  than  die  at  once)  "  taught  me  to  ihift 
**  Into  a  madman's  rags  ;  t'  afTume  a  Semblance, 
**  The  very  Dogs  difdain'd  :  and  in  this  habit 
**  Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings, 
*'  Their  precious  gems  new  loft  ;  became  his  guide, 
•'  Led  him,  begg'd  for  him,  fav'd  him  from  defpahr ; 
*'  Never  (O  fault ! )  reveal'd  my  felf  unto  him, 
"  Until  fome^alf  hour  paft,  when  I  was  arm'd, 
**  Not  fure,  though  hoping,  of  this  good  fuccefs, 
**  I  ask'd  his  blefiing,  and  from  firft  to  laft 
**  Told  him  my  pilgrimage.     But  his  flaw'd  heart, 
''  Alack,  too  weak  the  Conflid  to  fupport, 
"  'Twixt  two  extremes  of  paflion,  joy  and  grief, 
•*  Burft  fmilingly. 

Edm.  This  fpeech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  me. 
And  ftiall,  perchance,  do  good  ;  but  fpeak  you  on, 
You  look,  as  you  had  fomething  more  to  fay. 

Alb.  If  there  be  more,    more  vvof^l,  hold  it  in. 
For  I  am  almoft  ready  to  diffolve. 
Hearing  of  thi^. 

EJg. 
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EJ^.  *  This  would  have  feem'd  a  Period.   But  fuch^ 
As  love  to  amplify  another's  Sorrow, 
To  much,  would  m.ake  much  more,  and  top  extremity:, 
**  Whilft  I  was  big  in  Clamour,  came  there  a  Man, 
"  Who.  having  feen  me  in  my  worfer  State, 
*'  Shun'd  my  abhorr'd  Society  ;  but  now  finding 
*'  Who  'twas,  had  fo  endur'd,  with  his  ftrong  ArmV 
<'  He  faften'd  on  my  Neck  ;  and  bellow'd  out, 
«'  As  he'd  burft  Heaven ;  threw  him  on  my  Father  s 
"  Told  the  moft  piteous  Tale  of  Lear  and  him, 
"  That  ever  Ear  receiv'd  ;  which  in  recounting 
"  His  Grief  grew  puifiant,    and  the  Strings  of  Life 

<'  Began  to  crack." Twice  then  the  Trumpets 

founded. 
And  there  1  left  him  trauncM 

Jib.  But  who  was  this  ? 

E^a.  Keffty  Sir  ;  the  banilh'd  Kent,  who  in  difguifc 
Followed  his  enemy  King,  and  did  him  Service 
Improper  for  a  Slave. 

SCENE    IX, 

Enter  a  Gentleman^ 

Gent.  Help,  help! 
Edg.  What  kind  of  help  ? 
J/b.  Speak,  man. 
Edg.  What  means  this  bloody  knife  ? 
Gent.  'Tis  hot,   it  fmoaks ;    it  came  even  from  the- 
heart 
Of O  !  {he's  dead. 

2  This  ivould  htinje  feeni  d  a  Period 

Tt)  ftccb  as  h'V!  not  forrow :  But  Another, 
To  amplify  too  much,  ivould  make  much  more. 

And  top  extremity  ! ]   The  reader  eafily  lees  thit  tlii« 

refiexion  refers  to  the  Baftard's  deiuing  to  hear  more  ;  and  to  A!- 
hary\  thinking  he  had  faid  enough.  But  it  is  corrupted  into  milV 
rable  nonfenfe.     We  {hould  read  it  thus, 

This  ivould  hanje  frem\i  a  Psrhd.      But  fncb, 
Ai  love  to  amplify  another'' s  Sorrciv, 
To  much,  ivould  make  much  more,  and  top  extremity. 
!.  e.  This  to  a  comrr>on  humanity  would   have  been  thought   the 
\  tnioft   of  my  fuftcilngs  ;    but  luch  as  love  cruelty  are  always  for 
cdJing  more  to  much,  till  they  rta  h  the  exiremity  of  mifer)'. 

G    2  M: 
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Aih,  Who's  dead  ?  fpeak,  man. 

Gent.  Your  lady,  Sir,  your  lady  ;   and  her  Mer 
By  her  is  poifon'd  ;   fhe  confefTes  it. 

Edm.  I  was  contraded  to  them  both  ;  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  inftant. 

Edg.  ifere  comes  Kent* 

E titer  Kent. 

Jib.  Produce  the  bodies,  be  they  alive  or  dead. 

[Goneriil  aitd  Regan' ^  Bodies  brought  outl 
This  Judgment  of  the  heav'ns,  that  makes  us  tremble. 
Touches  us  not  with  pity. — O  /  is  this  He  ? 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  compliment. 
Which  very  manners  urge. 

Kent.  I  am  come 
To  bid  my  King  and  iVIafler  aye  good  night  5 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

Alb.  Great  thing  of  us  forgot ! 
Speak,    Edmund,    where's    the  King  ?    and    where's 

Cordelia  ? 
See'ft  thou  this  Obje£l,  Kent  ? 

Kent.  Alack,  why  thus  ? 

Edm.  Yet  Edmund  \y2is  belov'd  : 
The  one  the  other  poifon'd  for  my  fake. 
And  after  flew  herfelf. 

Alb.  Even  fo  ;  cover  their  faces. 

Edm.  I  pant  for  life;  fome  Good  I  mean  to  do, 
Defpight  of  mine  own  nature.     Quickly  fend, 
^Be  brief)  into  the  Caflle  ;  for  my  Writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear  and  on  Cordelia : 
Kay,  fend  in  time. 

Alb.  Run,  run,  O  run 

Edg.  To  whom,  my  lord?  who  has  the  office  ?  Send 
Thy  token  of  reprieve. 

Edm.  Well  thought  on,  take  my  fword. 
Give  it  the  Captain 

Edg.  Hafte  thee  for  thy  life.  [Exit  Mejfenger. 

Edm.  He  hath  Commiflion  from  thy  wife  and  me 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prifon,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  defpair. 

All,  The  Gods  defend  her !  bear  him  hence  a  while. 

[Edntund  is  borne  of, 

SCENE 
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SCENE     X. 

Efitey  Lear,  njuith  Cordelia  dead  in  his  arms* 

Lear:  Howl,  howl,  howl,  howl, — O,  you  are  mea 
of  ftone  ; 
Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes,   I'd  ufe  them  {o, 
That  heaven's  vault  fhould  crack  :  Ihe's  gone  for  ever! 
I  know,  when  one  is  dead,   and  when  one  lives  j 
She's  dead  as  earth  !  lenJ  me  a  looking-glafs. 
If  that  her  Breath  will  mill  or  ftain  the  ftone, 
"Why  then  fhe  lives. 

Kent.  Is  this  the  promis'd  End  ? 

Lear.   This  feather  llirs,  fhe  lives  ;   if  it  be  fo. 
It  is  a  Chance  which  do's  redeem  all  forrovvs. 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 

Kent.  O  my  good  mailer!  \K.neeHng^ 

Lear.  Pr'ythee,  away 

Edg.  'Tis  noble  Kenty  your  friend. 

Lear.  A  plague  upon  you,  murth'rous  traitors  all! 
I  might  have  fav'd  her ;  now  flie's  gone  for  ever  \ 
-Cordelia,   Cordelia,    flay  a  little.     Ha! 
What  is't  thou  fay'll?    her  voice  was  ever  foft. 
Gentle,  and  low ;  an  excellent  thing  in  woman, 
I  kiird  the  flave,  that  was  a  hanging  thee. 

Gent.   'Tis  true,    my  lords,    he  did. 

Lear.  Did  I  not,    fellow  ? 
I've  feen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  faulchion 
I  would  have  made  them  fkip  :   I  am  old  now. 
And  thefe  fame  crofTes  fpoil  me.     Who  are  you  ? 
Mine  eyes  are  none  o'th'  bell. I'll  tell  you  ftrait; 

Kent.  If  fortune  brag  of  two  fhe  lov'd  and  hated, 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear.  Are  you  not  Kent? 

Kent.  The  fame  ;  your  fervant  Kent ; 
Where  is  your  fervant  Caius  P 

Lear.  'Twas  a  good  fellow,    I  can  tell  you  that. 
He'd  ftrike,  and  quickly  too  : — he's  dead  and  rotten/ 

Kent.  No,  my  good  lord,  I  am  the  very  man,— 

Lear,  I'll  fee  that  flrait. 

G  2  K€uf\ 
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Kent.  That,  from  your  firft  ?  of  difference  and  decay. 
Have  follovv'd  your  fad  fteps 

Lear.  You're  welcome  hkher, 

Kent.  Nor  no  man  elfc  ;— -all's  cheerlefs,  dark,  and 
dead  : 
Your  eldeft  daughters  have  fore-done  themfelves. 
And  defp'rately  are  dead. 

Lear.   Ay,   fo  I  think. 

Jib.  He  knows  not  what  he  fays ;  and  vain  is  it. 
That  we  prefent  us  to  him. 

FJg.  Very  bootlefs. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

MeJJ".   Edmund  is  dead,  my  lord. 

Alb.  That's  but  a  trifle. 
You  lords  and  noble  friends,  knov/  our  intent ; 
-♦•  What  Comfort  to  this  great  Decay  may  come. 
Shall  be  apply'd.     For  us,  we  will  refign, 
Tuiing  the  life  of  this  old  Majefiy, 
To  him,  our  abfolute  Pov/er  :  to  you,  your  Rights, 

[T^  Edgar. 
With  boot,  and  fuch  addition  as  your  honours 
Have  more  than  merited.     All  friends  ihall  tafle 
The  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  foes 
The  cup  of  their  defervings  :  O  fee,  fee — 

Lear.  And  my  poor  fool  is  liang'd  :  'no,  no,  no  life. 
V/hy  ihould  a  dog,  a  horfe,    a  rat  have  life. 
And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ?  thoul't  come  no  more. 

Never,  never,  never,  never,  never- • 

Pray  you,  undo  this  button.  Thank  you.  Sir  ; 
•Do  vou  fee  this  ?  look  on  her,  look  on  her  lips. 
Look  there,  look  there {iie  die  a 

Edg.  He  faints,  my  lord, 

Kent.  Break  heart,  I  pr'ythee  break  ! 
-  Edg.  Look  up,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Vex  not  his  ghofl :    O,   let  him  pafs !    He 
hates  him, 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  rough  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

5 tf  diffe'-ence  and  dtcjyy]    Drr^?;?,  for  misfortunes, 

4  JVhat  Cnjon  to  this  great  Decay  t>:ay  come'\    Decay,  for  De- 
foiaticD.  _  , 
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Ee/s;.  He  Is  gone,  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endur'd  ib  long  : 
He  but  ufurpt  his  life. 

J/i.  Eear  them  from  hence,    our  prefent  bi^finefs 
Is  general  woe  :  5  friends  of  my  foul,   you  twain 
Rule  in  this  Pvcalm,  and  the  gor^d  State  fuilain. 

Kent.  1  have  a  journey,   Sir,  (hortly  to  go ; 
Aly  maimer  calls  me  ;   I  muft  not  fay,  no.  [D:eu 

Alb.  The  weight  of  this  fad  time  we  muft  obey. 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  fay. 
The  oldeft  hath  borne  moft  ;  we,  that  are  young, 
Shall  never  fee  fo  much,  nor  live  fo  long. 

[Exeunt  n>:ith  a  dead  March. 

;  ^^.^frltn^i  cf  my  full    A  SfjKiJh  Pbxafs,    Ami^^  dt  ti.: 
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*r  I M  O  N,  a  nolle  Athenian. 

Lacun'us,  y'^o  flattering  Lords. 

Apemantus,  a  churlijh  Philofopher, 

Sempronius,  another flai-teringLord, 

Alcibiades,  an  Athenian  General. 

Flavius,  Steward  to  Timon. 

Flaminius,  1 

Lucilius,     >Timoi\'s  fervants. 

Servilius,    j 

Caphis, 

Varro, 

rr^-     '  ffenjer at  Servants  to  Ufuren, 

Lucius, 

Hortenfius 

VenLidius,  one  of  T'lmon'^s  fa //e  Friends, 

Cupid  and  Majkers, 

Thie'ves,  Senators,  Poet,    Painter,    Jeweller,    Mercer, 
and  Merchant ',  imth  di'vers  Sgr'vants  and  Attendants. 

SCENE,  Athens  j  and  the  Woods  not  far  frQ7n  it> 
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A  C  T     i:      S  C  E  N  E    L 

A  Hall  in  TimonV  Houfe. 

Enter  Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  Merchant,  ^^»^  Mercer, 
at  fe'veral  Doors* 

POETo 

GOOD  day,  Sir. 
Fain.  I  am  glad  y'  are  well. 
?oet.  I  have  not  feen  you  long ;    how  gOC^ 
the  world  ? 
Tain,  It  wears.  Sir,  as  it  goes. 
Poet.  Ay,  that's  well  known. 
I  But  what  particular  rarity  ?  what  fo  ftrange, 
AVhich  manifold  Record  not  matches  ?  fee, 
(Magick  of  Bounty  !)  all  thefe  Spirits  thy  power 
Hath  conjur'd  to  attend.     I  know  the  merchant. 
Pain,  I  know  them  both  ;  th'  other's  a  jeweller. 
Mtr.  O  'tis  a  worthy  lord  ! 
7^xy.  Nay,  that's  moil  fixt. 

^Mer.  A  mod  incomparable  man,  breath'd  as  it  werf 
To  an  untirable  and  continuate  goodnefs. 

1  But  luh at  particular  rarity  ?  &c.]  Our  author,  it  is  obferva- 
ble,  has  made  his  poet  in  this  play  a  knave.  But  that  it  mighc 
not  re<le<3:  upon  x.\\q  profejfion ,  lie  has  made  him  only  a  pretender  to 
it,  as  appears  from  his  having  drawn  him,  all  the  way,  with  a  falie 
tarte  snd  judgment.  One  infallible  mark  of  which,  isafundnefs 
for  every  thing  ftrangej  furprizing  and  portentous ;  and  a  difregard 
for  whatever  is  common,  or  in  natyre,  Sknkefpear  therefore  lias 
with  great  delicacy  of  judgment  pot  his  poetafter  ppoii  this  iflijviiry.^ 
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He   paffes 

yeiu.  I  have  a  jewel  here. 

Mer.  O,  pray,    let's  fee't : 
jFor  the  lord  Timon,  Sir  ? 

Jenv.  If  he  will  touch  the  eftimate  :  but  for  that  — ^ 

Poet.  ^  JVhen  <voe  for  recompehce  ha've  praiidthe  'vile, 
Jt  Jiains  the  glory  in  that   happy  ^verje 
Which  aptly  Jings  the  good. 

Mer.   'Tis  a  good  form.  \_Looking  on  thejenjoeU 

Jeiv.  And  rich  ;  here  is  a  water,  look  ye. 

Pain.  You're  rapt.  Sir,  in  fome  work,  fome  dedi- 
cation 
To  the  great  lord. 

Poet.  A  thing  dipt  idly  from  me; 
Our  Poefie  is  as  a  Gum,  which  ifTues 
From  whence  'tis  nourifhed.     The  fire  i'  th'  flint 
Shews  not,  'till  it  be  ftruck  :  our  gentle  flame 

Provokes  it  felf,- and  like  the  current  flies 

3  Each  Bound  it  chafes.     What  have  you  there  ? 

Pain.  A  piilure.    Sir :  ..  when   comes  you" 

book  forth  ? 

Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  prefentment.  Sir. 
liCt's  fee  your  piece. 

Pain.  'Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet.  So  'tis, 
4-  This  comes  off  well  and  excellent. 

Pai?i.  IndifF'rent. 

Poet.  Admirable!  ^  how  this  grace 

Speaks 

"S.  When  tve  for  recompertce  See.']  We  muft  here  fuppofe  the  pcet 
l)ufy  reading  his  ov/n  work  j  and  that  thefe  three  lines  are  the  in- 
trcQuclion  of  the  poem  addreffed  to  ^imon,  v/hlch  he  afterwards 
gives  the  painter  an  account  cf. 

3  Each  Bound  it  chafes.]  Thns  the  folio  reads,  and  rightly. 

4  This  comes  off  nvelt  arid  excellent.']  By  this  we  are  to  under- 
fland  what  the  painters  call  the  goings  o^of  apiclure,  which  re- 
quires the  niceft  execution. 

5 bciv  this  grace 

Speah  its  cvjn  {landing?]  This  relates  to  the  attitude  of  the 
figure  ;  and  means  that  it  {lands  judicioufly  on  its  own  centre. 
And  net  only  fo,  but  that  it  has  a  gracefal  ftanding  likewile.  Of 
which  the  poet  in  HairM,  fpeakiDg  of  another  pidure,  fays, 

Jt  Statloji 
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Speaks  his  own  Handing  ?  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  (hoots  forth  ?  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip  ?  to  th'  dumbnefs  of  the  geflure 
One  might  interpret. 

Pain.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life  : 

Here  is  a  touch— -is't  good  ? 

Poet.  rU  fay  of  it, 
It  tutors  nature  ;  ^  artificial  (Irife 
Lives  in  thofe  touches,  livelier  than  life  : 
E7iter  certain  Senators. 
Pain.  How  this  lord  is  followed  ! 
Poet.  The  Senators  of  Athem  !  happy  [a]  man  f 
Pain.   Look,  more  ! 

Poet.  You  fee  this  confluence,    this  great  fiood  of 
vifiters. 
I  have,  in  this  rough  Work,  Ihap'd  out  a  Man, 
Whom  this  beneath-world  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  ampleft  entertainment.     My  free  drift 
Halts  not  particular,  but  moves  it  felf 
7:  In  a  wide  fea  of  wax  ;  ^  no  leven'd  malice 
Infects  one  Comma  in  the  courfe  I  hold, 
''  But  flies  an  eagle-flight,  bold,  and  forth  on, 
*'  Leaving  no  trad  behind." 

Pain    How  fliall  I  underfland  you? 

A  Station  like  the  Herault,  Mercwy, 
Neiv-Ugkted  on  a  hewven-kijfir.g  hill. 
which  I'nes  Milton  feems  to  have  had  in  view,    where  he  fays  oi 
Raphael, 

At  onct  on  th''  eaflern  Cliff  of  Parcdire 
He  lights,  and  to  his  proper  fiape  returns, 

Like  Maia's  fon  he  itood; 

6 artificial  ftrife]   Strife,  for  ai^icn  or  mntion. 

'J  In  a  ivide  fea  of  ivax  5]    Anciently  they  v/roce  upon    waxen 
tables   with  an  iron  x'^ile.  Oxford  Edito-, 

8   no   levell'd  malice']  Why  this  epithet  to  malxe  ? 

which  belongs  to  all  actions  whatfoever,  which  have  their  aim  or 
IcveL     Sbakefpear  wrote, 

__I — r.o  leven'd  malice y 

which  is  not  only  a  proper  epithet  for  the  acidity  of  that  paHion, 
but  aiifwers  well  to  the  next  wrrd?  infeci'.,  and,  leaving  no  traci 
hebind,  as  any  thing  fermenting  or  corrofive  does. 

na)  , '^man^    Mr.  22e5i5fl/i— — — Vulg.  meni 

Pcet, 
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Poet.  I'll  unbolt  to  you. 
You  fee,   how  all  conditions,  how  all  minds. 
As  well  of  glib  and  flipp'ry  (<?)  natures,  as 
Of  grave  and  aufiere  quality,    tender  down 
Their  fervice  to  lord  'Ti?non :  his  large  fortune. 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 
All  forts  cf  hearts;  yea,  from  the  glafs-fac'd  flatterer. 
To  Apemantus,  that  few  things  loves  better 
9  Than  to  abhor  himfelf ;  ev'n  he  drops  down 
The  knee  before  him,    and  returns  in  peace 
Moft  rich  in  'Timon\  nod. 

Pain.  I  faw  them  fpeak  together. 

Peet.  I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleafant  hill 
Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd.     The  Bafe  o'  th'  mount 
Is  rank'd  with  all  deferts,    all  kind  of  natures^ 
That  labour  on  the  bofom  of  this  fphere 
'  To  propagate  their  iUtes ;  amongft  them  all^ 
Whofe  eyes  are  on  this  fov'reign  lady  fixt. 
One  do  I  perfonate  of  Timons  frame, 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  iv'ry  hand  wafts  to  her, 
Whofe  prefent  grace  to  prefent  Haves  and  feivants 
Tranflates  his  rivals. 

Pain.  'Tis    conceiv'd,    to   fcope. 
This  throne,  this  Fortune,   and  this  Hill,   methinks. 
With  one  man  becken'd  from  the  rell  below. 
Bowing  his  head  againfl   the  fleepy  mount 
To  climb  his   happinefs,    would  be  well  exprefl 
*  In   our  condition. 

Poet,  Nay,  but  hear  me  on  : 
All  thofe  which  were  his  fellows  but  of  late. 
Some  better  than  his  value,    on  the  moment 
Follow  his  llrides ;    his  lobbies  fill  v*'ith  tendance ; 
3  Rain  facrincial  whifp'rings  in  his  ear; 
Make  facred  even  his  ilirrop;    and  through  him 

Drink 

9  Ihan  to  abhor  himjdf  \ — ]   For,  to  qii^iirel  wlih  hlmfelf. 

1  To  propagace  tkdr  fiatei  \\    l^o  propagate ^  for  to  make. 

2  In  cur  condition^   Condition,   for   art. 

3  Ram  facrificial  'luhijf  rings  in  his  ear  5]   The  fenfe  is  obvious, 
and  means,  in  general,  jiattering  him.     The  particular  kind  of  flat- 
tery 

£  (j)  — -^naturss,    Oxp       alter  — 
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Drink  the  free  air.  ^  ^  .  , 

P^/V;.  Ay,  marry,  what  of  thefe?      ^  .         , 

Pv/    When  Fortune  in  her  lliift  and  change  ot  mcod 
Spurns  down  her  late  belovM,  all  his  Dependants 
(Which  laboured  after  to  the  mountain's  top. 
Even  on  their  knees  and  hands,)  let  him  flip  down. 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot. 

Pab:.  'Tis  common  : 
A  thoufand  moral  Paintings  I  can  fhew, 
That  fliall  demonftrate  thefe  quick  blows  of  fortune 
More  pregnantly  than  words.     Yet  you  do  well 
To  fliew  lord  Timon,  that  mean  eyes  have  ieen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

SCENE    II. 

Trumpets  found.       Enter   Timon,    addreffmg    himftlf 
courteoujly  to   enjery  fuitor. 
Tim.  Imprifon'd  is  he,  fay  you  ?        [lo  a  Meff-enger. 
Mejf.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  five  talents  is  his  deoc. 
His  means  moil  fhort,  his  creditors  moil  flraight : 
Your  honourable  letter  he  defires 
To  thofe  have  fliut  him  up,  which  failing  to  him 
Periods  his  comfort. 

T"/^.  Noble  r^;?/-/.^/?^/ .'  well •    . 

I  am  not  of  that  feather  to  ihake  off 
My  friend  when  he  moll  needs  me.     I  do  know  him 
A  gentleman  that  well  deferves  a  help, 
Which  he  fhall  have.     I'll  pay  the  debt  and  free  him. 
hlef.  Your  lordfhip  ever  binds  him. 
"Tim.  Commend  me  to  him,  I  will  fend  his  ranfom  : 
And,  being  enfranchiz'd,  bid  him  com.e  to  me  ; 
'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up. 
But  to  fupport  him  after.     Fare  you  well. 

Mef.  All  happinefs  to  your  Honour  !  {Exit. 

tery  may  be  colleftcd  frcm  the  circumftance  cf  its  being  ofTered 
up  in  nvkijpiri  t  Which  fhevvs  it  was  the  calumniating  thofe  whom 
7/'w?K  hated  or  envied,  or  whcfe  vices  were  oppofite  to.  his  ov.nj 
This  otfcriiig  up,  to  the  perfcn  flattered,  the  murder'd  reputation 
of  others,  Shake  [pear  with  the  utmoft  beauty  of  thought  and  ex- 
preffion  talis  facnjicial  ivhijynng!,  aliudmg  to  the  yjclims  oa'er'd 
up  to  Iaol5»  _ 

Lnter 
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Enfer  an  Old  Athenian.  ^ 

Old  Ath.  Lord  Pinion,  hear  me  fpeak. 
^im.  Freely,  good  father. 
Old  Ath.  Thou  haft  a  fervant  nam'd  Lucilius, 
Tim.  I  have  fo  :  what  of  him  ? 
Old  Ath.  Moll  noble  Timon,  call  the  man  before  thee;' 
Tim.  Attends  he  here  or  no  ?  Liailiui  ! 

Enter  Lucilius. 
Luc.  Here,   at  your  lordlhip's  fervice. 
Old  Ath.  This  fellow  here,    lord  Timon,    this  thy 
creature 
By  night  frequents  my  houfe. .    I  am  a  man 
That  from  my  firft  have  been  inclin'd  to  thrift. 
And  my  eftate  deferves  an  heir  more  rais'd. 
Than  one  which  holds  a  trencher. 
Tim.  Well  :  what  further  .? 
Old  Ath.  One  only  daughter  have  T,  no  kin  elfe. 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got : 
The  maid  is  fair,  o'  th'  youngeft  for  a  bride. 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  deareft  coft. 
In  qualities  of  the  beft.     This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love  :  I  pray  thee,  noble  lord. 
Join  with  m.e  to  forbid  him  her  refort; 
My  felf  have  fpoke  in  vain. 
Tim.  The  man  is  honeft. 
Old  Ath.  ^Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon^ 
His  honefty  rewards  him  in  it  Mf, 
It  muft  not  bear  my  daughter. 
Tim.  Does  fhe  love  him  ? 
Old  Ath.  She  is  young,  and  apt : 
Our  own  precedent  paffions  do  inftrud  us. 
What  levity's  in  youth. 
Tim.  Love  you  the  maid  ? 
Luc,  Ay,  my  good  lord,  and  fhe  accepts  of  it. 
Old  Ath.  If  in  her  marriage  my  confent  be  miiTing, 
I  call  the  Gods  to  witnefs,    I  v.  '11  chufe 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world, 

4  therefore  be  nvtll  he^  Timon.]  The  thought  is  clofely  ex- 
prefs'd,  and  obfcure  :  but  this  fsems  che  meaning.  If  the  man  be 
honejl,  ivy  lord,  for  that  reef  on  he  ivill  be  fo  in  this^  and  not  endea» 
^Qur  at  the  injujiice  ^f  gaining  my  daughter  ivithout  my  confent . 

And 
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And  dlfpoffefs  her  all. 

Tim.  Kow  fliall  fhe  be  endowed, 
If  fhe  be  mated  with  an  equal  hulband  ? 

0/a'  /iV;?'    Three  talents  on  the  preient,  m  future  aJI. 
Tim.  This  gentleman  cf  mine  hath  ferv'd  me  long  ; 
To  build  his  fortune  1  will  ftrain  a  little. 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.     Give  him  thy  daughter : 
What  you  beftow,  in  him  TU  counterpoiie. 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 

Qui  Jth.  Moil  noble  lora,         ^ 
Pawn  me  to  this  your  honour,  llie  is  his. 

Ti,n    My  hand  to  thee,  mine  honour  on  my  promiie. 
Luc.  Humbly  I  thank  your  i.ordlhip  :  s  never  may 
That  ftate,  or  fortune,  fall  into  my  keeping. 
Which  is  not  own'd  to  you^  ,    ,,  ^  ,      • 

\^Exsunt  Lucilms  and  oid  Atnenian. 
Toet.  Vouchfafe   my  labour,    and  long  live   your 

lordfhip ! 
Tim    I  thank  you,  you  (hall  hear  from  me  anon  : 
Go  not  away.     What  have  you  there,  my  friend  ? 
Fain.  Apiece  of  Painting,  which  I  do  belsech 
Your  lordiTiip  to  "accept. 

Tim.  Painting  is  welcome. 
The  painting  is  almoPi:  the  natural  man  : 
For  fmce  diihonour  trafficks  with  man's  nature. 
He  is  but  out-fide  :  penciPd  figures  are 
Ev'n  fuch  as  they  give  out.     I  like  your  Work ; 
And  you  fhall  find,    I  like  it :  wait  attendance 
'Till  you  hear  further  from  me. 
Pah..  The  Gods  preferve  ye  ! 

Tim.  Well  fare  you,  gentleman ;  give  me  your  hand^ 
We  muft  needs  dine  together  :  Sir,  your  jewel 
Hath  fuffer'd  under  praife. 

e  . . . vcver  maj 

That  ft  ate,  or  fortune,  fall  into  my  keeping. 

Which  ii  not  ow'd  ts you  /]  :'.  e.  may  I  never  have  any  ac- 
ceffion  of  fortune  which  you  are  not  the  author  of.  An  odd  flrain 
of  complaifance.     We  fliould  read, 

IVbich  is  not  own'd  to  you. 
i.  e.  which  I  will  not  acknowledge  you  laid  the  foundation  of  in  this 
scneroas  ad.  ^ 
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"Jg-w.  What,  my  lord  r  difpraife  ? 

Th».  A  mcer  (atiety  of  commendations : 
It  I  fhould  pay  you  for't  as  'us  extoll'd. 
It  would  unclew  me  quite. 

Jenu.  My  lord,  'tis  rated 
As  thoff ,  which  fell,  would  give  :  but  you  well  knew, 
1  hings  ot  like  value,  diliering  in  the  owners, 
Are  by  their  mafters  priz'd  ;  Believ't,  dear  lord^ 
Yoa  mend  the  jewel  by  the  wearin'^  it 

Trr^j.  Well  mock'd.  * 

Mer.  No,  my   good  lord,  he  fpeaks  the  common 
tongue^ 
Which  all  jnen  fpeak  with  him.. 

Tim,  Look,  who  comes  here. 

SCENE     III. 
^  Enter  Apemantus. 
;Willyoube  chid? 

Jeiv,  We'll  bear  it  with  your  lordihip: 
Mer,  He'll  fpare  none. 

Vm.  7Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantus  f 
Apern,  'Till  I  be  gentle,  Hay  for  thy  good  morrow, 
******         4)t 

^^pem.  When  thou  art  r/«o«'s  dog,  and  thefe  knaves 
honeil. 

Tim.  Why  doll  thou  call  them  knaves,  thou  know'ft 
tnem  not  ? 

Apem,  Are  they  not  Athenians? 

6  Enter  Apemantus.]  See  this  charafler  of  a  Cynic  finely  drawn 
by  Lucian,  m  his  Auaion  of  the  Fhllojopkers  j  and  how  well  Shake- 
Jfear  has  copied  it. 

7   Tim.  Good  morroto  to  thee,  gentle   Apemantus  ! 
Apem.  ''Till  I  he  gentle,  flay  for  thj  good  ir.orr<nv  j 

.         '^'-'(^  thou  art  Timon'i  dcg,  and  thefe  kna-ves  honefi.  J 
The  iirft  line  of  j^pemanttn's  anfwer  is  to   the  purpofe  j  the  fecond 
abfurd  and  nonfenfical  j  which  proceeds   fiom  the  lofs  of  a   fpeech 
dropt  from  between  them,  that  fhould  be  thus  reftored,. 
Tim.  Good  morroio  $o  thee,  gentle  Apemantus  ! 
Apem.  'Ti  III  be  gentle,  ft  ay  for  thy  good  morrow. 
[Poet.  When  ivill  that  be  P  ] 
Apem.  f'Fben  tbeu  art  TiaiQn" s  dog,  and  thcje  kvavuboneji, 

Tim, 
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fim.  Yes. 

Jpsm.  Then  I  repent  not. 
Jew.  You  know  me,  Apemar.tus, 
Apem.  Thou  know'ft  1  do,  I  call'd  thee  by  thy  name. 
^im.  Thou  art  proud,  Jpemantus. 
Apem.  Of  nothing  fo  much,  as  that  1  am  not  like 
fimon. 

Tim.  Whither  art  going  ? 

A^em.  To  knock  out  an  honeft  Athenian?^  brains. 
Tim.  That's  a  deed  thoult  die  for. 
Apem.  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  the  law. 
7/w.  Howlik'il  thou  this  pidlure,  Apemanttis? 
Apem.  The  beft,  for  the  innocence. 
Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well,  that  painted  it  ? 
Apem.  He  wrought  better,  that  made  the  Painter  : 
and  yet  he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  \\ork. 
Paint.  Y'are  a  dog. 

Apem.  Thy  mother's  of  my  generation  :  what  s  Ihe, 
if  I  be  a  dog  ? 

Tim.  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem,  No,  I  eat  not  lords. 

Tim.  If  thou  ihould'ft,  thou'dll  anger  ladies. 

Apem.  O,  they  eat  lords  ;  fo   they  come  by  great 
bellies. 

Tim.  That's  a  lafcivious  apprehenfion. 

AHm.  So  thou  apprehend'^  it.     Take  it  for  thy  la- 
bour, 

Tim.  How  doft  thou  like  this  jewel,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Not  fo  w^ll  as  Plain-dealing,  which  will  not 
coll  a  man  a  doit. 

Tim.  What  doft  thou  think  'tis  worth  ? 

Apem.  Not  worth  my  thinking  —  How  now,  Poet? 

Voet.  How  now,  Philofopher  ? 

Apem.  Thou  lieft. 

Poet.  Art  thou  not  one  ? 

Apem.  Yes. 

Pcet.  Then  I  lie  not. 

Apem.  Art  not  a  poet? 

Poet.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  thou  Hell:  look  in  thy  lafl  work,  where 
thou  hall  feign'd  him  a  worthy  fellow. 

poet* 
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Poet.  That's  not  feign'd,  he  is  {o. 

Apem,  Yes,  he  is  worthy  o'  thee,  and  to  pay  thee 
for  thy  labour.  He  that  loves  to  be  flattered,  is  wor- 
^%-°  ^^,./^''^"-^e^'-     f  Icav'ns,  that  I  were  a  lord  ! 

Tim.   What  would'fl  do  then,  Apemantus  ? 

Apenu  Ev'n  as  Apemantus  dees  now,  hate  a  lord 
With  my  heart. 

':?Vw. 'Whar,  thy  {t\it 

Ape7n,  Ay. 

Tim.  Wherefore  ? 

Apem.  8  That  1  had  To  hungry  a  wit,  to  be  a  lord.— 
Art  thou  not  a  Merchant  ?  .* 

Mer.  hy,   Apemantus. 

ff '^•r?i?^'^^*  confound  thee,  if  the  Gods  will  not 
Mer    li  Traffick  do  it,  the  Gods  do  it. 
Apem.  Trainck's  thy  God,  and  thy  God  confound 
fhee  ! 

^rimpets  found.     Enter  a  Ms/fenTer, 
Tim.^  What  trumpet's  that  r  "^ 

Me/.  'Th  Alcibiades,  and  fome  twenty  horfe 
AJl  of  companionfhip, 
Tim.  Fray,  entertain  them,  give  them  guide  to  us ; 

'T?-n  Tu     "^  ,  '  ^'""^  ^"''^-'^  ""^  '  SO  not  you  hence, 
i  111  I  have  thankt  yoa;  and  when  dinner's  done,    " 
bhew  me  this  piece.     I'm  joyful  of  your  fights. 
Tv/r  n  ^'^^^''  Akihizdes  cvji/,0  the  reji. 

Moft  welcome,  Sir  !  [Bo^i^^  and emhracing. 

Apem.^  So,  fo  !  Aches  contraft,  and  flarve  your 
fapple  jomts !  that  there  fliould  be  fmall  love  amongil 
thefe  fweet  knaves,  and  ail  this  courtefie  !  the  lirain  of 
man  s  bred  out  into  baboon  and  monkey. 

TV  /i'^i  ^^^  ^"^^  ^^^^''^  ^'y  "^^m^Zy  and  I  feed 
JVioft  hungerly  on  your  fight. 

Tim.  Right  welcome,  l^ir, 

?^^j-^^  ^°  P^^^'  ^'^'^^  ^^^^^  ^  bounteous  time 

In  different  pleafures.     Pray  you,  let  us  in.     [Exeunt. 

S  .'That  I  had  Ko  A^c^r  ivlf,  to  be  a  ford,}  This  reading  is  ab- 
furd  a.nd  un.nteHigibJe.  But,  as  I  have  reftor'd  the  text,  it  is  fa- 
tincalcnougn  of  confcience,  W^:,  I  would  hate  my  klf.  for  having 

Zr^Tt'"''       'r    T  '"'''  ^^  ^n^^gni'-^cant  a  title,    'in  the  fame 
lenie  d/yakejpear  ufss  leun-iuitted  in  hh  Richard  II, 
And  thou  a  lunatick,  lean-witted,  fooh 

SCENE 
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SCENE    iV. 
>     I^lanet  Apemantus.      Enter  Lucius  and  Lucullus, 

Luc.  What  time  a   day  is't,  Jpemantus  ? 

Jpem.  Time  to  be  honeH. 

Luc.  That  time  ferves  ilill. 

Jpem.  The  moit  accurfed  thou,  thatfiill  omitt'il  it. 

LucuL  Thou  art  going  to  lord  Timons  feaft. 

Jpem.  Ay,  to  fee  meat  fill  knaves,  and  wine   heat 
fools . 

LucuL  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 

Jpem.  Thou  art  a  fool  to  bid  me  farewel  twice. 

LucuL  Why,   Apemantus  ? 

Jpem.  Thou  lliould'ft  have  kept  one  to  thy  felf,  for  I 
mean  to  give  thee  none. 

Luc.  Hang  thy  felf. 

Apem.  No,  I  will  Ao  nothing  at  thy  bidding  :  make 
thy  requeits  to  thy  friend. 

Luc.  Away,  unpeaceable  dog,  or  —  I'll  fpurn  thee 
hence. 

Jpem.  I  will  fly,  like  a  dog,  the  heels  o'  th'  afs. 

Luc.  He's  oppof.te  to  humanity. 
Come,  ihail  we  in,  and  tafte  lord  "Timons  bounty  ? 
He,  fure,  out-goes  the  very  heart  of  kindnefs. 

Lucul.  He  pours  it  out.     Plutus,  the  God  of  gold. 
Is  but  his  Steward  :  no  meed  but  he  repays 
Seven-fold  above  itfelf ;  no  gift  to  him. 
But  breeds  the  giver  a  Return  exceeding 
9 All  Mifc  of  quittance. 

Luc,  The  nobleil  mind  he  carries. 
That  ever  governed  man. 

LucuL  Long  may  he  live  in  fortunes !  ftiall  we  in  ?] 

Luc.  ril  keep  you  company.  {^Exeunt ^ 

9  AH  ufi  of  quittance']  i.  e.  All  the  cuflomary  returns  made  in 
dirdiaige  ci'  obiiga'.ions. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    V.     Another  Apartment  in  Timon'sHoufe 

Hautboys  flaying,  loud  mujick.  A  great  hanquet  fernPi 
in  'y  and  then  enter  Timon,  Lucius,  Lucullus,  Sem- 
pronius,  and  other  Athenian  fenators,  ivith  Venti- 
dius.  Then  comes,  droppiffg  after  all,  Apemantus 
dijcontentedly. 

/^^;;.'j^yTOST  honour'd  Timon,  it  hath  pleas 'd  th^ 

To  call  my  father's  age  unto  long  peace. 

He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich. 

Then,  as  in  grateful  virtue  I  am  bound 

To  your  free  lieart,  I  do  return  thofe  talents. 

Doubled  with  thanks  and  fervice,  from  whofe  help 

I  deriv'd  liberty. 

Tim,  O,  by  no  means, 
Honeft  Ventidius  :  you  miftake  my  love  ; 
I  gave  it  freely  ever,  and  there's  none 
Can  truly  fay  he  gives,  if  he  receives  : 
'  1£  our  Betters  play  at  that  game,  we  mull:  not. 
Apem.  Dare  to  imitate  them  :  Faults  that  are  rich,  arr 
fair. 

Ven.  A  noble  fpirit. 

Tim.  Nay,  ceremony  was  but  devis'd  at  firft. 
To  fet  a  glofs  on  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes, 
*  Recanting  goodnefs,  forry  ere  'tis  fhown  : 
But  where  there  is  true  friendlhip,  there  needs  none. 

I  If  our  Betters  play  at  that  game,  nve  muft  not  dare 

Tlo  imitate  them.  Faults  that  are  rich,  are  fair, '\   Thefe  two 
lines  are  abfurdly  given  to  Timon.     They  fliciild  be  read  thus, 

Tim.    If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  ive  mu!i  not. 

Ap^m.  Dare  to  imitate  them  :  Faults  that  are  rich,  are  fair: 
This  is  faid  fatirically  and  in  chara(fler-  It  v/as  a  fober  lefledlion  in 
Timon  j  who,  by  our  betters,  meant  the  G'kIs,  which  require  to  be 
repaid  for  benefits  received  :  but  it  would  be  imp;ety  in  men  to  ex- 
peft  the  fame  obfervance  for  the  trifling  good  they  do.  Jpemantus, 
agreeably  to  his  charafter,  perverts  this  fentiment  ;  as  if  Timon  had 
fpokeof  earthly  grandees  and  potentates,  who  expert  Jargeft  returns 
for  their  favours ;  and  therefore,  ironxaUy,  replies  as  above. 

a  Recanthg  goodnefs,  ferry  ere  'tis  Jhoivn,']  Goodnefs,  for  bene-  , 
£cence. 

Pray, 
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Pray,  fit ;  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes, 
Than  they  to  me.  U^ey  fi^  doivn, 

Luc.  We  always  have  confeft  it. 

Jpem.  Ho,  ho,  confeft  it  ?  hang'd  it,  have  you  not  ? 

Tim.  O,   Apemantui  /  you  are  welcome. 

Apem.  No  ;  you  fhall  not  make  me  welcome.  I 
come  to  have  thee  thruil:  me  out  of  doors. 

Tim.  Fie,  th'  art  a  churle  ;  ye  have  got  a  humour 
there 
Does  not  become  a  man,  'tis  much  to  blame  : 
They  fay,  my  lords,  that  Ira  furor  bfevis  eji. 
But  yonder  man  is  ever  angry. 
Go,  let  him  have  a  Table  by  himfelf : 
For  he  does  neither  afFeft  company, 
Nor  is  he  fit  for'r,  indeed. 

Apem.  Let  me  ftay  at  thy  peril,  Tinicn  ;  I  come  to 
obferve,  I  give  thee  v.'arning  on't. 

Tim.  I  take  no  heed  of  thee  i  th'  art  an  Athenian, 
therefore  welcome;  1  my  felf  would  have  no  power — 
pr'ythee,  let  my  meat  make  thee  f  lent. 

Apem.  ^  I  fcornthy  meat ;  'twould  choak  me,  'fore 
I  Ihould  e'er  flatter  thee.  O  you  Gods '  what  a  num- 
ber of  men  eat  Timon,  and  he  fees  'em  not?  It  grieves 
me  to  fee 

So  many  dip  their  meat  in  one  man's  Wood, 
Tind,  all  the  madnefs  is,  ^  he  cheers  them  up  too. 
I  wonder,  men  dare  truH  themfelves  with  m.en  ! 
Methinks,  they  fhould  invite  them  without  knives: 
Good  for  their  meat,  and  fafer  for  their  lives. 
There's  much  example  for't  ;  the  fellow,  that 
Sits  next  him  now,  parts  bread  with  him,  and  pledges 
The  breath  of  him  in  a  divided  draught. 
Is  th'  readieft  man  to  kill  him.     'T  has  been  prov'd. 

3  1  Jcorrt  thy  meat,  ''fMCuld  chcak  v:e  :  for  J  Jhould  ne'er 
jlatter  tbee.'\  A  very  pretty  reafon  why  his  meat  would  choak  him, 
becaufe,  he  ihould  never  flatter  him.  We  ihould  read  and  point  this 
nonfenle  thus, 

I  Jcorn  thy  meat :  ""tivould  cbeak  mCy  'for  E 
I  Jkould  E'ER  flatter  thte. 
i.  e.  before  I  fhould  ever  flatter  thee. 

4,  be  cheer:  them  up   too.]   1  beHeve  Shakefpear  wrote  up  to't. 

Were 
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"Were  I  a  Great  man,  I  fiiould  fear  to  drink. 

Left  they  fhould  fpy  my  wind-pipe's  dangerous  notes ; 

Great  men  fhould  drink  with  harnefs  on  their  throats. 

Tim    My  lord,  in  heart;  and  let  the  health  go  round. 

hucul.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  lord. 

Ape7n.  Flow  this  way  !  —  a  brave  fellow  !  he  keeps 
his  tides  well  ;  thofe  healths  will  make  thee  and  thy 
Hate  look  ill,  Timon.  Here's  that  which  is  too  weak 
to  be  a  finner,  honeft  water,  which  ne'er  left- man  i'  th' 
mire. 

This  and  my  food  are  equal,  there's  no  odds  ; 
Feails  are  too  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  Gods. 

Apemantus'j   Grace. 

Immortal  Gods,  I  cra've  nopelf', 
1  pray  for  no  man  hut  rny  [elf ; 
Grant ,  I  may  nenjer  pro've  fo  fond 
To  truft  man  on  his  oat  by  or  bond  ; 
Or  a  harlot  for  her  iveeping ; 
Or  a  dog,  that  feems  afeeping  ; 
Or  a  keeper  ivith  my  freedom  ; 
Or  my  friends,   if  If>ould  need'em. 
Amen,  Amen  i  ^o  fall  to''t  : 
Rich  men  fin,  and  I  eat  root. 

Much  good  dich  thy  good  heart,  Apemantus ! 

Tim.  Captain,  Akibiades,  your  heart's  in  the  field  now. 

Ale.  My  heart  is  ever  at  yourfervice,  my  lord, 

Tim.  You  had  rather  been  at  breakfaft  of  enemies, 
than  a  dinner  of  friends. 

Ale.  ?o  they  were  bleeding  new,  my  lord,  there's  no 
meat  like  'em.  I  could  wifh  my  friend  at  fuch  afeaft. 

Ape?n.  'Would  all  thefe  flatterers  were  thine  enemies 
then ;  that  thou  might'ft  kill  'em,  and  bid  me  to  'em  ! 

Luc.  Might  we  but  have  the  happinefs,  my  lord, 
that  you  uould  once  ufe  our  hearts,  whereby  we  might 
exprefs  forne  part  of  our  zeals,  we  fhould  think  ourfelves 
for  ever  perfeft. 

'fim.  Uh,  no  doubt,  my  good  friends,  but  the  Gods 
themfelves  have  provided  that  I  fhall  have  as  much 

help 
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help  from  you:  s  how  had  you  been  my  friends  elfe  ? 
why  have  you  that  charitable  title  from  thoufands, 
did  not  you  chiefly  belong  to  my  heart  ?  I  have  told 
more  of  you  to  my  felf,  than  you  can  with  modefty 
fpeak  in  your  own  behalf.  And  thus  far  I  confirm 
you.  Oh  you  Gods ;  (think  I,)  what  need  we  have 
any  friends,  if  we  fhould  never  have  need  of  'em? 
they  would  moil  refemble  Aveet  Inftruments  hung  up 
in  cafes,  that  keep  their  founds  to  themfelves.  Why, 
I  have  often  wiftit  my  lelf  poorer,  that  I  might  come 
rearer  to  you  :  we  are  born  to  do  benefits.  And  what 
better  or  properer  can  we  call  onr  own,  than  the  riches 
of  our  friends  ?  O,  what  a  precious  comfort  'tis  to 
have  fo  many,  like  brothers,  commanding  one  ano- 
ther*s  fortunes !  O  joy,  e'en  [a]  made  a  joy  ere't  can 
be  born ;  mine  eyes  cannot  hold  water,  methinks :  to 
forget  their  faults,  I  drink  to  you. 

Jpem.  (b)  Thou  weep'll  but  to  make  them  drink 
thee,  Timon, 

LucuL  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes. 
And  at  that  inftant  like  a  babe  fprung  up. 

Apem.  Ho,  ho  !  I  laugh  to  think  that  babea  baflard. 

3  Lord.  I  promife  you,    my  lord,    you  mov'd  me 
much. 

Afem.  Much  ! 

Sound  Tucket. 

7im.  What  means  that  trump  ?  how  now  ? 

5  h:iv  bad  you  been  my  friends  elfe?  'why  have  yu  that  chzthi" 
ble  title  from  thoufands,']  The  Oxford  Editor  alters  charitable  title 
to  charaasr  ard  title.  He  did  not  know  that  charitable  figni- 
fies  dear,  endeidng  :  nor  confequently  undenlood  what  Milton 
meant  by, 

Relations  dear,  a'fij  all  the  Chzr\i\c% 

Of  father,  Jon,  and  brother— ~~-=^ 
Almiy  in  EngUfl?,    are  called  Charities,    and  from  thence  we  may 
collea  that  our  anceftors  knew   well  in  what  the  virtue  of  alms- 
giving confifled  j   not  in  the  aB,  but  the  difpofition. 

[{a)  made  a  joy.     Oxford  Editor Vulg.  made  away."] 

l[b)  Thou  wee f  ft  but  to  make  them  drink  thte.  Oxford  Editor-^ 
Vulg.  Thou  iveep'Jl  to  make  tbm  drink. 

Vol.  VI.  H  Entir 
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Enter  ^ernjant. 

Ser'v.  Pleafe  you,  my  lord,  there  arc  certain  ladies 
jnoft  defirous  of  admittance. 

Tim.  Ladies  ?  what  are  their  wills  ? 

Serv.  There  comes  with  them  a  fore-runner,  my 
lord,  which  bears  that  office  to  fignifie  their  pleafures. 

*rim.  I  pray,  let  them  be  admitted. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Cupid  <with  a  Mafque  of  Ladiesy  as  Amazons. 

Cup.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon,  and  to  all 
That  of  his  bounties  tafte  I  the  five  beft  Senfes 
Acknowledge  thee  their  patron  ;  and  do  come 
Freely  to  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bofom  : 
6Th'  Ear,   Tafte,   Touch,    Smell,   pleas'd  from  thy 

Table  rife, 
Thefe  only  now  come  but  to  feaft  thine  eyes. 

T^im.  They're  welcome  all ;    let  'em  have  kind  ad- 
mittance. 
Let  mufick  make  their  welcome. 

Luc.  You  fee,  my  lord,  how  amply  you're  belov'd. , 
Apem.    Hoyday  !    what  a  fweep  of  vanity   comes 
this  way  ! 
7  They  dance,  they  are  mad  women. 

Like 

6  There  m/^,  -touch,  z\\  pleased  from  thy  fahle  rife. 

They  only  noiv—']  The  five  fenfes  are  ta'ked  of  by  Cupid, 
but  three  of  them  only  are  made  out  j  and  thofe  in  a  very  heavy  un- 
intelligible manner.     It  is  pljin  therefore  w?  fhould  read, 

th'  ear  j  tafie,  touch,  smill,  pleas' d from  thy  Table  rife. 

These  only  new  &c. 
a.  e,  -the  five  fenfes,  Timon,  acknowledge  thee  their  patron  j  four  <rf 
them,  vix,  the  bearing,  touch,  tafte  and  fmell,  are  all  feafted  at  thy 
board  i  and  thefe  ladies  come  with  me  to  entertain  your  fgbt  in  a 
Mafque.  MaJJinger,  in  his  Duke  of  MiHaine,  copied  the  paflage 
from  Sbakefpear  ;  and,  apparently,  before  it  was  thus  corrupted^ 
where,  fpeaking  cf  a  banquet,  he  fays, 

■ yf»7  that  may  be  had 

Tc  pleafe  the  eye,  the  ear,  tafte,  touch  or  fmell, 

jire  careful/]^  provided. 

•J  'They  dance,  they  are  mad  ivomen. 

Like  madnefs,    is  the  glory  of  this  life  ; 

As  this  pcmp  fheivs  to  a  little  oyl  and  rfo/.J   This  is  Jipe- 

mentui'M 
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Like  madnefs,  is  the  glory  of  this  life ; 

******* 
As  this  pomp  Ihews  to  a  little  oyl  and  root. 
We  make  ourfelves  fools,  to  difport  ourfelves  ; 
And  fpend  our  flatteries,  to  drink  thofe  men, 
^  Upon  whofe  age  we  void  it  up  again. 

With  poifonous  Ipight  and  envy ■ 

Wlio  lives,  that's  not  depraved  or  depraves  ? 
Who  dies  that  bears  not  one  fpurn  to  their  graves 

Of  their  friends'  gift  ? — ■ 

I  fhou;d  fear,  thofe,   that  dance  before  me  now. 
Would  one  day  ftamp  upon  me  :  'T  has  been  done$ 
Men  Ihut  their  doors  againft  the  fetting  fun. 

The  Lords  rife  from  table,  nxsith  much  adoring  of 
Timon  ;  each  fingling  out  an  Amazon,  and  all 
dance t  men  ^with  nvomen  ;  a  lofty  fl rain  or  tvjo 
to  the  hautboys,  and  ceafe. 

Tim,   You  have   done  our  pleafures  much  grac^> 
fair  ladies. 
Set  a  fair  fafliion  on  our  entertainment. 
Which  was  not  half  fo  beautiful  and  kind : 
You've  added  worth  unto't,   and  lively  luftre. 
And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  device. 
1  am  to  thank  you  for  it. 

Luc.  My  lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  befl". 

j^pem.  Faith,  for  the  wovll  is  filthy,    and  would  not 
hold  taking,  I  doubt  me. 

mantiis''s  reflection  on  the  Millc  of  L.^dies:  and,  for  its  obfcurJty, 
would  become  any  pagan  philoiopher.  The  firjl  line  is  a  compleat 
fentence  :  the  jecor.d  is  the  beginning  of  a  new  reflection  ;  and  the 
thirds  the  concl'jfion  of  it  by  a  finnilitude.  Hence  it  appears,  that 
fome  lines  are  tiropt  out  and  loft  from  between  the  fecond  and  third 
▼erfes.  I  conjedure  the  fenfe  of  the  whole  might  be  this,  The  glory 
ef  human  life  is  hke  the  madnefs  of  this  Mafk  j  it  is  a  falfe  aim  at 
bappinefs,  which  is  to  be  obtained  only  by  fobriety  and  temperance 
in  a  privace  and  retired  life.  But  fuperiicial  judges  will  always  pre- 
fer porap  and  glory  j  becaufe  in  outward  appearance  it  has  fo  greatly 
tile  advantage  :  as  great  as  this /»<3«i/'or/i  fupper  appears  to  have  above 
my  oil  and  root.  This,  in  my  opinion,  was  the  fentiment  that 
coiineded  the  fecond  and  third  lines  together:  which  for  the  future 
fliould  be  read  with  afterifks  between  them. 

8  Upon  tvboje  age  we  wid  it ]    jige,  for  decay  of  fortune, 

poverty. 

H  z  Tim. 
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^im.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet  attends  you. 
Pleafe  you  to  difpofe  your  felves. 

Jll  La.  Mod  thankfully,  my  lord.  [^Exeunt. 

*Iitn.  Fla'vius 

Flav.  My  lord, 

^im.  The  little  caiket  bring  me  hither. 

Tlav.  Yes,  my  lord.     More  jewels  yet  ?  there  is  no 
croffmg  him  in's  humour, 

Elfe  I  Ihould  tell  him well i 'faith,  I  fhould. 

When  all's  fpent,  he'd  be  crofs'd  then  if  he  could  : 

'Tis  pity,  Bounty  has  not  eyes  behind ; 

That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 

Lucul.  Where  be  our  men  ? 

Serv.  Here,  my  lord,  in  readinefs. 

Luc.  Our  Horfes. 

*Tim,  O  my  good  friends ! 
I  have  one  word  to  fay  to  you ;  look,  my  lord, 
I  mufl  entreat  you,  honour  me  fo  much 
As  to  advance  this  jewel,  accept  and  wear  it, 
Kind  my  lord ! 

Luc.  I  am  fo  far  already  in  your  gifts 

Ml.  So  are  we  all.         \_Exe>  Lucius,  Lucullus,  ^t, 

SCENE     VIL 
Enter  a  Bei'varit. 

Ser^v.  My  lord,    there  are  certain  nobles  of  the  Se- 
nate newly  alighted,    and  come  to  viiit  you. 
^im.  They  are  fairly  welcome. 

J^e- enter  Flavius. 
Flav.  I  befeech  your  Honour,  vouchfafe  me  a  word  j 
it  docL  concern  you  near. 
^itn.  [a) Mc  near?    Why  then  another   time  Ffl 
hear  thee. 
I  pr'ythee,  let's  be  provided  to  fliew  them  entertain- 
ment. 
Flwu.  I  fcarce  know  how. 

Enter  another  ^ernjant. 
2  ^er'v.  May   it  pleafe  your  Honour^    lord  Lucius, 

[(^)  Me  near?  Oxf^tdBdicor, Ynlg.ntar.} 

out 
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out  of  his  free  love,    haih  prefented  to  you  four  milk- 
white  horfes  trapt  in  filver. 

Tim.  1  fhall  accept  them  fairly  :  let  the  Prefents 
Be  worthily  entertain'd. 

Enter  a  third  Ser'vant. 
How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

3  Serv.  Pleafe  you,  my  lord,  that  honourable  gen- 
tleman, Lord  Lucullus,  entreats  your  company  to- 
morrow to  hunt  with  him,  and  has  fent  your  Honour 
two  brace  of  grey-hounds. 

l^im.  I'll  hunt  with  him  -,  and  let  them  be  received, 
not  without  fair  reward. 

Fla-v.  What  will  this  come  to  ?  he  commands  us  to 
provide,  and  give  great  gifts,  and  all  out  of  an  empty 
coffer  :  Nor  will  he  know  his  purfe,  or  yield  me  this. 
To  fhew  him  what  a  beggar  his  heart  is, 
Beiff^  of  no  power  to  make  his  wiihes  good  ; 
His  promifes  fly  fo  beyond  his  ftate. 
That  what  he  fpeaks  is  all  in  debt ;    he  owes  for  ev'ry 

word : 
He  is  fo  kind  that  he  pays  intereft  for't : 
His  land's  put  to  their  books.     Well,  would  I  were 
Gently  put  out  of  office,  ere  I  were  forc'd  \ 
Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed. 
Than  fuch  that  do  e'en  enemies  exceed. 
I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  lord.  \Exit, 

Tinit  You  do  your  felves  much  wrong,  you  bate 
too  much  of  your  own  merits.  Here,  my  lord,  a 
trifle  of  our  love. 

1  Lord.  With  more  than  common  thanks  I  will  re^ 
ceive  it. 

3  Lord.  He  has  the  very  foul  of  bounty. 

Tim.  And  now  I  remember,  my  lord,  you  gave 
good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courfer  I  rode  on, 
'Tis  yours,  becaufe  you  lik'd  it. 

2  Lord,  Oh,  I  beieech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord^ 
in  that. 

Tim.  You  m.ay  take  my  word,  my  lord  :  I  know  no 
man  .can  jultly  praife,  but  what  he  does  affeft.  I  weigh 
my  friend's  alFedion  with  my  own  ;  I  tell  you  true, 
rll  call  on  you. 

H  5  MI 
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All  Lords.  O,  none  fo  welcome. 

lim.  I  take  all,  and  your  feveral  vifitations 
So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give 
{a)  My  thanks,  I  could  deal  Kingdoms  to  my  friends. 
And  ne'er  be  weary.     yUcibiades, 
Thou  art  a  foldier,  therefore  feldom  rich. 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee  ;  thy  living 
Is  'mongft  the  dead  ;  and  all  the  lands  thou  haft 
Lye  in  a  pitcht  field. 

Jlc.  I  defie  lai  d,  my  lord. 

1  Lord   We  are  (o  virtuoufly  bound — 
^im.  And  fo  am  I  to  you. 

2  Lord.  So  infinitely  endear'd 

*rim.  All  to  you.     Lights  f  more  lights,  more  lights. 

3  Lord.  The  beft  of  happinefs,  honour  and  fortunes. 
Keep  with  you,  lord  Timon 

Tim,  Ready  for  his  friends.  \_Exeunt  Lords, 

SCENE     VIII. 

jSpem.  What  a  coil's  here, 
*  Serring  of  becks  and  jutting  out  of  bums ! 
I  doubt,  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  fums 
That  are  giv'n  for  'em.     Friendftiip's  full  of  dregs  ; 
iMethinks,  falfe  hearts  fhould  never  have  found  legs. 
Thus  honell:  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  court'fies. 

7i?n.  Now,   Apemantus,  if  thou  wert  not  fullen, 
J  would  be  good  to  thee. 

Apem  No,  I'll  nothing;  for  if  Ifliould  be  brib'd 
too,  there  would  be  none  left  to  rail  upon  thee,  and 
then  thou  wouldll  fm  the  fafter.  Thou  giv'ft  fo  long, 
timony    7  I  fear  me,,  thou  wilt  give  away  thy  felf  in 

proper 

6  %^%\\v.G  of  bech. ]  This  nonfenfe  ftouJd  be  read, 

Serring  of  becks. 

from  the  French^  ferret,  to  join  clofe  together,     A  metaphor  taken 
from  the  billing  of  pigeons. 

7  I  fear  me,  tbowwtlt  give  away  thy  felf  in  pzptrjhorty.]  i.e. 
be  ruin'd  by  his  fecurities  entered  into.  But  this  fenfe  is  flat,  and 
jelifnes  very  little  of  the  fait  in  Jpemantuih  other  refledions.  We 
(hould  read, 

.     I        givt 

[{a)  My  thanh.    Onfoti Editor Valg.  metbinks.l 


TiMON  OF  Athens.  151 

proper  fhortly.     What  need  thefe  feafts,  .pomps,   and 
vain-glories  ? 

fim.  Nay,  if  you  begin  to  rail  on  fociety  once,  I 
am  iworn  not  to  give  regard  to  you.  Farewel,  and 
come  with  better  mufick.  [Exit. 

J  pern.  So" thou  wilt  not  hear   me  now,   thou 

fhalt  not  then. 
I'll  lock  thy  heaven  from  thee  r 
Oh,  that  men's  ears  Ihould  be 
To  counfel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery  !  \_Exit. 


ACT     II.     SCENE    I. 

J puhlick  TIace  in  the  City. 

Enter  a  Senatof. 

Sen:   AND  late,   five  thoufand :    to  Varro  and  to 

Jl\^  Ifidore 

He  owes  nine  thoufand,  befides  my  former  Sum  ; 

Which  makes  it  five  and  twenty Still  in  motion 

Of  raging  waile  ?  It  cannot  hold,  it  will  not. 
If  I  want  gold,  ileal  but  a  Beggar's  dog, 
And  give  it  Timon,  why,  the  dog  coins  gold. 
If  I  would  fell  my  horie,  and  buy  ten  more 
Better  than  he ;  why,  give  my  horfe  to  Timon, 
Alk  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me  ftraight 
{a)  Ten  able  horfe.     No  porter  at  his  gate 
But  racher  one  that  fmiles,  and  Hill  invites 
All  that  pafs  by  it.     it  cannot  hold  ;  no  reafon 
Can  found  his  liate  in   fafety.     Caphis,  hoa  ! 
C  aphis  J  I  fay. 

Enter  Caphis. 
Cap.  Here,  Sir,  what  is  your  pleafure  ? 


give  away  tbyfelf  in  proper  portly. 

i.  t.  in  perfon  ;  thy  proper  feJf.     This  Jatter  is  an  exprefilon  of  our 
author's  in  the  Tempeji  j 

And  e'v'n  ivttb  fuch  like  •valour  men  hang  and  drown 

Their  proper  felves. 
l{a)   Ten,     Mr.  Theobald Vulg,  ^«.J 

H  4  S^\ 
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Sen.  Get  on  your  cloak,  and  hafte  you  to  lord  Timon-, 
Importune  him  for  monies,  be  not  ccalt 
With  flight  denial ;  nor  then  filencVl  with 
*'   Commend  me  to  your  majler  •  ■  and  the  cap 

Plays  in  the  right-hand,  thus :  but  tell  him,  firrah. 

My  ufes  cry  to  me,  I  mull  ferve  my  turn 

Out  of  mine  own ;  his  days  and  times  are  paft. 

And  my  reliance  on  his  fraded  dates 

Has  fmit  my  credit.     I  love  and  honour  him  ; 

But  mull  not  break  my  back,  to  heal  his  finger. 

Immediate  are  my  needs,  and  my  relief 

Muft  not  be  toft  and  turn'd  to  me  in  words. 

But  find  Supply  immediate.     Get  you  gone. 

Put  on  a  moll  importunate  afpecl, 

A  vifage  of  demaiid,  for  I  do  fear, 

When  every  feather  Hicks  in  his  ov/n  wing, 

Lord  Timo»  will  be  left  a  naked  Gull, 

'  Who  flalhes  now  a  Phoenix  —  Get  you  gone. 

Cap.  I  go.  Sir. 

Sen.  I  go.  Sir  ?  —  Take  the  bonds  along  with  you^ 
And  have  the  dates  in  (a J  Compt. 

Cap.  I  will.  Sir. 

Sen.  Go.  lExeunf. 

SCENE  II.     Changes  to  Timon'j  Hall. 

Enter   Flavius,  ^th  many  bills  in  his  hand. 

F/2'i;."^^TO  care,  no  flop  ?  fo  fenfelefs  of  expence, 
X^    That  he  will  neither  know  how-  to  main- 
tain it. 
Nor  ceafe  his  flow  of  riot .?  Takes  no  account 
How  things  go  from  him,  and  refumes  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  continue  :  *  never  Mind  ^ 

Was, 

1  Who  flafties  mio  a  Fkeenix'\  Alluding  not  only  to  the  beautiful 
plumes  of  that  imaginary  bird,  but  to  the  ilory  of  its  be'ng'born  in 
flames. 

2,  — ■  ■      ■   — — nenjer  Mind 

IFas,  to  be  fo  univife,  to  i>efo  kind.']  Nothing  can  be  wrrfc, 
or  ranre  obfcurely  exp.efl  -d  :  And  all  for  the  fake  of  a  wretched 
rhime.  To  make  it  i(:nk  and  grammar,  it  fhou'd  be  fuppiled  thus, 

-■  ■     ttCX'df 

[(aj  Compt.     Mr.  Tbeebald.  Vulg.  fc;«?.] 


Tjmon  of  Athens.  155 

Was,  to  be  fo  unwife,  to  be  fo  kind. 

What  Ihall  be  done  ?  —  he  will  not  hear,  'till  feel : 

I  muft  be  round  with  him,  now  he  comes  from  hunting." 

Fie,  fie,  fie,    fie. 

Enter   Caphis,   Ifidore,  and  Varro. 

Cap.  Good  evening,  Varro  ;    what,   you  come  for 
money  ? 

Far.  Is't  not  your  bufinefs  too  ? 

Cap.  It  is ;  and  yours  too,  IJidore  ? 

Ifid,  It  is  fo. 

Cap.  'Would  we  were  all  difcharg'd  ! 

Var.  I  fear  it. 

Cap.  Here  comes  the  lord. 

Enter  Timon,  and  his  train'. 

Tim.  So  foon  as  dinner's  done,  we'll  forth  again^ 

My  /ilcibiades,  * Well,  what's  your  Will  ? 

\Jhey  prefent  their  hillsl 

Cap.  My  lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 

Tim.  Dues  ?  whence  are  you  ? 

Cap.  Of  Athens  here,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Go  to  my  Steward. 

Cap.  Pleafe  it  your  lordlhip,  he  hath  put  me  oiF 
To  the  fucceflion  of  new  days,  this  month  : 
My  mafier  is  awak'd  by  great  occafion. 
To  call  upon  his  own ;  and  humbly  prays  you. 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you'll  fuit. 
In  giving  him  his  Right. 

Tin.  Mine  honeft  friend, 
I  pr'ythee,  bat  repair  to  me  next  morning. 

Cap.  Nay,  good  my  lord  ■ 

Tim.  Contain  thy  felf,  good  friend. 

Var.  One  Varro  %  fervant,  my  good  lord  ■ 

IJid.  From  IJidore ^  he  prays  your  fpeedy  payment  — 

Cap.  If  you  did  know,  my  lord,  my  mailer's  wants— 

Var.  'Twas  due  on  forfeiture,  my  lord,  fix  weeks^ 
and  paft.  — 

— —  •  ■  ntnitr  Mind 

Was  [made]  to  be  jo  tinivife,  [in  order]  to  he  fo  kind-, 

i.  e.  Nature,  u\  oider  tu  m:ike  a  profuie  mind,  never  bsfore  endow- 

td  any  mzn  With  fo  large  a  fhare  of  folly. 

H  3  Jjid, 
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Ifid.  Your  Steward  puts  me  off,  my  lord,  and  I 
Am  fent  expi  efly  to  >  our  lordfhip. 

'lim.  Give  me  breath  : 

I  do  befeech  you,  good  my  lordb,  keep  on, 

[Exeunt  lords^ 
I'll  wait  upon  you  inftantly — Come  hither  : 
How  goes  the  world,  that  I  am  thus  encountred 
With  clamVous  claims  of  debt,  of  broken  bonds^ 
And  ihe  detention  of  long  fmce-due  debts, 
Againll  my  honour  ? 

Flwv.  Pleafe  you,   gentlemen. 
The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  bufmefs : 
Your  importunity  ceafe,  'till  after  dinner  ; 
That  I  may  make  his  lordfhip  underi^and 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid, 

lim.  Do  fo,  my  friends ;  fee  them  well  entertainM. 

[Ex  it  Tim  on. 

Tlaii.  Pray,  draw  near..  {Exit  Flavius^ 

SCENE     III. 
Enter  Apemantus,  and  Fool. 

Cap.  Stay,  flay,  here  eomes  the  Fool  with  Apetnan- 
fus,  let's  have  fome  fport  with  'em. 

Far.   Hang  him,  he'll  abufe  us. 

JJid.  A  plague  upon  him,  dog  ! 

Far.  How  doft,  fool  ? 

jipem.  Doll  dialogue  with  thy  fhadow  T 

Far.  I  fpeak  not  to  thee. 

Jpem.  No,  'tis  to  thy  felf.  Come  away. 

J/id.  There's  the  fool  hangs  on  your  back  already, 

jipem.  No,  thou  ftand'll  fingle. 

Cap.  Thou  art  not  on  him,  yet.. 
Where's  the  fool  now  ? 

Jpem.  He  laft  afk'd  the   Queftion.     Poor  rogues' 
and  ufurers'  men  !  bawds  between  gold  and  want  ! 

JJ/.  What  are  we,  Apemantus  f 

Jpem.  Afles. 

J  I/,  Why  ? 

Jpem.  That  you'afk  me  what  you  are,  and  do  not 
Imow  your  felves.  Speak  to  'em,  fool. 

Feo/, 
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Tool.  How  do  you.  Gentlemen  ? 

Jli.  Gramercies,  good  Fool:  how  does  your  miltreis? 

Fool.  She's  e'en  fetting  on  water  to  fcald  fuch  chickens 
as  you  are.     ^  'Would,  we  could  fee  you  at  Corinth, 

Apem,  Good  !  gramercy  ! 

Enter  Page' 

Tool  Look  you,  here  comes  my  miftrefs's  page. 

Page.  Why  how  now,  captain  ?  what  do  you  in 
this  wife  company  ?  how  doft  thou,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  'Would  I  had  a  rod  in  my  mouth,  that  I 
might  anfwer  thee  profitably. 

Page.  Prythee,  Jpemantus,  read  me  the  Superfcrip- 
tion  o1f  thefe  letters  ;  I  know  not  which  is  which. 

J  pern.  Can'il:  not  read  ? 

Page.  No. 

Apem,  There  will  little  learning  die  then,  that  day 
thou  art  hang'd.  This  is  to  lord  Timon,  this  to  Alcibiades. 
Go,  thou  waft  born  a  baftard,  and  thou'lt  die  a  bawd. 

Page.  Thou  waft  whelpt  a  dog,  and  thou  fhalt  fa- 
mifh,  a  dog's  death.  Anfwer  not,  I  am  gone.     {Exit. 

Apem.  Ev'n  fo  thou  out-run'ft  grace. 
Fool,  1  will  go  with  you  to  lord  limons. 

Fool.  Will  you  leave  me  there  ? 

Apem.  If  ^imo}i  ftay  at  home 

You  three  ferve  three  Ufurers  ? 

All   I  would,  they  ferv'd  us. 

Apem.  So  would  I  —  as  good  a  trick  as  ever  hang- 
man ferv'd  thief. 

Fool.  Are  you  three  ufurers'  men  ? 

AU.  Ay,  fool. 

VgoI.  I  think,  no  ufurer  but  has  a  fool  to  his  fervant. 
My  miftrefs  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool  j  when  men 

3  ''Wouldy  ive  ciuld  fee  you  at  Corinth.]  A  cant  name  for  a 
bawdy-houfe,  I  fuppofe  from  the  dilTolutenefs  of  that  ancient  Greek 
city  :  Oi  -wh^ch  Alexander  ab  Alexardro  has  thefe  words,  Corin- 
th i/«/'fr  mille  Projiituta  in  Templo  Veneris  ajftdua  degere,  &  in- 
jiamniata  libidine  quaftui  meretricio  operam  dare,  &  velut  Sacrorum 
Miniftra  Dea  famulari  Jckbant.  Miitcn,  in  his  Apology  for  Smec- 
tymnuus,  fays,  Or  fe  arching  for  me  at  tke  Bordellos,  nuhere  it  may  he 
he  has  loji  himjelf,  and  raps  up,  ivithcut  pity,  the  f age  andrhtu^ 
matick  old  Prelatefs,  ivith  all  her  young  Corinthian  Laity y  to  en- 
quire for  fucb  a  gxe, 

come 
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come  to  borrow  of  your  mailers,  they  approach  fadfy^ 
anu  go  away  merx-ily  ;  but  rhcy  enter  ir.y  miftrefs's 
houie  merrily,  and  go  away  fadly .   i  he  reafon  of  this  ? 

Far.  1  coi'ld  render  one. 

Jpem.  L'O  it  tiien,  that  we  may  account  thee  a 
whoremafter,  and  a  knave  ;  which  notwithflanding, 
thou  flialt  be  no  lefe  eilsem'd. 

Far.  Whau  is  a  whorem alter,  fool  ? 

Fool.  A  fool  in  good  Cloaths,  and  fomething  like 
thee  'Tis  afpirit  :  iomerimes  it  appears  like  a  lord, 
fometimes  like  a  lawyer,  fomeLimes  like  a  philofopher, 
with  t.vO  ftoncs  more  than's  artifcial  one.  He  is  very 
often  like  a  knight ;  and  generally,  in  ail  fliapss  that 
man  goes  up  and  down  in,  from  fourfcore  to  thirteen, 
this  ipirit  walks  in. 

Far.  Thou  art  not  akogether  a  fool. 

Fml.  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wife  man  ;  as  much 
foolery  as  I. have,  fo  much  wit  thoj  lack'ft. 

Jpem.  That  anfwer  might  have  become  Jpemantus. 

J II.  Afide,  afide,  here  comes  lord  Timon. 
Enter  Timon   and  Flavius. 

Jpem.  Come  with  me,  fool,  come. 

Fool.  I  do  not  always  follow  lover,  elder  brother, 
and  woman  ;  fometime,  the  philcfopner. 

FU'v.  Pray  you,  walk  near,  I'll  fpeak  with  you 
anon.  \Exeunt  Creditors,  Apemantus  and iooL 

SCENE     IV. 

Tim,  You  make  me  marvel ;  wherefore,  ere  this  time, 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  Itate  before  me  ? 
That  I  might  {q  have  rated  my  expence. 
As  I  had  leave  of  means. 

Fla^v.  You  would  not  hear  me  -, 
At  many  leifures  1  propos'd. 

Tim,  Go  to  : 
Perchance,  fome  fmgle  vantages  you  took. 
When  my  indifpofition  put  you  back  : 
And  that  unaptnefs  made  you  minilter 
Thus  to  excuie  your  {t\i. 

Fla-v.  O  my  good  lord  \ 
At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  accounts, 

Lgrd 
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Laid  them  before  you   ;  you  would  throw  them  off. 
And  fay,  you  found  them  in  mine  honefty. 
When,  for  fome  trifiing  Preient,  you  have  bid  me 
Return  (o  much,  I've  (hook  my  head,   and  wept ; 
Yea,   'gainil  th'  authority  of  manners,  pray'd  you 
To  hold  your  hand  jnore  clofe.     I  did  endure 
Not  felJom,  nor  no  flight,  checks ;  when  I  have 
Prompted  you  in  the  "ebb  of  }OLir  eftate. 
And  your  great  flow  of  debcs.     My  dear  lovM  Lord, 
4- Though  you  hear  now  too  late,  yet  now's  a  time; 
The  greaieil  of  your  Having  lacks  a  half 
To  pay  your  preient  debts. 

Tim.  Let  ail  my  land  be  fold. 

F/an;.  'Tis  all  engaged,  ibme  forfeited  and   gone  : 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  Hop  the  mouth 
Of  prefent  due.  ;  the  future  cou":es  apace  : 
"What  ihall  defend  the  interim,  5  and  at  length 
Hold  good  our  reck'ning  ? 

Tim.   To  L:iced(cr.on  did  my  land  extend. 

Fia^j    ^O  my  good  loid,  the  world  is  but  a  word; 
Were  it  all  yours,  to  give  it  in  a  breath. 
How  qaickly  were  it  gone  ! 

Tim.  You  tell  me  true. 

Fla'v.  If  you  fulpecl  my  hufbandry,  or  falfhood. 
Call  me  before  th'  exadtelt  Auditors, 

4  Tboiigb you  bear  noiv  too  late,  yet  noiv's  a  time  ;  ]  ;.  e.  Tho' 
it  be  now  coo  late  to  retrieve  y_i  r  lormer  fjrrunes  ;  yet  it  is  not  too 
late  'o  prevent,  by  the  affiftanct  of  your  friends,  your  future  mife- 
ries.  Had  the  Oxjlrd  Fditor  underftood  the  fenfe,  he  would  not 
have  alter'd  the  text  to, 

Tbcugbyou  bear  me  now,  yet  nonv^s  too  late  a  time, 
5  •— —    ■  cr.d  at  kngtb 

How  GOES  our  reck'ning  ?'\    -lis  Steward  laiks  very  wildly. 
The  Lord  indeed  might  have  afked,  what  3  Lord  leldom  knows, 

Ho"M  goes  our  reck'ning  f 
But  the  Steward  was  too  well  fatisfied  ia  that  matter.  I  would  read^ 
therefore. 

Hold  good  our  reck'ning  f 
The  Oxford  Editor  would  appropriate  ihis  emendation  to  himfelf,  by 
altering  it  to,  make  good. 

6  Omy  good  Lord,  the  ivorld  is  but  a  world  }]  The  Folio  reads, 

— —  but  a  'v>'ORD  J 

-And  this  is  the  right.     Th-  meaning  is,  3S  the  ivorld  it  fcJf  may  be 
comprifed  in  a  word,  you  might  give  it  away  in  a  breath. 

And 
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And  fet  me  on  the  proof.     So  the  Gods  blefs  me, 

*  When  all  our  Offices  have  been  oppreft 

*  With  riotous  feeders ;  when  our  vaults  have  wept 

*  With  drunken  fpilth  of  wine  ;  when  every  room 

*  Hath  blaz'd  with  lights,  and  bray'd  with  minllrelfie'j 

*  I  have  retir'd  me  to  7  a  wafteful  cock, 

*  And  fet  mine  eyes  at  flow. 
7im.   Pr'ythee,  no  more. 

Fla^.  Heav'ns !  have  I  faid,  the  bounty  of  this  lord  f 
How  many  prodigal  bits  have  flaves  and  peafants 
This  night  englutted  !  who  now  is  not  Timons  ? 
What  heart,  head,  fword,  force,  means,  but   is  lord 

Timons. 
Great  Timon,  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timon's  ? 
Ah  !  when  the  means  are  gone,  that  buy  this  praife. 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praife  is  made  : 
Feaft-won,  faft-loft  :  one  cloud  of  winter  fhowres, 
Thefe  flies  are  coucht. 

Tim.  Come,  fermon  me  no  further. 
No  villainous  bounty  yet  hath  paft  my  heart  ; 
Unwifely,  not  ignobly,  have  I   given. 
Why  doft  thou  weep  ?  ^  canft  thou  the  confcience  lack, . 
To  think  I  fliall  lack  friends  ?  fecure  thy  heart ; 
If  I  would  broach  the  veflels  of  my  love, 
9  And  try  the  arguments  of  hearts  by  borrowing. 
Men  and  men's  fortunes  could  I  frankly  ufe. 
As  I  can  bid  thee  fpeak. 

Flav.  AflTurance  blefs  your  thoughts ! 

Tim.  And   in  fome  fort  thefe  wants  of  mine  arc 
crown'd. 
That  I  account  them  bleffings ;  for  by  thefe 
Shall  I  try  friends.     You  fliall  perceive  how  you 
Miftake  my  fortunes  :  In  my  friends  I'm  wealthy. 
Within  there.  Ho  !  Flaminius,  Ser'vUius  t 

7 a  ivafteful  cock,"]  i,  e.  z  cock/oft,  a  garret.     And  a 

nvafteful  cock  figniiies  a  garret  lying  in  wafte,  negledled,  put  to  no 
tjfe.  Oxford  Editor. 

8  —  canj}  thou  the  conkknce  lack,]   Confcience,  for  faith. 

9  And  try  tbc  arguments 3  ^''g^^^^^h  for  natures. 

SCENE 


TiMON  0?  Athens.  15^^ 

SCENE    V. 

£«/fr  Flaminius,  Servilius,  and  other  fer<vanti^ 

Sern).  My  lord,  my  lord. 

Tim.  I  will  difpatch  you  fevVally. 

You  to  lord  Lucius to  lord  LucuUus  you,  I  hunted 

with  his  Honour  to  day you  to  Sempronius — -com- 
mend me  to  their  loves ;  and  I  am  proud,  fay,  that  my 
occafions  have  found  time  to  ufe  'em  toward  a  fupply 
of  money  ;  let  the  requeft  be  fifty  talents. 

^lam.  As  you  have  faid,    my  lord. 

Flan}.  Lord  Lucius  and  LucuUus  F  hum 

7im.  Go,  you.  Sir,  to  the  Senators ;      [To  Flavius* 
Of  whom,  even  to  the  State's  beft  health,  I  have 
Deferv'd   this  hearing  ;  bid  'em  fend  o'  th'  inflant 
A  thoufand  talents  to  me. 

F/anj.  I've  been   bold, 
(For  that  ^  I  knew  it  the  moft  genVal  way) 
To  them  to  ufe  your  iignet  and  your  name ; 
But  they  do  (hake  their  heads,  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  Return, 

Tim.  Is't  true  ?  can't  be  ? 

F/a'v,  '  They  anfwer  in  a  joint  and  corporate  voice, 

*  That  now  they  are  at  Fall,  want  Treafure,  cannot 

*  Do  what  they  would  j  are  forry You  are  honou- 

rable  — 

«  But  yet  they  could  have  wilht— they  know  not  — 

*  Something  hath  been  amifs a  noble  nature 

'  May  catch  a  wrench — would  all  were  well — 'tis  pity— 
'  And  fo  intending  other  ferious  matters, 

*  After  diftafteful  looks,  *  and  thefe  hard  fraftions, 

*  With  certain  half-caps,    and  cold-moving  nods, 

*  They  froze  me  into  filence. 
Tim.  You  Gods  reward  them  I 

I  pr'ythee,  man,  look  cheerly.     '*  Thefe  old  fellows 

1  1  knew  it  the  moji  gen'ral  wayj  Genral,  for  fpeedy. 

a and  tbefe  hard  fractions,]    An  equivocal  allufion  to 

feaCJons  in  decimal  arithmetick.  So  F/d-r/zKi  had,  \\]it  Litthiuit 
in  SartbikmeiV'Fair,  a  fonteit  left  in  bii  mijery, 

*<  3  Have 
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"  3  Have  their  Ingratitude  in  them  hereditary : 
"  Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  feldom  flows, 
*'  *Ti?  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind; 
"  And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  tow'rd  earth, 
*'  Is  fafliion'd  for  the  journey,    dull  and  heavy. 

Go   to   Ventidius pr'ythee,   be  not   fad, 

Thou'rt  true,   and  jiift ;    ingenuoufly  I  fpeak. 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee  :  Ventidius  lately 
Bury'd  his  father,  by  whofe  death  he's  ftepp'd 
Into  a  great  ellate ;  when  he  was  poor, 
Imprifon'd,  and  in  fcarcity  of  friends, 
I  clear'd  him  with  five  talents.     Greet  him  from  me; 
Bid  him  fuppofe,    fome  good  neceihty 
Touches  his  friend,  which  craves  to  be  remember'd 
With  thofe  live  talents.     That  had,  give't  thefe  fellows 
To  whom  'tis  inttanr  due.     Ne'er  fpeak,  or  think. 
That  Timons  fortunes  'mong  his  friends  can  fmk. 
Ste^.  'Would,  I  could  not  :    mat  thought  is  boun- 
ty's  foe  ; 
Being   irCQ  it  felf,    it  thinks  all   others  fo.     [Exeunt, 


ACT    III.      SCENE    I. 

Lucullus'/  Houfe  in  Athens. 

Flaminius  tvaiting.    Enter  a  fer^oant  to  him» 

Ser'vant.  T  H  A  V  E   told  my  lord  of  you ;    he  is 
J,     coming  down  to  you. 

Flam.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

Enter  Lucullus. 

Ser.  Here's  my  lord. 

Lucul.  One  of  lord  Simons  men  ;  a  gift,  I  warrant-— 
Why,  this  hits  right :  I  dreamt  of  a  filver  bafon  and 
ewre  to  night.  Fiaminiusy  honefl:  Flanm-ius,  you  are 
very  refpedively  welcome.  Sir;  fill  me  fom'e  wine: 
And  how  does  that  honourable,  compleat,  free-hearted 

3  Hn've  their  ingratitude  in  them  heieditary  :]  Hereditary^  for 
by  natural  conftitutinn.  But  fome  i3ifterr»pers  o?  rjatural  conftitution 
being  called  hereditary ^  he  calls  their  Ingratilude  fo. 

Gentleman 
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Gentleman  oi  Athens,    thy  very  bountiful  good  lord 
and  mafter? 

Flam.  Kis   health   is  well.    Sir.  _  ^   < 

Lucul.  I  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  well,  Sir  j 
and  what  hall  thou  there  under  thy  cloak,  pretty  Fla- 
viinius  ? 

Flam.  Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box,  Sir,  which, 
in  my  lord's  behalf,  I  come  to  enneat  your  Honour  to 
f apply ;  who,  having  great  and  inftant  Qccafion  to  ufe 
fifty  talents,  hath  fent  to  your  lordlhip  to  furnilh  him, 
nothing  doubting  your  prefent  afiiftance  therein. 

Lucul.  La,  la,  la,  la, Ncrhing  doubting,^  fays 

he  ?  alas,  good  lord,  a  noble  gentleman  'ds,  if  he 
would  not  keep  fo  good  a  hoi^fe.  Iviany  a  time  and 
often  1  ha'  din'd  with  h'm,  and  told  him  on't ;  and 
come  again  to  fuppii  to  him,  on  purpofe  to  have  him 
fpendjefs.  And  yet  he  would  embrace  no  counfel, 
take  no  warning  by  my  Coming  ;  every  man  hath  his 
fault,  and  honelly  is  his.  i  ha'  iold  him  on't,  but  I 
could  never  get  him  from"c., 

jLnter  a  Srr^vcmt  nmtl  (ivir,e. 
Scr.  Pleafe  your  lordihi^^,    here  i?  .he  ^ine. 
Lucul.  F/amhiusy  I  have  noted  thee  always  wife. 
Here's  to  thee. 

Fla7n.  Your  loidfliip  fpe^-ks  your  pleafure. 
Lucui  I  have  obfer'^/'d  thefi  aUvays  for  a  towardly 
prompt  fpirit,  give  thee  thy  dvie  :  and  one  that  knows 
what  belongs  to  reafon  ;    and  canft  ufe  the  time  well, 

if  the  time  ufe  thee  well.     Good  parts  in  thee — 

Get  you  gone,  firrah.  [To  the  fer'vant,  'Vjho  goes  out.']—' 
Draw  nearer,  honell  Flaminius  i  thy  lord's  a  bountiful 
gentleman,  but  thou  art  v/Ife,  and  thou  knoweft  well 
enough  (altho'  thou  comeft  to  me)  that  this  is  no  time 
to  lend  money,  efpecialiy  upon  bare  friendfhip  with- 
out fecurity.  Here's  three  Solidares  for  thee  ;  good 
boy,  wink  at  me,  and  fay,  thou  faw'll  me  not.  Fare 
thee  well. 

Flam.  Is't  poffible  the  world  Ihould  fo  much  differ, 
'  And  we  alive  that  liv'd  ?  fly,  damned  bafenefs, 

I  And  ive  alive  that  Hv^d  ?    i.  e.  /\nd  we  who  were  alive  then , 
slivc  now.     As  much  as  to  fay,  in  fo  port  a  tims, 

T© 
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To  him  that  worlhips  thee.  [Uroax^'i^gt^e  money  anvay, 
LucuL  Ha  !    now  I  fee  thou  art  a  fool,    and  fit  for 

^rf^^Z'.       .  .  i:^^^>  Lucullus. 

t/am.  May  thefe  add  to  the  number  that  may  fcald 
thee :  ^ 

Let  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation, 
Thou  difeafe  of  a  friend,  and  not  himfelf ! 
Has  friend fhip  fuch  a  faint  and  milky  heart ; 
It  turns  in  lefs  than  two  nights  ?     O  you  Gods  f 
I  feel  my  mailer's  paffion.     This  flave 
Unto  this  hour  has  my  lord's  meat  in  him  : 
Why  Hioald  it  thrive,  and  turn  to  nutriment. 
When  he  is  turnd  to  poifon  ? 
O  !  may  difeafe    only  work  upon't  i 
And  when  he's  fick  to  death,  ler  not  that  part 
(^)  Of  nurture,   my  lord  paid  for,  be  of  power 
•  To'expef  fickneL,  but  piolong  his  hour  !  {Exit. 

SCENE    II. 

^  pub  tick  Street.. 

Enter  Lucius,  oy///^  three  Jirangers. 

^^^'  "WT^^^  ^^^  ^^^^  'Tiffion  ?  he  Is  my  very  good 
V  V  fiiend,  and  an  honourable  gentleman. 
1  Stran,  We  know-  him  for  no  lefs,  tho'  we  are  but 
ilrangers  to  him.  But  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  my 
lord,  and  which  I  hear  from  common  rumours,  now 
lord  Tirnon^  happy  hours  are  done  and  paft,  and  his 
eftate  fhrinks  from  him. 

Luc.  Yyz^  no,  do  not  believe  it :  he  cannot  want 
for  money. 

z  Stran.  But  believe  you  this,  my  lord,  that  not 
long  ago  one  of  his  men  was  with  the  lord  Lucullus,  to 
borrow  fifty  talents,  nay,  urgM  extremely  for't,  and 
Ihewed  what  neceiTity  belonged  to't,  and  yet  was  deny'd. 

Luc.  How  .? 

2  Stran.  I  tell  you,  deny'd,  my  lord. 

Luc.  What  a  ftrange  cafe  was  that  ?  now,  before 
the  Gods,  I  am  alham'd  on't.    Deny'd  that  honourable 

1(a)  Of  nurture.     Oxford  Editor. Vulg.  Of  nature.^ 

man  ? 
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man  >  there  was  very  little  honour  fhevv'd  in  that. 
For  my  own  part,  I  muft  needs  confefs,  I  have  received 
fome  fmall  kindneffes  from  him,  as  money,  plate, 
jewels,  and  fuch  like  trifles,  nothing  comparing  to 
his ;  ^  yet  had  he  miflook'd  him,  and  lent  him  to 
me,'  I  fnould  ne'er  have  deny'd  his  occafion  fo  many 

talents. 

Enter  Servilius. 
Ser    See,  by  good  hap,    yonder's  my  lord,    I  have 

fvveat  to  fee  his  Honour. My  honour'd  lord - 

[To  Lucius. 

Luc.  Serotinus  f  you  are  kindly  met,  Sir.  Fare  thee 

well,    commend  me  to  thy  honourable  virtuous  lord, 

my  very  exquifite  friend.  ,     ,  i     -u 

Ser,  May  it  pleafe  your  Honour,    my  lord  hath 

fent '  ^        r  u 

Luc  Ha  !  What  hath  he  fent  ?  I  am  fo  much  en- 
dearM  to  that  lord ;  he's  ever  fending  :  how  Ihall  I 
thank  him,  think'il  thou  ?  and  what  has  he  fent  now  ? 

Ser.  H'as  only  fent  his  prefent  occafion  now,  my 
lord  ;  requeuing  your  lordlhip  to  fupply  his  inilant  ufe, 
with  fifty  talents. 

Luc.  I  know  his  lordfhip  is  but  merry  with  me  ; 
He  cannot  want  [a)  fifty  times  five  hundred  talents. 

Ser.  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  lefs,  my  Lord. 
3  If  his  occafion  were  not  virtuous, 
I  fhould  not  urge  it  half  ^  fo  faithfully. 

Luc.  Doft  thou  fpeak  ferioufly,  Servi/ius  ? 

Ser.  Upon  my  foul,  'tis  true.  Sir. 

2  yet  bad  he  mistook  hm,  and  Jent  him  to  me,']  We  fliould 
read, 

mislook'd  him, 

i,  e.  overlook'd,  negle£ted  to  fend  to  him. 

3  If  hii  occafion  luere  not  \\xXMO\i%,'\  Virtuous,  for  ftrong,  force- 
able,  preflinir. 

4  halffo  faithfully.]  Faithfully^  for  fervently.     Therefore, 

without  more  ado,  the  Oxford  Editor  alters  the  text  to  fervently. 
But  he  might  have  feen,  that  Shake/pear  uk6  faithfully  for  fervent- 
ly, as  in  the  former  part  of  the  fentence  he  had  ufcd  virtuous  for 
forceable. 

[{a)  —fifty  times  five  hundred.  Oxford  Editor,  — Vulg.  fify 
five  hundred.  \ 

Luc. 
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Luc.  What  a  wicked  bead  was  I,  to  disfurnifh  my 
felf  againft  fuch  a  good  time,  when  I  might  ha'  (hewn 
my  felf  honourable  ?  how  unluckily  it  hap'ned,  that  I 
fnould  purchafe  the  day  before  for  a  little  part^  and 
undo  a  great  deal   of  honour?  Ser^vilius,  now  before 

the  gods,  I  am  not  able  to  do (the  more  beaft,  I 

fay) I  was  fending  to  ufe  lord  Thnon  my  felf,  thefe 

gentlemen  can  witnefs ;  but  I  would  not,  for  the  wealth 
of  Athens,  I  had  don't  now.  Commend  me  bounti- 
fully to  his  good  lordfhip,  and,  I  hope,  his  Honour 
will  conceive  the  faireil:  of  me,  becaufe  I  have  no 
power  to  le  kind.  And  tell  him  this  from  me,  J.  count 
it  one  of  my  greateft  afBidions,  th?.t  I  cannot  pleafure 
fuch  an  honourable  gentleman.  Good  Ser^viUiiSy  will 
yov.  befriend  rne  fo  far,  as  to  ufe  my  own  words  to 
him  ? 

Ser»  Yes,  Sir,  I  fhall.  [£a7/  Servilius. 

Luc.  I'll  look  ye  out  a  good  turn,  Ser^iUu:—^—' 
True,  as  you  faid,  Tir^^on  h  fliriink,  indc?d  ; 
And  he,  that's  once  deny'd,  y/ill  h^r-l'y  fpecd.    [^Exit* 

1  otran    Do  you  ooierv.,  this,  iioftilius? 

2  Stran.   Ay,  too  weil. 

1  Stran.   Why,  this  is  the  Nvorl  '^'s  foul } 
Of  the  fame  piece  5  is  every  batterer's  fpirit : 
Who  can  call  him  his  friend. 
That  dips  in  the  (^mfi  dijli.  ?    for,    in  my  knowing, 
Timon  has  been  to  this  lord  as  a  father. 
And  kept  his  credit  v/ith  his  bounteous  purfe  : 
Supported  his  edate ;    nay,  Timon  s  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages.     He  ne'er  drinks. 
But  ^iimofi's  filver  treads  upon  his  lip ; 
'•  And  yet,  oh,  fee  the  monftroufnefs  of  man, 
"  When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  fliape  f 
He  does  deny  him  ( ^  in  refped^  of  his) 
What  charitable  men  aiford  to  beggars. 

3  Stran.  Religion  groans  at  it, 
I  Stran.  For  mine  own  part. 


5  -- — is  every  flatterer'' s  ^^on.']   Rtzi  fpirit. 

«'s  claim 

I  never 


5 (in  refpeB  of  bis)    i.  e.  confidering  'Tmon\  claim  for  v/hat 

he  aiks. 
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I  never  tafied  Timon  in  my  life ; 

Nor  any  of  his  bounties  came  o'er  me. 

To  mark  me  for  his  friend.     Yet,  I  protei^. 

For  his  right  noble  mind,  illuHrious  virtue. 

And  honourable   carnage. 

Had  his   neceffity  made  ufe   of  me, 

I  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  donation, 

And  the  heft  half  fhould  [a)  have  attorn'd  to  him, 

So  much  I  love  his  heart ;  but,  I  perceive. 

Men  muft  learn  now  with  pity  to  difpsnce. 

For  policy  fits  above  confcience.  [^Excunt. 

SCENE      III. 
Enter  a  third  Servant  nvith  Sempronius, 

Sem     Muft  he  needs   trouble  me  in't,    'bove   all 

others  ? 

He  might  have  tried  lord  Lucius,  or  LucuUus, 
An^  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too. 
Whom  he  redeemed  from  prifon  :  All  thefe  three 
Owe  their  eftates  unto  him. 

Ser.  Oh,    my  lord, 
They've  all  been  touch'd,  and  all  are  found  bafe  metal ; 
For  they  have  all  deny'd  him. 

Sem    How  ?  deny'd  him  r 
Ventidius  and  Lucullus  both  deny'd  him. 
And  does  he  fend  to  me  ?  three !  hum — 
It  Ihews  but  little  love  or  judgment  in  him. 
Muft  I  be  his  laft  refuge  ?  his  friends,   like  phyficians, 
Thriv'd,  give  him  over  ?  muft  I  take  the  cure 
On  me  ?  h'as  much  difgrac'd  me  in't ;  I'm  angiy. 
He  might  have  known  my  Place  ;    I  fee  no  fenfe  for't, 
But  his  occafions  might  have  wooed  me  firft : 
For,  in  my  confcience,    I  was  the  firft  man 
That  e'er  received  gift  from  him. 
And  does  he  think  fo  backwardly  of  me, 
That  I'll  requite  it  laft?  no:         -'" 
So  it  may  prove  an  argument  of  laughter 

{(a)  have  attorn' d  to  him,     Oxford  Editor Vulg.  la-ve 

-return' d  to  him.] 

To 
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To  th'  reft,  and  'mongft  lords  I  be  thought  a  fool : 
I'd  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  fum, 
H'ad  fent  to  me  firft,  but  for  my  mind's  fake  : 
I'd  fuch  a  courage  to  have  done  him  good. 
But  now  return, 

And  with  their  faint  Reply  this  Anfwer  join  ; 
Who  bates  mine  honour,   fliall  ndl  know  my  coin. 

[ExU. 
Ser.   Excellent!    your  lordihip's  a  goodly   villain. 
The  devil  knew  not  what  he  did,  when  he  made  man 
politick  ;    he  crofs'd  himfelf  by't ;  and  I  cannot  think, 
but  in  the  end  the  villanies  of  man  7  will  fet  him  clear. 
How  fairly  this  lord  ftrives  to  appear  foul  ?  '^  takes 
virtuous  copies  to  be  wicked  :    like  thofe  that  under 
hot,  ardent,  zeal  would  fet  whole  realms  on  fire.     Of 
fuch  a  nature  is  his  politick  love. 
This  was  my  lord's  beft  hope;  now  all  are  fled, 
Save  the  Gods  only.     Now  his  friends  are  dead ; 
Doors,  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their  wards 
IVIany  a  bounteous  year,  muft  be  employ 'd 
Now  to  guard  fure  their  mafter. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  courfe  allows ; 
Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth,  mull  keep  his  houfe.  [Exif. 

SCENE     IV.     Changes  to  Timon'j  Ball 

Bnter  Varro,    Titus,    Hortenfius,    Lucius,  and  other 
Jer'vants  of  Timon'j   creditorSy    ixiho    nvait  for  his 
coming  out. 

Var^  W7^^  L   met,    good  morrow,     Titus   and 
Yy  Hortenfius. 

7  10111  fet  him  clear,']  Set  him  dear  does  net  mean  acquit  him 
before  heaven  ;  for  then  the  Devil  muft  be  fuppofed  to  knoiv  -what 
he  did  :  But  it  fignifies  puzzle  him,  outdo  him  at  his  own  weapons. 

8  r^/^fi  virtuous  co^\ti  to  be  ivicked :  like  tbofe,  &c.]  This  is  a 
refiedion  on  the  Puntans  of  that  time.  Thefe  people  were  then  fet 
upon  a  proiedl  of  new-modelhng  the  ecclefiaftical  and  civil  govern- 
ment according  to  fcripture  rules  and  examples.  Which  makes  him 
fay,  that  under  real  for  the  word  of  God,  they  would  fet  ivhde 
realms  on  fire.  So  Sempronius  pretended  to  that  warm  afteCtion  and 
generous  jealoufy  of  friendfhip,  that  is  affronted,  if  any  other  be  ap- 
plied to  before  it.  At  beft  the  fimilitude  is  an  ankward  one  :  but  it 
fitted  the  tfK<//^wo  tho'  aowH  Speaker, 

Tit: 
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Yit.  The  like  to  you,    kind  Farro. 

Hor.  Lucius,  why  do  we  meet  together  ? 

Luc.  I  think,  one  bufinefs  does  command  us  all. 
For  mine   is   money. 

Tit.  So  is  theirs,   and  ours. 
Enter  Fhilo 

Luc.  And  Sir  Phi/o's  too. 

Phi.  Good  day,  at  once. 

Luc.  Welcome,  good  brother,     What  d  you  think 
the   hour  ? 

Phi.  Labouring  for  nine. 

Luc.  So  much  ? 

Phi.  Is  not  my  lord  feen  yet  ? 

Luc.  Not  yec. 
•     Phi.  I  wonder  :  he  was  wont  to  fhine  at  feven. 

Luc.  Ay,  but  the  days  are  waxed  fhorter  with  him  : 
You  muft  confider  that  a  Prodigal's  courfe 
Is  like  the  fun's,  but  not  like  his  recoverable,  I  fear: 
'Tis  deepefl  winter  in  lord  Timons  purfe; 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet 
Find  little. 

Phi.  I   am  of  your  fear  for  that. 

Tit.  I'll  Ihew  you  how  t'  obferve  a  flrange  event : 
Your  lord  fends  now  for  money. 

Hor.  True,    he  does. 

Tit.  And  he  wears  jewels  now  of  Timons  gift. 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 

Hor.  Againft  my  heart. 

Luc.  How  llrange  it  fliows, 
Timon  in  this  ihould  pay  more  than  he  owes  f 
And  e'en  as  if  your  lord  fhould  wear  rich  jewels. 
And  fend  for  money  for  'em. 

Her.  I'm  weary  of  this  charge,  the  Gods  can  witnefs : 
1  know,  my  lord  hath  fpent  of  Timon^  weal:h  ; 
Ingratitude  now  makes  it  worfe  than  ftealth. 

Far.  Yes,    mine's  three  thoufand  crowns :    what's 
yours  ? 

Luc.  Five  thoufand. 

V^ir.  'Tis  too  much  deepj  and,   it  ihould  feem  by 
th'  fum, 

9  Your 
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9  Your  mafter's  confidence  was  above  mine ; 
Elfe,  iurely,  his  Jiad  equalPd. 

b^jiter  rJaminius. 

T/V.  One  of  lord   Simons  men. 

Luc.  Flaminius  !  Sir,  a  word  :   pray,  is  my  lord 
Ready  to  come  forth  ? 

Fiavi.  No,  indeed,  he  is  not, 

Tit.  We  attend  his  lordfhip;  pray,  fignifie  fo  much. 

Flam.  I  need  not  tell  him  that,  he  knows  yea  are 
too  diligent. 

Enter  Flavius  in  a  cloak  muffled. 

Luc.  Ha  !  is  not  this  his  Steward  muffled  fo  ? 
He  goes  away  in  a  cloud  :  call  him,  call  him. 

^it.  Do   you   hear.    Sir . 

Var,  By  your  leave,    Sir. 

Flwv.  What  do  you  afli  of  me,  my  friend  ? 

Tit.  We  wait  for  certain  money  here,  Sir. 

Tla'v.  If  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 
'Twere  fure  enough. 

Why  then  preferr'd  you  not  your  fums  and  bills,  > 
When  your  falfe  mafters  eat  of  my  lord's  meat  ? 
Then  they  would  fmile  and  fawn  upon  his  debts. 
And  take  down  th'  intereft  in  their  glutt'noiis  maus  4 
You  do  your  felves  but  wrong  to  rtir  me  up, 

Let  me  pafs  quietly  :  

Believ't,  my  lord  and  I  have  made  an  end ; 
I  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  fpend. 

Luc.  Ay,  but  this  anfvver  v/ill  not  ferve. 

Tla-v.  li  'twill  not  ferve,  'tis  not  fo  bafe  as  you  ; 
J'or  you  ferve  knaves.  {Exit: 

Var,  How  !  what  does  his  cafheir'd  woriliip  mutter  ? 

Tit  No  matter,  what he's  poor,  and  that's  re- 
venge enough.  Who  can  fpeak  broader  than  he  that 
has  no  houfe  to  put  his  head  in  ?  Such  may  rail  againft 
great  Buildings. 

Enter  Servilius. 

T/V.  Oh,  here's  Ser'vilius ;  now  we  fhall  have  fome 
anfwer. 

Ser.  If  I  might  befeech  you,   gentlemen,    to  repair 

9  Tour  rMJier''i  confidence— r-]  Play  on  the  word  anfiknce. 

feme 
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fome  other  hour,    I  ihould  derive  much  from  it.     For 

take  it  of  my  foul, 

My  lord  leans  wondroufly  to  difcontent : 

His  comfortable  temper  has  forfook  him. 

He  is  much  out  of  health,   and  keeps  his  chamber. 

Luc.  Many  do  keep  their  chambers,  are  not  fick  : 
And  if  he  be  fo  far  beyond  his  health, 
Methinks,  he  Ihould  the  foone.  pay  his  debts. 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  Gods. 

Ser.  Good  Gods  ! 

Tit.  We  cannot  take  this  for  an  anfwer. 

Flam,  [fwithin]  Servilius,  help — my  lord  !  my  lord, 

SCENE    V. 
Enter  Timon,  in  a  rage, 

Tim.  What,  are  my  doors  oppos'd  againft  my  paflage? 
Have  I  been  ever  free,  and  muft  my  houfe 
Be  my  retentive  enemy,   my  goal  ? 
The  place,  which  I  have  feafted,  does  it  now. 
Like  all  mankind,  fhew  me  an  iron  heart? 

Luc.  Put  in  now,  Titus. 

Tit.  My  lord,  here's  my  bill. 

Luc.  Here's  mine. 

Var.  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Cap.  And  ours,  my  lord. 

Fhi.  And  our  bills. 

Tim.  Knock  me  down  with  'em  — —  cleave  me  i% 
the  girdle. 

Luc.  Alas,  my  lord  ! 

Tim.  Cut  out  my  heart  in  fums. 

Tit.  Mine,    fifty  talents. 

Tim.  Tell  out  my  blood. 

Luc.  Five  thoufand  crowns,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Five  thoufand  drops  pay  that. 
What  yours and  yours  ? 

Var.  My  lord  1 

Cap.  My  lord 

Tim.  Here  tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  Gods  fall  on 

Uor.  Faith,    I  perceive,  our  Mailers  may  throw 
Vol.  VI.  I  ^     their 
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their  caps  at  their  money  ;    thefe  debts  may  be  well 
call'd  defperate  ones,  for  a  mad  man  owes  'em. 

[Exeufft. 
Re-enier  Timon  ^2«^Flavius. 

Tim.  They  have  e'en  put  my  breath  from  me,    the 
flaves.     Creditori  f devils. 

Flav.  My  dear  lord. 

^im.  What  if  it  fhould  be  fo  ?  — - 

Flav.  My  dear  lord. 

Tim,  I'll  have  it  fo My  fleward  f 

Flaij.  Here,    my  lord. 

Tim.  So  fitly  ! Go,  bid  all  my  friends  again, 

Lucitis,  LucufiuSf  and  Sempronius*     All,— — 
:ril  once  more  feail  the  rafcals. 

Hav.  O  my  lord  ! 
You  only  fpeak  from  your  diflrafled  foul; 
There's  not  fo  much  left  as  to  furnifh  out 
A  moderate  table. 

Tim.  Be  it  not  thy  care  : 
Go,  and  invite  them  all,  let  in  the  tide 
Oi  knaves  once  more :  my  Cook  and  I'll  provide. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE     VI,      Changes  to  the  Senate-Houfe. 

Senators  and  Alcibiades. 

X  Sen.  Tl  /TY  lord,  you  have  my  voice  to't,  the  fault's 

IVl  bloody ; 

'Tis  necellary  he  fhould  die  : 
Nothing  emboldens  fin  fo  much  as  mercy. 

2  Sen.  Mofl  true  j  the  law  fhall  bruife  'em. 

jilc.  Health,  Honour,  and  compaffion  to  the  fenate ! 

1  Sen,  Now,  Captain. 

jilc,  I  am  an  humble  fuitor  to  your  Virtues : 
JFor  Pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law. 
And  none  but  Tyrants  ufe  it  cruelly. 
It  pleafes  time  and  fortune  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who  in  hot  blood 
Hath  ftept  into  the  law,  which  is  paft  depth 
To  thofe  that  without  heed  do  plunge  into't. 
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He  is  a  man,  ^  fetting  this  fault  aiide. 
Of  virtuous  honour,  which  buys  out  his  fault  ; 
Nor  did  he  foil  the  fa^^  with  cowardife, 
Bu:  with  a  noble  fury,  and  fair  fpirit. 
Seeing  his  reputation  touched  to  death. 
He  did  oprofe  his  foe  : 
And  with  (uch  fober  ^  and  unnoted  paflion 
3  He  did  behave  his  anger  ere  'twas  fpent. 
As  if  he  had  but  prov'd  an  argument. 

I  Sen.  You  undergo  too  Uriel  a  Paradox, 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  Deed  look  fair  : 
Your  words  have  took  fuch  pains,  as  if  they  kbour'd 
To  bring  Man-flaughter  into  form,  **  fet  quarrelling 
**  Upon  the  head  of  valour  ;  which,  indeed,    * 
**  Is  valour  mil -begot,  and  came  into  the  world 
**  When  feits  and  fadions  were  but  newly  born. 
He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wifely  fufFer 
The  worfl  that  man  can  breathe,  ^  and  make  his  wrongs 
His  out  fide  wear  ;  hang  like  his  rayment,   carelefly  ; 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  Injuries  to  his  heart. 
To  bring  it  into  danger. 
If  wrongs  be  evils,  and  inforcc  us  kill. 
What  folly  'tis  to  hazard  life  for  ill  ? 

J!c»  My  lord, 

I  Sen,  You  cannot  make  grofs  fins  look  clear ; 
It  is  not  valour  to  revenge,  but  bear. 

/^!c.  My  lords,  then,  under  favour,  pardon  mc. 
If  I  fpeak  like  a  Captain. 
Why  do  fond  men  expofe  themfelves  to  battle. 
And  not  endure  all  threatnings,  fleep  upon't, 

I  Jetting  n-is  fault  afide.']  We muft  read, 

2 ar.d  unnoted /"a/JTcw]     Ufimted,  for  common,  bounded, 

3  He  didheh'.ve   his   anger'^   Beka've,    for  cm b,    manage.     BuJ: 
the  0>:ford  Editor  equips  the  old  poet  with  a  more  mcdifli  phrafe. 

He  did  bekai'e  in  s  anger 

A  paltry  dipt  jargon  of  modern  fops,  for  behave  himfelf, 

4  and  make  bis  ivrongs 

His  OUTS  IDES  5  'V.'ear  them  like  his  raiment  ^  carelejly^]  It 
(hould  be  read  and  pointed  thus, 

■ and  make  his  ivrongs 

His  cutfde  'wear  j  hang  like  bis  raiment,  carelefly. 

I  2  And 
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And  let  the  foes  quietly  cut  their  throats. 

Without  repugnancy  r  but  if  there  be 

Such  valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 

Abroad  ?  why  then,  fare,  women  are  more  valiant. 

That  ftay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it ; 

The  afs,  more  than  the  lion ;  and  the  fellow, 

Loaden  with  irons,  wifer  than  the  judge  j 

Jf  wifdom  be  in  fuff'ring.     Oh,  my  lords. 

As  you  are  great,    be  pitifully  good  : 

Who  cannot  condemn  Ralhnefs  in  cold  blood : 

To  kill,  I  grant,  is  5  fm's  extremeft  gull, 

But,  in  defence,  — — •  ^  by  mercy,  'tis  made  juft. 

To  be  in  anger   is  impiety  : 

But  who  is  man,   that  is  not  angry  ? 

Weigh  but  the  crime  with  this. 

2  Sen.  Yoa  breathe  in  vain. 

jllc.  In  vain  ?  his  Service  done 
At  Laced.^mofi,  and  Byzantium^ 
"Were  a  fufficient  briber  for  his  life. 

1  Sen,  What's  that? 

Ale    I  fay,  my  lords,  h'as  done  fair  fervice. 
And  llain  in  battle  many  of  your  enemies ; 
How  full  of  valour  did  he  bear  himfelf 
In  the  lall  conflidt,  and  made  plenteous  wounds  }. 

2  Sen.  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with  'em, 
7  He's  a  fwoln  rioter  ;  he  has  a  fm 

That  often  drowns  him,  and  takes  valour  prifoner. 
Were  there  no  foes,  That  were  enough  alone 
To  overcome  him.     In  that  beaftly  fury 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages, 
5  And  cherifh  fadions.     'Tis  inferr'd  to  us^ 

J5  fvCi  extremeft  gujl,"]  Guji,  for  aggravation, 

6  by  mercy,  '//:  mojijuj}.'^  By  mercy  is  meant  equity.    But 

V(z  MUST  read- 

■    .    ■■  V/f    MADE    juft. 

n  He'i  a  sworn   rioter'^    he  has  a  Jin 

Tbat  often  Jrywns  bin,    and  takes  valour  prifoner,'^    What 
%  :ifiVirn  rioter  :     We  Ihould  read, 

Hi '  s  a   s  w  o  L  N  rioter. • 

that  is,  given  to  ail  exceflss,  as  he  fays  of  another  in  another  place, 
je  furfeit-Jiv'jln   or  fwell'd. 

%  ji'idiktri^/aSIicnf,-^"^]  FaSfiorjSj  for  tu milts. 

His 
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His  days  are  foul,   and  his  Drink  dangerous." 

I  Sen.  He  dies. 

Jlc.  Hard  fate  !  he  might  have  died  in  war. 
My  lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him, 
(Though  his  right  arm  might  purchafe  his  own  time. 
And  be  in  debt  to  none  ;)  yet  more  to  move  you. 
Take  my  Deferts  to  his,  and  join  'em  both. 
And  for  I  know,  your  reverend  ages  love 
Security,  Til  pawn  my  vidories, 
My  Honours  to  you,  on  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  life. 
Why,  let  the  war  receiv't  in  valiant  gore; 
For  law  is  ftrid,  and  war  is  nothmg  more. 

1  Sen.  We  are  for  law,  he  dies,  urge  it  no  more:^. 
On  height  of  our  dipleafure  :    friend,  or  brother, 
He  forfeits  his  own  blood,  that  fpills  another. 

A/c.  Maft  it  be  fo  ?  it  muft  not  be  : 
My  lords,  I  do  befeech  you,  know  me. 

2  Sen.  How  ? 

Jlc.  Call  me  to  your  remembrances. 

3  Sen.  What ! 

Jlc.  I  cannot  think,  but  your  age  hath  forgot  mc  i 
It  could  not  elfe  be,  9  I  fhould  prove  fo  bafe. 
To  fue,  and  be  deny'd  fuch  common  grace. 
My  wounds  ake  at  you. 

1  Se>7.  Do  you  dare  our  anger  ? 
'Tis  in  few  words,  but  fpacious  in  efFeft  ; 
We  banidi  thee  for  ever. 

Jlc.  Banifh  me  f 
Banifh  your  Dotage,  banifh  Ufury, 
That  make  the  Senate  ugly. 

I  Sen.  If,  after  two  days'  fhine,  Athem  contain  thee. 
Attend  our  weightier  judgment. 
>  And,  (now  to  fwell  your  fpirit,) 
He  fhall  be  executed  prefently.  [Exeunt. 

Ak.  Gods  keep  you  old  enough,  that  you  may  live 

9  1  Jhould  pro-ve  Jo  hafe^']   Bafe,  for  di/honour'd; 

I   Andf  [not  to  fweli  ovR  fpirit,  J]    What  this  nonfenfe  wau 
intended  to  mean,  I  don't  know  ;  but  'tis  plain  Shakeftear  wrote. 

And  Kow  to  fwell  your  fpirit ^ 
i,  e.  to  provoke  ygo  ftill  more, 

I  3  Only 
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Only  in  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you  ! 
I'm  vvorfe  than  mad  :  1  have  kept  back  their  foes. 
While  they  have  told  their  money,   and  let  out 
Their  coin  upon  large  intereft  ;  I  my  felf, 

Rich  only  in  large  hurts All  thofe,  for  this  ? 

Is  this  the  balfam  that  the  ufuring  fenate 

Pours  into  Captains'  wounds  ?  ha  !  Banifhment  ? 

It  comes  not  ill :  I  hate  not  to  be  banifht. 

It  is  a  caufe  worthy  my  fpleen  and  fury. 

That  I  may  ftrike  at  Athens.     I'll  cheer  up 

My  difcontented  troops,  *  and  lay  for  hearts. 

'Tis  honour  with  moft  hands  to  be  at  odds ; 

Soldiers  as  little  fhould  brook  wrongs,  as  Gods.    \Exlt, 

SCENE    VII.     Changei  to  Timon'j  Uoufe. 

Enter  diners  Senators,  at  feverai  doors. 

I  Ben»  'T^  HE  good  time  of  the  day  to  you,  Sir. 

X       2  Sen.  I  alfo  wifh  it  to  you  :    I  think, 
this  honourable  lord  did  but  try  us  this  other  day. 

1  >>«.  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring,  when 
we  encouiitred  I  hope,  it  is  not  fo  low  with  him,  as 
he  made  it  feem  in  the  tryal  of  hii>  feveral  friends. 

2  Sen.  It  fhould  not  be,  by  the  perfwafion  of  his 
new  feafting 

I  Sen.  I  Ihould  think  fo  :  he  hath  fent  me  an  earneil 
inviting,    vvliich  many  my  near  occafions  did  urge  rae 

a  — — ——and  lay  for  hearts. 

^Tii  honour  ivith  moji  lands  to  be  at  edds  ;]  But  fureljr, 
even  in  a  foldier's  fenfe  cf  honour,  there  is  very  little  in  being  at 
odds  with  all  about  him:  which  rtiews  rather  a  quarrelfome  difpo- 
lition  than  a  valiant  one.  Befides,  this  was  not  Alcibiades's  cafe. 
He,  was  only  fallen  cut  with  the  Athenians.  A  phrafe  in  the  fore- 
going line  will  diredl  us  to  the  right  rejding.  I  will  /ay,  fays  he, 
for  hearts  }  which  is  a  metaphor  taken  from  card-play,  and  fignifies 
tog^me  deep  and  boldly.  It  is  plain  then  the  figure  was  continued 
in  the  following  line,  which  fhould  be  read  thus, 

'T/j  honour  ivith  moJi  has Ds  to  be  at  odds  ; 
t.  e.  to  fight  upon  odds,  or  at  difadvantage  j    as  he  muft  do  againft 
the  united  (iTcngxh  of  Athens :    And  this,  by  foldiers,  is  accounted 
honourable.     Shakefpear  ufes  the  fame  metaphor,  ca  the  fame  occa- 
frw,  in  Coriolams. 

Hi  lurch'd  all  fwcrds, 

to 
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to  put  oit':  but  he  hath  coiijur'd  me  beyond  ihein, 
and  I  muft  needs  appear. 

2  Sen.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  my  impor- 
tunate bufmefs ;  but  he  would  not  hear  my  excufe.  I 
am  forry,  when  he  fent  to  borrow  of  me,  that  my 
proviiicn  was  Out. 

1  ^en.  I  am  iick  of  that  grief  too,  as  I  underfknd. 
how  all  things  go. 

2  6V^.  EvVy  man  here's  fo.  What  would  he  have. 
borrow'd  of  you  ? 

1  Sen.  A  thoufand  pieces. 

2  5"^;/.  A  thoufand  pieces! 
I  Sefi.  What  of  you  ? 

3  Sen.  He  fer.t  to  me,  Sir— — here  he  comes. 

EnUr  Timon  a»/i  atiendants. 

Tim.  With  all  my  heart,,  gentlemen  both— ^ar.d 
how  fare  you  ? 

I  Sen.  Ever  at  the  beil,  hearing  well  of  your 
lordfhip. 

z  Sen.  The  fwallow  follows  not  fummer more  wil- 
lingly, than  we  your  lordfuip. 

Tim.  Nor  more  wil  ingly  leaves  winter  :  fuch  fum- 
mer bird^  are  men Gentlemen,  our  dinner  will 

no:  recompenfe  this  long  flay  :  feaft  your  ears  with  the 
mufick  a  while  ;  if  thcj^  will  fare  fo  harfhly  as  on 
the  trumpet's  found  :  we  fhall  to't  prefently. 

1  Sen.  I  hope,,  it  remains  not  unkindly  with  your 
lordfnip,  that  J  returned  you  an  empty  meffenger. 

Tim.  O  Sir,    lee  it  not  fouble  youi 

2  Sen.  My  noble  lord 

Tim.  Ah,  my  good  friend,    what  cheer  ? 

L-'/yt  hand*":*  hromht  in. 

2  Sen.  Mofl  honourable  lord,  I'm  e'en  lick  of 
fliame,  that  when  your  lordlliip  u'vj.her  day  fent  to 
me,    I  was  fo  unfortunate  a  beggar. 

Tim.  Think  not  on't.  Sir. 

2  Sen.  \{  you  had  fent  but  two  hours  before 

Tim.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remembrance. 
Come,  bring  in  all  together. 

2  Sen.  All  cover'd  dilhes  I 

I  Sen.  Royal  cheer,  I  warrant  you. 

I  4  3  ^6nl 
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3  Sen.  Doabt  not  that,  if  money  and  the  feafon  can 
yield  it. 

1  Sen.  How  do  you  ?   what's  the  news  ? 

3  Sen.  Akihiades  is  banifh'd  :  hear  you  of  it  ? 

Both.   Akihiades  banifh'd  ! 

3  Sen.  'Tis  fo,  be  fare  of  it. 

1  Sen.  How  ?  how  ? 

2  Sen.  I  pray  you,   upon  what  ? 

Tim.  My  worthy  friends,  will  you  draw  near  ? 

3  Sen.  I'll  tell  you  more  anon.  Here's  a  noble  feaft 
so  ward. 

2  Sen.  This  is  the  old  man  ftlll, 

3  Sen.  Will't  hold  ?  will't  hold  ? 

2  Sen.  It  does,  but  time  will,    and  fo 

3  Sen.  I  do  conceive. 

^im.  Each  man  to  his  ftool,  with  that  fpur  as  he 
would  to  the  lip  of  his  Miftrefs :  your  diet  fhall  be  in 
all  places  alike.  Make  not  a  city-feaft  of  it,  to  let 
the  meat  cool  ere  v/e  can  agree  upon  the  firft  place. 
Sit,  fit. 

The  Gods  require  our  thanks. 

You  great  BenefaBors,  fprinkle  our  fociety  ivith  thank- 
fulnefs.  For  your  CIV n  gifts  make  yov.r  fcl'ves  praii''d  y 
but  refer've  Jiill  to  gi-ve^  leji  your  Deities  be  dej'pifed. 
Lend  to  each  tnan  enough,  that  one  need  not  lend  to  ano- 
ther. For  nuere  your  Godheads  to  borro-iv  of  men,  men 
nvould  forfake  the  Gods.  Make  the  meat  helo<ved,  more 
than  the  man  that  gi'ves  it.  Let  no  ajfemhly  of  taventy 
he  n.vithout  a  /core  of  'villains.  If  there  fit  tnjoel<ve  ivo- 
tnen  at  the  table,  let  a  dozen  of  them  be  as  they  are—* 
^  The  reji  of  your  foes,  O  Godsy  the  fenators  of  Athens, 
together  nvith  the  common  lag  of  people,  *what  is  amifs 
in  them^  you  Gods,  make  fuit able  for  de fir uSlion.  For 
thefe  my  friends — as  they  are  to  me  nothing,  fo  in  no-^ 
thing  hlefs  them,  and  to  nothing  are  they  ^welcome., 
Uncover,  dogs,  and  lap. 

Some  fpeak.  What  does  his  lordfhlp  mean  ? 

Some  other.  I  know  not. 

Tim.  May  you  a  better  feaft  never  behold, 

I  The  rejl  of  your  fees  J  We  fliould  read  foes. 

You 
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You  knot  of  mouth-friends :    fmoke,    and  lukewarm 

water 
^  Is  your  perfed^ion.     This  is  Timon^  laft  ; 
Who  ftuck  ?  and  fpangled  with  yonr  flatteries, 
Wafhes  it  off,  and  fprinkles  in  your  faces 
Your  reaking  villany.     Live  loath'd,  and  long, 
Moll  fmiling,  fmooth,  deteikd  Parafites, 
Courteous  deftroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  bear?. 
You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-friends,   time-flies, 
Cap-and  knee  flaves,  vapors,  and  minute-jacks  j 
Of  man  and  beaft  the  infinite  malady 
Crufl  you  quite  o'er  ! — What,  doll  thou  go  ? 
Soft,  take  thy  phyfick  firll — thou  too — and  thou — 

{Throuj'tng  the  d'ljhes  at  them,  and  drives  ''cm  out* 
Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. 
What!  all  in  motion?  henceforth  be  no  feaft, 
Whereat  a  villain's  not  a  welcome  guell. 
-Burn  Houfe,  fmk  Athens,  henceforth  hated  be  ' 
Of  TimoHy  man,  and  all  humanity  !  \_Exir. 

Re-enter  the  Senators. 

1  Sen:  Hpw  now,  my  lords  ? 

2  Sen.  Know  you  the  quality  of  lord  Timonz  fury  ? 

3  Sen.  Pfha  !  did  you  fee  my  cap  ? 

4  Sen.  I've  loll  my  gown. 

1  Sen.  He's  but  a  mad  lord,  and  nought  but  hu- 
mour fways  him.  He  gave  me  a  jewel  th'  other  day^ 
and  now  he  has  beat  it  out  of  my  cap.  Did  you  fee 
my  jewel  ? 

2  Sen.  Did  you  fee  my  cap  ? 

3  Sen.  Here  'tis. 

4  Sen.  Here  lies  my  gown. 

1  Sen.  Let's  make  no  Hay. 

2  Sen.  Lord  Titnons  mad. 

3  Sen.  I  feePt  upon  my  bones. 

4  Sen.  One  day  he  gives  us  diamonds,    next  day 

Hones.  [Exeunt, 

2  Is  your  perfefticn. ]    Perfeffion,   for  exaft  or  perfect 

Ikenefs. 

3  and  fpangled  you  with  ^atteries,']  We  fliould  cer- 
tainly read, 

'  and  fpar.gkd  w i t h  yqv R  flatteries. 

I  5  'ACT 
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*  A  C  T    IV.      SCENE!, 

Without  the  Walls  of  Athens. 
Enter  Timon. 

'  T    E  T  me  look  back  upon  thee,   O  thou  Wall, 

*  I  J  That  girdleft  in  thofe  wolves !  dive  in  the  earth, 

*  And  fence  not  Athens  !  Matrons,  turn  incontinent ; 

*  Obedience  fail  in  children  ;  flaves  and  fools 

*  Pluck  the  grave  wrinkled  Senate  from  the  bench, 
'  And  minifter  in  their  fleads :  To  general  filths 

*  Convert  o'th'  inftant,  green  Virginity  ! 

*  Do't  in  your  parents'  eyes.     Bankrupts,  hold  fall ; 
-*  Rather  than  render  back,  out  with  your  knives, 

*  And   cut   your   trailers'    throats.     Bound    fervants. 

Heal ; 

*  Large-handed  robbers  your  grave  mailers  are, 

*  And  pill  by  law.     Maid,  to  thy  mailer's  bed ; 
«  Thy  miftrefs  is  o'th'  brothel.     Son  of  fixtfeen, 

*  Pluck  the  lin'd  crutch  from  thy  old  limping  fire, 

*  And  with  it  beat  his  brains  out !  Fear  and  Piety, 

*  Religion  to  the  Gods,  peace,  juftice,  truth, 

*  Domellick  awe,  night-reil,  and  neighbourhood, 

*  Inllrudlion,  manners,  mylleries  and  trades, 

*  Degrees,  obfervances,  cuiloms  and  laws, 

*  Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries  f 

*  And  yet  Confufion  live ! — Plagues,    incident  to  men, 

*  *  Your  potent  and  infedlious  fevers  heap 

*  On  Athens,  ripe  for  llroke  !  Thou  cold  Sciatica, 
'  Cripple  our  fenators,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 

*  As  lamely  as  their  manners.     Lull  and  Liberty 
'  Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  of  our  youth, 

*  That  'gainll  the  ftream  of  virtue  they  may  llrive, 

*  And  drown  themfelves  in  riot !  Itches,  Blains, 

*  Sow  all  the  Athenian  bofoms,  and  their  Crop 

1  Aa  4.  The  incidents  of  almoft  all  the  following  fcenes  are 
taken  from  the  Timon  oi  Lucian, 

a  Tour  potent  and  infeEliout  fevers — ]  This  is  expreflW  with 
knowledge.    A  fever  atten^ng  all  peftileiiual  difieirpcrs. 
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«  Be  f^eneral  Leprofie  :  breath  infedl  breath, 
<  That  their  fociety  (as  their  friendfliip)  may 
«  Be  meerly  poifon.     Nothing  I'll  bear  from  thee, 
*  But  nakednefs,    thou  deteftable  town  ! 
Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  banns : 
Timon  will  to  the  Woods,  where  he  fhall  find 
Th'  unkindeft  beaft  much  kinder  than  mankind,    ■ 
The  Gods  confound  (hear  me,  ye  good  Gods  all) 
Th'  Atheniam  both  within  and  out  that  wall ; 
And  grant,  as  Tlimon  grows,   his  hate  may  grow. 
To  the  whole  Race  of  Mankind,  high  and  low  ! 

SCENE    II.     Changes  to  TimonV  Boufe. 
Enter  Flavius,   nuith  tnxio  or  three  fer^vants. 

I  5tA-.TTEAR  you,  good  matter  lleward,  where'^ 

JLX         0^^  mailer  ? 
Are  we  undone,   call  ofr,   nothing  remaining  ? 

Fla'v,  Alack,  my  fellows,  what  fiiould  I  fay  to  you? : 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  Gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

1  Ser.  Such  a  houfe  broke  ! 

So  noble  a  mafter  fall'n  !  all  gone  [  and  not 
One  friend  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm. 
And  go  along  with  him  ? 

2  Ser.  *  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 

*  From  our  companion,  thrown  into  his  grave^,' . 

*  So  his  familiars  (a)  from  his  buried  fortunes 

*  Slink  all  away  ;  leave  their  falfe  vows  with  him,  . 

*  Like  empty  purfes  pick'd  :  and  his  poor  felf, 

*  A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air, 

*  With  hisdife^Te  of  all-fhunn'd  poverty, 

*  Walks,  like  v  ontem.pt,  alone.— More  of  our  fdlows* 

Enter  other  fer'vants. 
Fla'v,  All  broken  inr.plements  of  a  ruin'd  houfe ! 

3  Ser^.  Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  limon's  livery, , 

[(a)  from  bis  buried  fortunes,   Oxford  Editor.  — —  Vulg.  to  hh 
buried  fortunes.'] 

That 
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That  fee  I  by  our  faces  ;  we  are  fellows  ftill. 
Serving  alike  in  forrow.     Leak'd  is  our  bark. 
And  we,  poor  mates,  ftand  on  the  dying  deck, 
Hearing  the  furges  threat  :  we  muft  all  part 
Into  the  fea  of  air. 

Flav.  Good  fellows  all, 
The  lateft  of  my  wealth  I'll  fhare  amongft  you; 
Where-ever  we  fhall  meet,  for  fimons  fake. 
Let's  yet  be  fellows :  fhake  our  heads,  and  fay, 
(As  'twere  a  knell  unto  onr  mailer's  fortunes) 
We  have  feen  better  days.     Let  each  take  forae  ; 
Kay,  put  out  all  your  hands  ;  not  one  word  more. 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  forrow,  parting  poor. 

[^He  gives  them  money  ;  they  embrace,  and 
part  federal  nvays. 
'*  Oh,  the  fierce  wretchednefs  that  glory  brings  us ! 
Who  would  not  wifh  to  be  from  wealth  exempt, 
Since  riches  point  to  mifery  and  contempt  ? 
Who'd  be  fo  mock'd  with  glory,  as  to  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendihip  ? 
To  have  his  Pomp,  and  all  what  State  compounds. 
But  only  painted,  like  his  varnilh'd  friends  ! 
Poor  honefl  lord  !  brought  low  by  his  own  heart. 
Undone  by  goodnefs  :  ftrange  unufual  blood, 
When  man's  worfl:  fm  is,  he  does  too  much  good. 
Who  then  dares  to  be  half  fo  kind  again  ? 
For  bounty,  that  makes  Gods,  does  ftill  mar  men. 
My  deareft  lord,  bleft  to  be  moft  accurs'd. 
Rich  only  to  be  wretched  ;  thy  great  fortunes 
Are  made  thy  chief  afHi.dions.     Alas,  kind  lord  ! 
He's  flung  in  rage  from  this  ungrateful  Seat 
Of  monftrous  friends  ;  nor  has  he  with  him  to 
Supply  his  life,  or  that  which  can  command  it : 
I'll  follow  and  enquire  him  out. 
Til  ever  ferve  his  mind  with  my  beft  will ; 
Whilft  I  have  gold,  I'll  be  his  Steward  ftill.     [ExUl 
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SCENE     III.     ne  Woods, 
Enter  Timon. 

**  Tim^f^  Blefling-breeding  Sun,  draw  from  the  earth 

"  \J  Rotten  humidity  :  below  thy  fifter's  orb 

*'  Infedlthe  air.     Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb, 

*'  Whofe  procreation,  refidence,  and  birth 

*'  Scarce  is  dividant,  touch  with  feveral  fortunes. 

"  The  greater  fcorns  the  leffer.     4- Not  ev'n  nature, 

"  To  whom  all  fores  lay  fiegc,  can  bear  great  fortune 

*'  But  by  contempt  of  nature. 

"  3  Raife  me  this  beggar,  and  denude  that  lord. 

The 

•  0  BLESSED,  breeding ftiTt, — ]  Thefenfe,  as  v/ell  as  elegance 
of  the  expreflion,  requires   that  we   /hould  read, 

0    BLESSINGBREEDING    fu!J ,    

i.  e.  Thou  that  before  ufedft  to  breed  bleffings,  now  breed  curfes 
and  contagion  ;  as  afterwards  he  fays, 

'Ihou  fun,  that  comfort'' ft,    in'.rn. 
4  .  not  e"jn  nature ^ 

To  whom  all  fores  lay  fiege^ ]   He  had  fald  the  !  rother 

couH  not  bear  great  fortune  without  defpirmg  his  brother.  He  now 
goes  further,  and  afTerts  that  even  human  nature  it  felf  cannot  bear 
it,  but  with  contempt  of  its  common  nature.  The  fentence  is  ambi- 
guous, and,  befides  that,  otherwife  obfcure.  I  am  perfuaded  that 
our  author  had  Alexander  here  principally  in  mind  ;  whofe  uninter- 
rupted courfe  of  fuccefles,  as  we  learn  from  hiflory,  turned  his 
head,  and  made  him  fancy  himfelf  a  G5</,  and  contemn  his  human 
origin.  The  poet  fays,  evn  nature,  meaning  nature  in  its  greateft 
perfection  :  And  Alexander  is  reprefented  by  the  ancients  as  the  moft 
accomplifh'd  peifon  that  ever  was,  both  for  his  qualities  of  mind 
and  body,  a  kind  of  mafterpiece  of  nature.     He  adds. 

To  ivbom  all  fores  lay  Jiege, 

;.  e.  Altho'  the  imbecillity  of  the  human  condition  might  eafily 
have  inform'd  him  of  his  error.  Here  Sbakefpear  f-ems  to  have 
had  an  eye  to  Plutarch,  whoj  in  his  life  of  Alexander,  tells  us,  that 
it  was  that  which  ftagger'd  him  in  his  fober  moments  concerning 
the  belief  of  his  Divinity.  "E/gycv  li  iJ.cih.iqct  avviljcct  hy^T^q 
««  iH  T8  KaQeJSe^v  na)  awiictxt,£iv  ux;  a-xo  (xii2<;  iyyivofxevov 
ua(itv£iCi(;  Ts^  (Pvfftt  nut  rb  rtovovv  iy  tj'  iJiSs'aevov. 

5  Raife  me  this  Beggar,  and^tr^fi  that  lord,]  Where  is  the  fenfe 
and  Englifh  oidenft  that  lord  ?  Deny  him  what  ?  What  p?eceding 
Nmn  is  there,  to  which  the  pronoun  It  is  to  be  referr'a  ?  And  it 
would  be  abfiird  to  think  the  Poet  meant,  deny  to  raife  that  lord. 

The 
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"  The  fenator  fhall  bear  contempt  hereditary, 

*'  The  beggar  native  honour  : 

"  ^  It  is  the  Failure  lards  the  Weather's  fides, 

"  The  Want  that  makes  him  lean.     Who  dares,  who 

dares, 
"  In  purity  of  manhood  ftand  upright, 
**  And  fay,  this  man's  a  flatterer?  if  one  be, 
"  So  are  they  all,  7  for  every  greeze  of  fortune 
'*  Is  fmooth'd  by  that  below.     The  learned  pate 
**  Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  All  Is  oblique  ; 
'*  There's  nothing  level  in  our  curfed  natures, 
"  But  dircifl  villany."     Then  be  abhorr'd, 
Avll  feafts,  focietles,  and  throngs  of  men ! 
His  Semblable,  yea,  himfelf,  Timon  difdalns.  -  ' 
Deflrudion  phang  mankind!  Earth,  yield  me  roots  ! 

[pigging  the  earth* 

The  Antitbejis  muft  be,  let  fortune  raife  this  beggar,  and  let  her 
Jirip  and  dejpoil  that  lord  of  all  his  pomp  and  ornaments,  &c.  which 
fenfe  is  compleated  by  this  flight  alteration, 

and  denude  that  lord. 

So  lord  Rea  in  his  relation  of  M.  Hatm'Jton's  plot,  written  in  1630, 
jdUtheJe  Hamiltons  had  denuded  tbemfejves  of  their  fortunes  and 
ejiates.  And  Charles  the  Firft,  in  his  meflage  to  the  parliament, 
fays,  Denude  ourfei'ves  of  all.    Clar.  Vol,  3.  p.  15.  OBanjo  edit. 

But  the  Oxford  Editor  alters  it  to  degrade  j  for,  according  to  his 
canon  of  criticifm,  a  tranfcriber,  who  blunder'd  the  right  word, 
whatever  it  was,  into  der^t,  muft  needs  underfland  the  meaning  of 
denude^  though  it  was  an  old  word  rarely  ufed,  and  yet  be  at  a  lofs 
for  the  meaning  oi degrade,  though  it  wjs  a  common  one  j  and  io 
changed  it  to  deny^t,  that  has  no  traces  of  the  word  degrade,  tho' 
denude  has  all  the  marks  of  the  corruptions  proceeding  from  it. 

6  It  is  the  Pj/lure/ards  tbe  Eigp^v's  fides,]  This,  as  the  edi- 
tors have  ordered  ic,  is  an  idle  repetition  at  th  j  be.l  j  fuppofing  it  did, 
indeed,  contain  the  fame  f-ndment  as  th-^  foregoing  lines.  But 
Shakefpear  meant  a  quite  difterent  thing  •.  and  having,  like  a  fen- 
fible  writer,  made  a  fmart  obLrvatioii,  he  iilultrates  it  by  a  fimilitude 
thus  : 

It  is  the  P.ijlure  lards  the  Weathei'^yWa, 

The  IV ant  tr  7  makes  bim  tei''\ 
And  the  limil'tuci.  .s  cxrremelv  '  em  iful,  as,  con-    ving  this  fatirlcal 
reflexion  ;   the;  .  isiiOmore  diitsrence  be'^ween  m-'n  and   man  in  the 
eftee.n  of  iup-rficial  ur  corrupt  ju'i    nents,  than  between  a  f.-.'  .Oieep 
and  a   lean  one. 

7  —  for  tvcry  greexe  o{  fortunej  Greeze^  or  ftep,  ordegres. 

Mr.  P^pe. 

"  Who 
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<«  Who  feeks  for  better  of  thee,  fawce  his  palate 

**  With  thy  moft  operant  poifon  !  —  What  is  here  ? 

«*  Gold  ?  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold  ? 

"  8  jvjp^  Gods,  I  am  no  idle  votarift. 

*'  Roots,  you  clear  heav'ns  !  thus  much  of  this  will 

make 
"  Black,  white  ;  fair,  foul  ;  wrong,  right ; 
*'  Bafe,  noble ;  old,  young  ;  coward,  valiant. 

*  You  Gods  !   why  this  r  what  this  ?  you  Gods !  9  why^ 

this 

*  Will  lug  your  priefts  and  fervants  from  your  fides  : 

*  'Pluck  ftout  men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads. 

*  This  yellow  flave 

*  Will  knit  and  break  religions  ;  blefs  th'  accurs'd  ; 

*  Make  the  hoar  leprofie  ador'd  ;  place  thieves, 

*  And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 

*  With  Senators  on  the  bench  ;  this  is  it, 

*  *That  makes  the  waped  widow  v.ed  again; 

*  She  whom  the  fpittle-houfe,  and  ulcerous  fores 

'  Would  caft  the  gorge  at,  this  embalms  and  fpices 

*  To  x.\i  April  day  again.     Come,  damned  earth, 

*  Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  putt'fl  'odds 

*  Among  the  rout  of  nations,  I  will  make  thee 

*  Do  thy  right  nature,  [March  afar  off'.']  —  Ha, 

a  drum  ?  —  thou'rt  quick, 

%  No,  Gods,  I  am  no  idle  votarifi.'^    This  is  well  explained  by 
the  following  lines  of  Perjius, 

0^    • 

Sub  rajlro  crepet  argenti  miht  ftria  dcxtro 
Hercule  ! 

9  •  ^  -  ■  ivhy,  this 

If  ill  lug  your  priejls  and  fervants  from  your  Jides  ;]  Arifio- 
pbanei  in  his  Plutus,  Adt  5,  Scene  2.  makes  tlic  priefl  of  "Jupi- 
ter defert  his  fervice   to  live  \s\x\\  Plutus. 

I  Pluck  flout  men'' s  pillows  from  beloiv  their  heads.]  i.  e.  men 
who  hava  Urength  yet  remaining  to  ''  v.ggk  with  their  diftemper. 
This  alludes  to  an  old  cuftom  of  drawing  away  the  pillow  from  un- 
der the  heads  of  men  in  their  lalt  ap'^nl'^  ,  o  make  (he;  departure 
the  eafier,  but  the  Oxford  Editor,  fupi>ofii,|_^otff  to  fgn  fy  healthy, 
alters  it  to  fick ;  and  thi.  he  calls  "-      it  i.g. 

a  That  makes  the  ivapfen'd  nviuoiv  ic-i  again  ;  ]  Waped  or 
Koappen'd  fi  tiif.  beta  for.owful  ano  .  .  fied,  either  for  the  lofs 
of  a  good  hulband,  .ir  by  ti  c;  tieatmO'it  *.i  a  bad.  But  gold,  he 
fays,  can  overcome  both  her  afFcdion  and  her  fears, 

But 
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But  yet  I'll  bury  thee  —  thou'ltgo,  (firoiig  thief) 

When  gouty  keepers  of  thee  cannot  ftand. 

Nay,  Hay  thou  out  for  earncfl.  \_Keeping  fonts  gold, 

SCENE     IV. 

T.nter  Alcibiades  njoith  drum  andffe  in  ^warlike manner, 
and   Phrynia   and  Timandra. 

JIc.  What  art  thou  there,  fpeak. 

Tim.  A  beail,  as  thou  art.    Cankers  gnaw  thy  heart. 
For  {hewing  me  again  the  eyes  of  mnn  ? 

yllc.  What  is  thy  name  ?  is  man  fo  hateful  to  thee^ 
That  art  thy  felf  a  man  ? 

Tim.  5  I  am  Mi/ant hropos,  and  hate  mankind. 
For  thy  part,  I  do  wifti  thou  wert  a  dog, 
That  I  might  love  thee  fomething. 

Jlc.  I  know  thee  well  : 
But  in  thy  fortunes  am  unlearn'd,  and  ftrange. 

Tim.    I  know  thee  too,  and  more  than  that  I  knovv 
thee, 
I  not  defire  to  know.     Follow  thy  drum, 
'*  With  man's  blood  paint  the  ground  -,  gules,  gules ;  — 
''  Religious  Canons,  civil  Laws  are  cruel  ; 
"•  Then  what  Ihould  war  be  ?  this  fell  whore  of  thire 
*'  Hath  in  her  more  dellruclion  than  thy  fword, 
**  For  all  her  cherubin  look. 

Phry.  Thy  lips  rot  off  \ 

Tim.  I  will  not  kifs  thee,  then  the  rot  returns 
To  thine  own  lips  again. 

Ah.  How  came  the  noble  Timon  to  this  change  ? 

Tim.  As  the  moon  does,  by  wanting  light  to  give  : 
But  then  renew  I  could  not,  like  the  moon  i 
There  were  no  funs  to  borrow  of. 

Jk.  Noble  Titr.on,  what  friendlhip  may  I  do^hee  ? 

Tim.  None,  but  to  maintain  my  Opinion. 

"i,  lam  Mifanthropos,  -  -]  P/foliere  has  wrote  a  fine  comedy,  cal- 
led from  the  hero  of  the  piece,  The  Mifarthrope,  which  our  IVycher^ 
ley  has  imitated,  calling  it  The  Plain^dtaUr.  Now,  in  fadt,  ic 
happens,  that  Molierc's  Mifantbrope  is  bi>t  a  Plain-deakr^  and 
Wycberley\  Plain-dealer  is  a  direft  Mifantbrope.  Whether  this  was 
owing  to  the  different  genius  of  the  nacions,  or  to  the  dift'erent  judg- 
ments cf  the  posis,  1  leave  for  the  criticks  to  determine. 
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Ale.  What  is  it  Timon  ? 

Tim.  Pramife  me  friendlTiip,  but  perform  none.  If 
thoH  wilt  not  promife,  the  Gods  plague  thee,  for  thou 
art  a  man  :  if  thou  dofl  perform,  confound  thee,  for 
thou  art  a  man  ! 

jilc.  I've  heard  in  fome  fort  of  thy  miferies. 

Tim.  Thou  faw'll  them  when  I  had  profperity. 

Ale.  I  fee  them  now,  then  was  a  blefi'ed  time. 

Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  harIots=; 

Timan.    Is   this  th'    Athenian  minion,    whom    the 
world 
Voic'd  fo  regardfully  t 
Tim.  Art  thou  Timandra? 
Timan.  Yes. 

Tim,  Be  a  whore  ftill  :  they  love  thee  not,  that  ufe 
thee  : 
Give  them  difeafes,  leaving  with  thee  their  luft: 
Make  ufe  of  thy  fait  hours,  feafon  the  Haves 
For  tubs  and  baths,  bring  down  the  rofe-ckeek'd  youth 
-^To  th'Tub-fafl,  and  the  diet. 

'Timan.  Hang  thee,  monder  ! 

Ale,  Pardon  him,  fweet  iimandra,  for  his  wits 
Are  drown'd  and  loll  in  his  calamities. 
1  have  but  little  gold  of  late,  brave  Timon^ 
The  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 

4  To  the  Fub-fafl  and  the  diet.]  One  might  make  a  very  long  and 
vain  fearch,  yet  not  be  able  to  nneet  with  this  prepofterous  word 
Fub-faji,  which  has  notwithftanding  p?fs'd  current  with  all  the 
editors.  We  fhouid  resd  Tub-fast.  The  author  is  alluding  to 
the  Lues  Venerea,  and  its  efftds.  At  that  time,  the  cure  of  it  was 
performed  either  by  Guaiacum,  ot  Mercurial  un&:\ons:  and  in  both 
cafes  trhe  patient  was  kept  up  very  warm  and  clofe  5  that  in  the 
firft  application  the  fweat  might  be  promoted  ;  and  left,  in  the  other, 
he  fhouid  take  cold,  which  was  fatal.  The  regimen  for  the  courje 
©/"Guaiacum,  (fays  Dr.  Friend,  in  his  Hift.  of  Phyfick,  Vcl.  2, 
p,  380.)  ivas  at  firji  firangely  circumftantial  ;  and  jo  rigorous^ 
that  the  patient  ivas  put  into  a  dungeon,  in  order  to  make  himjiueat  j 
and  in  that  manner,  as  Fallopius  exprejfcs  it,  the  bones  and  the -very 
man  hi mf elf  ivas  macerated.  Wijeman,  fays,  in  England  they  ufed 
a  Tub  for  this  purpofe,  as  abroad,  a  cave,  or  oven,  or  dungeon. 
And  as  for  the  Unciion,  it  was  fometimes  continued  for  thirty- 
feven  days  j  (as  he  obferves,  p.  375,)  and  during  this  time  there  was 
nectirarily  an  extraordinary  abjiinence  requir'd.  Hence  ihe  term  of 
the  Tub-fafi. 

In 
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In  my  penurious  band.     I  heard  and  gnev'd. 
How  ciirfed  /Ithen^,  mindlefs  of  thy  worth. 
Forgetting  thy  great  d^tt^,  when  neighbour  ftates. 
But  for  thy  fvvord  and  fortune,  trod  upon  them  — 

Tim.  I  pr  ythee,,beat  thy  drum,  and  get  thee  gone. 

Ale.  I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear   'imon. 

Tim,  How  dod  thou  pity  him,    whom  thou  doft.; 
troubJe  ?" 
I'  ad  rather  be  alone. 

Ale.  Why,  fare  thee  well,. 
Here's  gold  for  thee. 

Tim.  Keep  it,  I  cannot  eat  it: 

j^Ic    When  I  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  a  heap  -J 

Tim.  Warr'ft  thou  'gainft   Athens  ? 

Ale.  Ay  77»2o», .  and  have  caufe. 

Tim.  The  Gods  confound  them  all  then  in  thy  Con-»' 
queft, 
Aiid,  after.  Thee,  when  thou  haft  conquered  ! 

Ale.  Why  me,   Timon? 

Tim.  That  by  killing  of  villains 
Thou  waft  born  to  conquer  my  Country. 
Put  up  thy  gold.     Go  on,  here's  gold,  go  on  ; 

*  i  Be  as  a  planetary  plague,  when  Jonje 

*  Will  o'er  fome  high-vic'd  city  hang  his  poifon. 

*  In  the  fick  air  :  Let  not  thy  fword  Ikip  one, 

*  Pity  not  honoured  age  for  his  v.'h;te  beard, 

*  He  is  an  ufurer.     Strike  me  the  matron, 

*  It  is  her  habit  only,  that  is  honeft, 

«  Hcrfelf 's  a  bawd. ,  Let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 
Make  fof:  thy  trenchant  fword  ;  for  thofe  milk-paps, . 
^  That  through  the  window-lav*'ii  bore  at  men's  eyes. 
Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  p.^^y  writ ; . 
Set  them  down  horrible  traiturc.     Spare-not  the  babe,. 

5  Be  a$  a  planetary  plague,  ivl"a  Jove 

Will  o^er  feme  higb-V!c''d  city  bang  bis  pdfcn 

Intkefick  ain ]     This  is  wonderfully  fublime  and 

pi£lurefque. 

6  That  through  the  nolndtio-barn^  How  the  words  Come  to  be 
blunder'd  into  t.his  ftrange  nonfenfe,  is  hard  to  conceiTC.  But  it  is 
plain  Shakefpear  wrote, 

Windcw-laiunf 

i,  e,  lawn  aJmoft  as  tranfparent  as  glafs  windows. 

Whofe. 
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Whofe  dimpled  fmiles  from  fools  [a]  extort  their  mercy  j 
Think  it  a  bafiard,  whom  the  oracle 
Hath  doubifully  ^ronounc'd  thy  throat  fhall  cut. 
And  mince  it  fans  remorfe.     Swear  againft  objeds. 
Put  armour  on  thine  ears,  and  on  thine  eyes ; 
V/hofe  proof,  nor  yells  of  mothers    maids,  nor  babes. 
Nor  fight  of  prieft  in  holy  veilments  bleeding, 
Shall  pierce  a  jot.     There's  gold  to  pay  thy  foldiers. 
Make  large  confufion  ;  and,  thy  fury  fpent. 
Confounded  be  thy  felf !  fpeak  not,  be  gone. 

J/c.  Haft  the  a  gold  yet  ? 
I'll  lake  the  gold  thou  giv'ft  me,  not  thy  counfel. 

Tim.  Doft  thou,   or  doik  thou  not,    heav'n's   curfe 
upon  thee  ! 

Both.  Give  us  fome  gold,    good  Timofj :    haft  thou 
more  .? 

Tim.  Enough  to  make  a  whore  forfake  her  trade, 
7  And  to  make  whole  a  bawd      Hold  up.    you  Huts, 
Your  aprons  mountant ;  you're  not  othable. 
Although,  I  know,  you'll  I'wear  ;  terribly  fwear 
Into  ftrong  fhudders,  and  to  heav'nly  agues, 
Th'  immortal  Gods  that  hear  you.    Spare  your  oaths : 
I'll  truft  to  yo::r  conditions,  be  whores  ftill 
And  he  whofe  pious  breath  feeks  to  convert  you. 
Be  ftrong  in  whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up. 
Let  your  clofe  fire  predominate  his  fmoak. 
And  be  no  turn-coats :  ^  yet  may  your  pains  fix  months 

Be 

7  j^nj  to  mah  whore  a  ba'wd.'\  The  power  cf  gold,  indeed, 
may  be  fiippos'd  great,  that  can  mikeawhcre  forfake  her  tiade  ; 
but  what  mighty  difficulty  wiS  there  in  making  a  whore  turn 
bawd?  And  yet,  *is  piain,  h-.re  he  is  defcribing  the  might)  power 
of  gu'd.  He  h.:d  before  fhewn,  how  geld  can  perfuade  to  any  villa- 
ny  ;  he  now  fhews  ih?t  it  has  .\;!l  a  greater  force,  and  c^n  even 
turn  from  vice  to  the  praftlce,  or,  at  leaft,  the  femblance  of  virtue. 
We  mult  therefore  read,  to  reftore  fe:jfe  to  our  author. 

And  to  make  whole  a  Baivd- 

i.  e.  not  only  make  her  quit  her  calling,    but  thereby  refloie  her  to 
reputation. 

8  yet  may  your  pains_/?x  months 

Be  quite  contrary ]   This  is  obfcure,    partly  from  the  am- 
biguity 

1(a)  extort  their  mercy.  Oxford  Editor.— Vulg.  efchaufi  their 
tf2crcy.j 
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Fe  quite  contrary.     Make  falfe  hair,  and  thatch 
Your  poor  thin  roofs  with  burthens  of  the  dead, 

(Some  that  were  hang'd,  no  matter  :- ) 

Wear  them,  betray  with  them;  and  whore  on  ftill  : 
Paint  'till  a  horfe  may  mire  upon  your  face ; 
A  pox  of  wrinkles ! 

Bot^.  Well,  more  gold what  then  ? 

Believe,  that  we'll  do  any  thing  for  gold. 

Tim.   Confumptions  fow 
In  hollow  bones  of  man,  ftrike  their  fharp  fhins, 
And  mar  men's  fpurring,  "  Crack  the  lawyer's  voice. 

That  he  may  never  more  falfe  Title  plead, 
*'  Nor  found  his  quillets  ihrilly.     Hoar  the  F/amen, 
*'  That  fcolds  againft  the  quality  of  flefh, 
**  And  not  believes  himfelf.     Down  with  the  nofe,  - 
**  Down  with  it  flat ;  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
"  Gf  him,  9  that,  his  particular  to  forefend, 
r  Smells  from  the  gen'ral  weal.     Make  curl'd-pate 
ruffians  bald. 

And   le:  the  unlcarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
"Derive  fome  pain  from   you.     PLigue  all; 
That  your  aaivity  may  defeat,   and  quell 

bigulty  of  the  word  piins,  and  pirtly  from  the  generality  of  the  ex- 
prelTion.  The  mtaiang  is  this,  he  had  faid^kfore,  follow  con- 
ii^wiy  ycur  trade  of  debauchery  :  that  is  (fays  he)  for  fix  months 
m  the  year.  Let  the  other  fix  be  employ 'a  in  quite  ccntrary  pains 
and  labour,  namely,  in  the  fevere  d  fcipjne  neceflary  for  the  repair 
of  thufe  d:forders  that  your  debaucheries  occafion,  in  order  to  fit  you 
anew  to  the  trade  ;  and  thus  let  the  whole  year  be  fpent  in  thefe 
different  occupation^.  Gn  this  account  he  goes  on,  and  fay&.  Make 
fo/fe  hair,  &c.  But  for,  paimjix  months,  the  Oxford  Editor  reads, 
fains  exterior.     What  he  means  I  know  not. 

9  that^his  particular  to  foresee]   In    this  beautifu-l 

paflage  there  is  a  f^range  jumble  of  metaphors.  To  fmell  in  order  to 
forefee,  is  ufing  the  benefit  of  the  fenfes  in  a  very  abfurd  way.  The 
fenle  too  Js  as  bad  as  the  expreffion  :  Men  do  not  forfake  and  be- 
tray the  public  in  order  to  forejce  their  own  particular  advantage, 
but  to  provide  for  it.  Forejecing  is  not  the  confequence  of  betray- 
ing, but  one  of  the  caufes  of  it.     Without  doubt  we  ihould  read. 

Of  him,  that,  his  particular   ?o  forefend, 

Smells  from  the  geri'ral  weal 

i.e,  provide  for,  fecure.  Forefend  has  a  great  force  and  beauty  in 
this  place,  as  fignifying  not  barely  to  fecure,  but  to  make  a  previous 
^Twifion  for  feiunng. 

The 
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The  Iburce  of  all  eredion* There's  more  gold. 

Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you, 
And  ditches  grave  you  all! 

Bo/^    More  counfel  with  more  money,    bounteous 

Tim.  More  whore,  more  mifchief,  firfl;  Tve  given 

you  earneft. 
^/r.  Strike  up  the  drum  towards  ^/^^«j;    farewefJ 
Timon  : 
If  I  thrive  well,    I'll  vifit  thee  again, 

T.  '7.  If  I  hope  well,  I'll  never  fee  thee  moie." 
Jic.  I  never  did  thee  harm. 
Tim.  Yes.  thou  fpok'ft  well  of  me. 
J/c.  Cairft  thou  that  harm  ? 
Tim.  Men  daily  find  it.     Get  thee  hence,  away. 
And  take  thy  beagles  with  thee. 
,u^/c.  We  but  offend  him  :  ftrike. 

[Exeunt  Alcibiad.  Phryn.  atid  Timand» 

SCENE.     V. 

Tim.  '  That  nature,  being  fick  of  man's  unkindnefs, 

*  Should  yet  be  hungry  f  Common  mother,  thou 

*  ^  Whofe  womb  unmeafurable,  and  infinite  breaft 

*  Teems,    and  feeds  all ;   oh  thou  !    whofe  felf-fama 

mettle 

*  (Whereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  puft) 

*  Engenders  the  black  toad,  and  adder  blue, 

*  The  gilded  newt,  and  eyelefs  venom'd  worm ; 

*  With  all  th'  abhorred  births  *  below  cript  heav'n^ 

*  Whereon  Hyperion's  quickning  fire  doth  fhine  ; 

*  Yield  him,  who  all  thy  human  fons  does  hate, 

*  From  forth  thy  plenteous  bofom,  one  poor  root .' 

*  Enfear  thy  fertile  and  conceptious  womb  ; 

I  Whsfe  nvimb  unmeafurable,  and  irfinite  breaji'\  This  image  is 
taken  from  the  ancient  ftatues  of  Diana  Epbefia  Muhif/iammiaf 
called  xavato/.oc  (PCact;  TavTwv  MvjT^p  »  and  is  a  very  good  com- 
ment on  thofe  extraordinary  figures.  See  Montfaucon  P  Antiquite 
expUqueiy  1.  3.  c.  15.  Heftod  alluding  to  the  fame  reprefentations, 
calls  the  earth  FAT*  ETPrSTEPNOS- 

a  bsloiv  CRISP  bea'v''n,]  We  fliould  read  cript^  i.  e.  vaulted, 
from  the  Lat:n  C'^ypja,  a  vault, 

*  5  Let 
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*  ?  Let  it  no  more  bring  out  to  ingrateful  man. 

*  Go  great  with  tygers,  dragons,  wolves  and  bears, 

*  Teem  with  new  menders,  4-  whom  thy  upward-face 

*  Hath  to  the  marbled  manfion  all  above 

*  Never  prefented O,  a  root dear  thanks ! 

*  5  Dry  up  thy  harrow'd  veins,  and  plough-torn  leas, 

*  Whereof  ingrateful  man  with  llqu'rifh  draughts 

*  And  morfels  un£lious,  greafes  his  pure  mind, 
I  That  from  it  all  confideration  flips..  ■ 

SCENE     VI. 
Effter  Apemantus. 
^ore  man?  plague!  plague  '  ■ 


Jpem.  I  was  direded  hither.     Men  report. 
Thou  doll  affedl  my  manners  and  doft  ufe  them. 

Tim.  'Tis  then,  becaufe  thou  doll  not  keep  a  dog 
Whom  I  would  imitate  ;  confumption  catch  thee  ! 

Jpem.  "  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  affected, 
**  A  poor  unmanly  melancholy,    fprung 
"  From  change  of  fortune.      Why  this  fpade  ?    this 

place  ? 
"  This  flave-like  habit,  and  thefe  looks  of  care  ? 

3  Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  man.]    This  is  an  abf'.rd 
reading.      Shakefpear  wrote, 

bi'ing  out  to  ingrateful  man, 

i,  e.  fruits  for  his  ruiienance  and  fuppnrt ;  but  let  it  rather  teem 
with  monfters  to  his  deflruflion.  N  r  is  it  to  be  pretended  that  this 
alludes  to  the  fable  :  For  he  is  fpeaking  of  what  the  earth  now 
brings  forth  j  which  thought  h-^  repeats  ifterwarfts, 

Dry  up  thy  harroio^d  veins,  and  ploiu  torn  leas,  &c. 

4  'U}bom  thy  upward-face]   Uptuard-facc,  for  furface. 

5  Dry  up  thy   marrows  "veins  and ploiv-torn  I''as,'\   The  inte- 
grity of  the  metaphor  abfolutely  requires  that  we  Oi'-uld  read. 

Dry  up  thy  harrow'd  "veins,  and  ploiv-torn  leas, 
Mr.  Theobald  owns  thjt  this  gives  a  new  beauty  to  rhe  verfe,  yet 
as  unilious  morfels  follows,  marrows  might  have  p  'n';  before,  and 
mean  the  fat  of  the  land.  That  is,  becaufe  there  is  a  metaphor 
afterwards  that  fuits  it,  it  may  be  admitted,  thi*  it  violates  the 
metaphor  in  the  place  it  is  ufed  in.  But  this  unhippy  critic  never 
confidered  that  men  ought  to  earn  this  fat  lefore  they  eat  it. 
From  this  emendation  the  Oxford  Editor  has  fpiung  another,  and 
.Itads, 

Dfy  up  thy  Meadows f  Fireyards -. 

*«  fhy 
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*'  Thy  flattVers  yet  wear  filk,  drink  wine,  lie  foft ; 
'*  <*  Hug  their. difeas'ci  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
**  That  ever  Timon  was.     7  Shanne  not  thefe  weeds, 
**  By  putting  on     the  cunning  of  a  carper. 
**  Be  thou  a  flatt'rer  now,  and  feek  to  thrive 
"  By  that  whicli  has  undone  thee,  hinge  thy  knee, 
"  And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'k  obferve, 
**  Blow  off  thy  cap ,-  praife  his  mod  vicious  ftrain, 
**  And  call  it  excellent.     Thou  waft  'old  thus : 
Thou  gav'ft  thine  ears,  like  tapfters,  that  bid  welcome 
To  knaves,  and  all  approachtrs :  'Tis  moft  juft 
That  thou  turn  rafcal :  hadft  thou  wealth  acain, 
Rafcals  fhould  have't.     Do  not  affume  mylikenefs. 

Tim,  Were  I  like  thee,  I'd  throw  away  my  felf. 

Apem.  Thou'ft  caft  away  tiiy  (elf,  being  like  thy  felf. 
So  long  a  mad -man,  now  a  fool.    What,  think'ft  thou, 

*  That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boifterous  chamberlain, 

*  Will  put  thy  fhirt  on  warm  ?    will  thefe  [a]  mofs'd 

trees, 

*  That  "have  out-liv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels, 

*  And  fkip  when  thou  point'il  out?  will  the  cold  brook, 

*  Candied  with  ice,  cavvdie  thy  morning  talte 

*  To  cure  thy  o'er  night's  furfeit  ?  Call  the  creatures, 

*  Whofe  naked  natures  live  in  all  the  fpight 

*  Of  wreakful  heav'n,  whofe  bare  unhoufed  trunks,    ^ 

*  To  the  confiieting  elements  expos'd, 

6  Hug  their  difeas'd  perfumes, ]    Difeas'd,    for  caufing  clf- 

eafes.     This  is,    indeed,    -jerbum  arder.s  j    and   has  ibmething  of 
greater  force  than  Vir^iPs. 

Nee  cajia  liquidi  Cfirrumpitur  ufus  oli'vi. 

7  Shame  not  thefe  woods.]  But  how  did  Timon  apy  nriore  fliame 
the  words  by  affuming  the  charader  of  a  Cynic,  than  Apemantus 
did?  The  poet  certair.ly  meant  to  make  'jpemar.tus  fay,  Don't 
difgrace  this  ^arb,  wh.ch  .liou  haft  only  affeEled  to  aflume  ;  and  to 
feem  the  creature  thcu  art  not  by  n.iture,  but  by  the  force  and  com- 
pulfion  of  poverty.     We  muft  therefore  reftore, 

■  Shame  not  -thefe  weeds. 

Apemantus,  in  feveral  other  paffages  of  the  fcene,    reproaches  him 
WJth  his  change  of  garb. 

^  rr~!^^  cunning  of  a  carper.]  For  the  Philofophy  of  a  Cynic, 
of  which  lea  Apemantui  was :  and  therefore  he  concludes, 
Do  not  ajfume  my  likenefs. 

*  Anfwer 

[(a)  mofi'd  trees,     Oxford  Editor. Vulg.  moi^  trees.} 
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*  Anfwer  meer  nature  ;  bid  them  flatter  thee ; 
,'  Oh  !  thou  Oialt  find 

TVw.  A  fool  of  thee ;  depart. 

Jpem.  I  love  th-ee  better  now,  than  e'er  I  did, 

'Tim.  I  hate  thee  worfe. 

J/)em.  Why  ? 

7:m.  Thou  fiatt'reft  mifery. 

j^pem.  I  flatter  not ;  but  fay,  thou  art  a  caytiiF. 

Tim.  Why  doll  thou  feek  me  out  ? 

Jpem.  To  vex  thee. 

Tim.  Always  a  villain's  oflice,  or  a  fool's. 
Do'ft  pleafe  thy  felf  in't  ? 

Jpem.  Ay. 

7im.  {a)  What  a  knave  thou  ? 

Jpem.  "  If  thou  didft  put  this  fowre  cold  habit  on 
"  To  caftigate  thy  pride,  'twere  well ;  but  thou 
*'  Doft  it  enforcedly  :  thou'dft  Courtier  be, 
**  Wert  thou  not  beggar.     Willing  mifery 
Outlives  incertain  pomp ;  is  crown'd  before  : 
The  one  is  filling  Hill,  never  ccmpleat ; 
The  other,  at  high  wiih :  Befl  fl:ates,  contentlefs. 
Have  a  diftra^led  and  moll  wretched  being  ; 
Worfe  than  the  worft,  content. 
Thou  fhouldft  defire  to  die,  being  miferable. 

Tim.  Not  by  his  breath,  that  is  more  miferable. 

*  Thou  art  a  11a ve,   whom  fortune's  tender  arm 

*  With  favour  never  clafpt ;  9  but  bred  a  dog. 

*  Hadll  thou,  like  us,  from  our  firfl:  fwath  proceeded 
'  Through  fweet  degrees  that  this  brief  world  affords, 

*  To  fuch  as  may  the  paflive  drugs  of  it 

*  Freely  command ;  thou  wouldll  have  plung'd  thy  felf 

*  In  general  riot,  melted  down  thy  youth 

*  In  different  beds  of  lufl:,  and  never  learn'd 

*  The  icy  precepts  of  refpeft,  but  followed 

*  The  fugar'd  game  before  thee.     But  my  felf, 
5  Who  had  the  world  as  my  confeftionary, 

9  hut  bred  a  dog.]  Alluding  to  the  word  Cynicy  of  which 

fedl  Apemantui  was. 

[(a)  What  a  knave  thou !    Oxford  Editor Vulg.  Tf^hat  ?  a. 

knave  too  f  ] 

'The 
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'  The  mouths,    the  tongues,    the  eyes,    the  hearts  of 
men 

*  At  duty,  naore  than  I  could  frame  employments ; 

*  That  numberlefs  upon  me  ftuck,  as  leaves 

*  Do  on  the  oak  ;  have  with  one  winter's  bruih 

*  Fall'n  from  their  boughs,  and  left  me  open,  bare 

*  For  every  ftorm  that  blows.      I  to  bear  this, 

*  That  never  knew  bat  better,  is  fome  burthen. 

*  Thy  nature  did  commence  in  fufF'rance,  time 

'  Hath  made  thee  hard  in't.     Why  fhouldft  thou  hate 
men  ? 

*  They  never  flatter'd  thee.     What  haft  thou  given? 

*  If  thou  wilt  curfe,  thy  father,  that  poor  rag, 

*  Muft  be  thy  fubjeft  ;  who  in  fpight  put  fluff 
'  To  fome  fhe  beggar,  and  compounded  thee 

*  Poor  rogue  hereditary.     Hence  !  be  gone         ■■m  i 
'^  If  thou  hadft  not  been  born  the  worft  of  men. 
Thou  hadft  been  knave  and  flatterer. 

Jpem.  Art  thou  proud  yet  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

j^pem.  I,  that  I  was  no  prodigal. 

Tim.  I,  that  I  am  one  now. 
Were  all  the  wealth  I  have,  fhut  up  in  thee, 
I'd  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.     Get  thee  gone  ' 

That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this ! 
Thus  would  I  eat  it.  [Eating  a  roof. 

Apem.  Here,  I  will  mend  thy  feaft. 

Tim.  Firft  mend  my  company,   take  away  thy  felf. 

Apem.  So  I  fhall  mend  my  own,  by  th'  lack  of  thine. 

Tim.  'Tis  not  well  mended  fo,  it  is  but  botcht ; 
If  T^ot,  I  would  it  were. 

Apem.  What  wouldft  thou  have  to  Athens  ? 

Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  whirlwind  j  if  thou  wilt. 
Tell  them  there,  I  have  gold  ;  look,  fo  I  have, 

Apem.  Here  is  no  ufe  for  gold, 

Tim.  The  beft  and  trueft  : 
For  here  it  fleeps,  and  does  no  hired  harm. 
.    Apem.   Where  ly 'ft  o'nights,  Timon? 

Tim.  Under  that's  above  me. 
Where  feed'ft  thou  o'days,  Apmanttts  ? 

I  If  thou  badfi  mt  been  horn  the  worft  ofmtn,']  Worji^  for  loweft. 

Vol.  VI.  K  Apm. 
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^pem.  Where  my  flomach  fmds  meat ;  or  rather, 
ivhere  1  eat  it 

TVw.  'Would  poifon  were  obedient,  and  knew  ray 
mind  ! 

Jpem,  Where  wouldft  thou  fend  it  ? 

^im.  To  fawce  thy  di{hes. 

Apem,  The  middle  of  humanity 'thou  never  knewcft, 
but  the  extremity  of  both  ends.  When  thou  waft  in 
thy  gilt,  and  thy  perfume,  they  mockt  thee  ^  for  too 
much  curiofity  ;  in  thy  rags  thou  knoweft  none,  but 
art  defpis'd  for  the  contrary.  There's  a  medlar  for 
{hee,   eat  it 

lim.  On  what  I  hate  I  feed  noL 

Apem,  Doft  hate  a  medlar  ? 

^im.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

Apem  An  th'  hadft  hated  medlers  fooner,  tlioa 
fhouldft  have  loved  thy  felf  better  now.  What  man 
'didft  thou  ever  know  unthrift,  that  was  beloved  after 
his  means  ? 

lim.  Who,  without  thofe  means  thou  talk'ft  of, 
didft  thou  ever  know  beloved  ? 

Apem.  My  felf. 

^im.  I  underftand  thee,  thou  hadft  fome  means  to 
keep  a  dog. 

/Ipem.  What  things  in  the  world  canft  thou  neareft 
compare  to  thy  flatterers  ? 

Tim.  Women  neareft  ;  but  men.,  men,  are  the  things 
themfelves.  What  wouldft  thou  do  with  the  world, 
Apemantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power  ? 

Apem,  Give  it  the  beafts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 

Tim.  Wouldft  thou  have  thy  felf  fall  in  the  confufioa 
of  men,   or  remain  a  beaft  with  the  beafts  ? 

Apem.  Ay,  Timon. 

lim.  *  A  beaftly  ambition,   which  the  Gods  grant 

3  for  too  viucb  curiofity  j]  /.  e.  for  too  much  finical  delicacy. 
The  Oxford  Editor  alters  it  to  courtefy.  But  Apemantui  is  not 
fpeaking  of  Timori's  wealth  in  general,  but  of  that  which  he  applied 
to  his  own  ufe  in  gilt  and  perfume  :  (o  that  his  couHefy  had  nothing 
to  do  with  this,  but  his  curiofity  which  cccafioned  it.  Connmoa 
fenfe  fhews  us  the  pertinence  of  the  common  reading,  and  the  ins- 
pertluence  of  the  alteration. 

'  th©c 
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"*  thee  to  attain  to !  If  thou  wert  a  lion,  the  fox 
'*  would  beguile  thee  ;    if  thou  wert  a  lamb,   the  fox 

*  would  eat  thee  ;  if  thou  wert  the  fox,  the  lion  would 

*  fufpeft  thee,  when,  peradventure,  thou  wert  accused 
'  by  the  afs ;  if  thou  wert  the  afs,  thy  dulnefs  would 
'  torment  thee  ;  and  ftill  thou  liv'dft  but  as  a  break- 
«  fail  to  the  wolf.     If  thou  wert  the  wolf,   thy  gree- 

*  dinefs  would  afflidl  thee  ;    and  oft  thou  fhouldft  ha- 

*  zard  thy  life  for  thy  dinner.     Wert  thou  the  uni- 

*  corn,    pride  and  wrath   would  confound  thee,    and 

*  make  thine  own  felf  the  conqueft  of  thy  fury.    Wert 

*  thou  a  bear,    thou  wouldft  be  kill'd  by  the  horfe ; 

*  wert  thou  a  horfe,    thou  wouldft  be  feiz'd  by  the 

*  leopard  ;  wert  thou  a  leopard,  thou  wert  german  to 

*  the  lion,  and  the  fpots  of  thy  kindred  were  jurors  on 

*  thy  life.     All  thy  fafety  were  remotion,   and  thy 

*  defence  abfence.     What  beaft  couldft  thou  be,    that 

*  were  not  fubjeft  to  a  beaft  ?   and  what  a  beaft  art 

*  thou  already,  and  feeft  not  thy  lofs  in  transformation  ! ' 
jfpem.  If  thou   couldft  pleafe  me  with  fpeaking  to 

me,  thou  might'ft  have  hit  upon  it  here.  The  Com- 
monwealth of  Jthens  is  become  a  foreft  of  beafts. 

Tim.  How  has  the  afs  broke  the  wall,  that  thou  art 
out  of  the  City  ? 

y^pem.  Yonder  comes  a  Poet,  and  a  Painter.  The 
Plague  of  Company  light  upon  thee !  I  will  fear  to 
catch  it,  and  give  way.  When  I  know  not  what  elfe 
to  do,  I'll  fee  thee  again. 

Tim.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee,    the* 
flialt  be  welcome. 
I  had  rather  be  a  Beggar's  dog,  than  Apemantus, 

Apem.  J  Thou  art  the  cap  of  all  the  fools  alive. 

Tim.  Would,  thou  wert  clean  enough  to  fpit  upon. 
A  plague  on  thee  ! 

Apem.  Thou  art  too  bad  to  curfe. 

Tim.  All  villains,  that  do  ftand  by  thee,  are  pure. 

Apem.  There  is  no  leprofie  b^t  what  thou  fpeak'ft. 

Tim.  If  I  name  thee. I'll  beat  thee ;    but  I 

fhould  infedl  my  hands. 

3  Thou  art  the  capy  &c.]  ;'.  e.  the  property,  the  bubble, 

K  2  Apem 
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yipem.  I  would  iny  tongue  could  rot  them  ofF! 

^Vw.  Avvay,  tiiou  ifTue  of  a  mangy  dog  ! 
Choler  does  kill  me,  that  thou  art  alive  : 
I  fvvoon  to  fee  thee 

Jj.an.   'Would,  tliou  wouldft  burll:  ! 

^/w    Away,  thoa  tedious  rogue,  1  am  forry  I  fhalJ 
lo*".  a  ilone  by  thee. 

Apem.  Beall ! 

^J.fi.  Slave ! 

Jpem.  load! 

^im.  Rogue  I  rogue  f  rogue  I 

[  ^pem.  retreats  bacJ!n,varcli  as  going* 
I  am  fick  of  this  falfe  world,  and  will  love  nought 
But  ev'n  the  meer  neceffities  upon  it. 
Then,  Timon,  prefently  prepare  thy  grave  ; 
Lye  where  the  light  foam  of  the  Tea  may  beat 
Thy  grave-flone  daily  ;  make  thine  epitaph  ; 
That  death  in  me  at  others'  lives  may  laugh. 

*  O  thou  fweet  king-killer,    and  dear  divorce 

\_Looking  on  the  gold, 
'^  'Twixt  natural  fon  and  fire  I  thou  bright  defiler 

*  Of  Hymen  s  pureil  bed  !  thou  valiant  Mars  ! 

*  Thou  ever  young,  frefh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer, 

*  +  Whofe  blufh  doth  thaw  the  confecrated  fnow,  * 

*  That  lies  on  Dians  lap  !  thou  vifible  God,  I 

*  That  fouldreft  clofe  impoflibilities,  " 

*  And   mak'Il  them  kifs !    that  fpeak'il   with   every 

tongue, 

*  To  every  purpofe  !  Oh,  thou  Touch  of  hearts  ? 

*  Think,  thy  flave  Man  rebels ;  and  by  thy  virtue 

*  Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beafts 
'  May  have  the  world  in  empire.' 

Jpem.  'Would  'tv/ere  {o. 
But  not  'till  I  am  dead  I  I'll  fay,  thou  haft  gold  : 
Thou  wilt  be  throng'd  to  ftiortly, 

Tim.  Throng'd  to? 

4  JVbofe  hlujh  doth  thaiv  the  confecrated  fnow. 

That  lies  on  Dian's  lap! ]   The  imagery  is  here  exqui- 

filely  beautiful  and  fuhlime  :  and  that  ftill  heightened  by  allufion 
to  a  fiible  and  cuftom  of  antiquity  ;  'viz.  the  flory  of  Danae,  and 
the  gold-;n  {hower  }  and  the  ufe  of  confecrating  to  a  god  or  goddefs, 
that  which,  fjoJB  a  -^milarity  uf  nature,  they  were  fuppofed  to  hold 
in  efteem. 
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Jpem-  Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  back,  T  pr'ythee.— — 
Jlpem.  Live,  and  love  thy  mifery  \ 
lim.  Long  live  fo,  and  ib  die  !  I  am  quit, 

Apern.  Mo  things  like  men Eat,    7imo»y  -and 

abhor  them.  \_Exit  Apem. 

SCENE    VII, 

Enter  Thienjes. 

1  Thief.  Where  ftiould  he  have  this  gold  ?  It  is 
fome  poor  fragment,  fome  Hender  ort  of  his  remain- 
der :  the  meer  want  of  gold,  and  the  falling  off  of 
friends,  drove  him  into  this  melancholy. 

2  Thief.  It  is  nois'd,  he  hath  a  mafs  of  treafure. 

3  Thief.  Let  us  make  the  allay  upon  him ;  if  he 
care  not  for't,  he  will  fupply  us  eafily  :  if  he  cove- 
toufly  referve  it,  how  IhalPs  get  it  ? 

2  Thief  True  i  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him  r 
;tis  hid. 

1  Thief  Is  not  this  he  ? 
All.  Where  ? 

2  Thief.  'Tis  his  defcription. 

3  Thief.  He;  I  know  him. 
AIL  Save  thee,  Timon. 
Tim.  Now,  thieves. 

All.  Soldiers ;  not  thieves. 

Tiim.  Both  too,  and  women's  fons. 

All.  We  are  not  thieves,  but  men  that  much  do  want. 

Tim.  Your  greateft  want  is,    you   want  much   of 
(a)  meet. 
<•  Why  Ihould  you  want  ?  behold,  the  earth  hath  roots ; 
"  Within  this  mile  break  forth  an  hundred  fprings ; 
"  The  oaks  bear  mafts,   the  briars  fcarlet  hips : 
"  The  bounteous  hufwife  nature  on  each  bufh 
"  Lays  her  full  mefs  before  you.    Want  ?  why  want  ?** 

I  Thief.  We  cannot  live  on  grafs,  on  berries,  water. 
As  beafts,  and  birds,  and  fifties. 

Tim,  Nor  on  the  beafts  themfelves,   the  birds  and 
fifties ; 
You  muft  eat  men.     "  Yet  thanks  I  mull  you  con, 

\Ja)  met,     Mr.  Theobald. Vulg.  meat.'l 

K  3  «  Tim 
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"  That  you  are  thieves  profeft  :  that  you  vvoTk  not 
"  In  holier  fhapes ;  for  there  is  boundleis  theft 
"  y  In  limited  profeiTions.     Rafcals,  thieves, 
*'  Here's  gold.    Go,  fuck  the  fubtle  blood  o'th'  grape^ 
"  'Till  the  high  fever  feeth  your  blood  to  froth, 
"  And  fo  'icape  hanging.     Trull  not  the  phyfician, 
**  His  antidotes  are  poifon,    and  he  flays 
**  More  tl;an  you  rob,  (a)  takes  weakh  and  life  to- 
gether. 
**  Do  villany,  do,   fmce  you  profefs  to  do't, 
*'  Like  v/orkmen  j  I'll  example  you  with  thievery. 
"  The  S'jn's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  ^traction 
<*  Robs  the  vitit  Sea.     The  Moon's  an  arrant  thief, 
**  And  her  pale  fire  ilie  fnatches  from  tne  Sun. 
**  ^  The  Sea's  a  thief,   whofe  Lquid  furge  refolves 
"  The  Moundb  into  fait  teiirs.     The  earth's  a  thief, 
**  That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  compo.'.ure  flol'n 
'*  From  gen'ral  excrements  :  each  thing's  a  thief. 
"  The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 
"  Have  uncheck'd  theft."  Love  not  your  feU'es,  away, 
Rob  one  another,  there's  more  gold  ;  cut  throats ; 
All  that  you  meet  are  tliieves  :  to  Athens  go. 
Break  open  fhops,  for  notiiing  can  you  ileal 
But  thieves  do  lofe  it :  Ileal  not  lefs  for  what 
I  give,  and  gold  confound  you  howfoever !   Jmen,. 

[Exit. 

3  Thief.  H'as  almofl  charm'd  me   from  my  profef- 
fion,    by  perfuaJing  me  to  it. 

1  Jhief.  4-  'Tis  in  the  m.alice  of  raankiiid,   that   he 

thus 

5  In  limited  profejft'.ns ]   Limited,   for  legal. 

6  The  Sea's  a  thief,  ivhofe  liquid  furge  refolves 

The  Mo  o-N  into  fait  tears.  — '\  Tht  Sea  melting  ihe  Moon 
into  tears,  is,  I  believe,  a  feciet  in  philofophy,  which  no  body  but 
Sbakefpear''s  deep  Editors  ever  dream'd  of.  There  is  another  opi- 
nion, which  'tis  more  reafonable  to  believe  that  our  Author  may 
allude  to  J  -viz.  that  the  faltnefs  of  the  Sea  is  caufed  by  f.veral. 
ranges,  or  Mounds  of  rock-falt  under  water,  with  which  refol-vin^ 
liquid  the  Sea  was  impregnated.  This  I  think  a  fufficient  autho- 
rity for  changing  Moon  into  Mounds. 

4  *Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind y  that  be  thus  advifes  us,  not  to 
have  us  thrive  in  our  myjiery.'^   i.  e.  'Tis  the   common  malice  of 

mankind 

[faj  Takes  'wealth  and  life  together,  Oxford  Editor— —Vulg.- 
Take  wealth  and  lii'e  togetber,'^ 
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thus  advifes  us,  not  to'have  us  thrive  in  our  myfter}% 
2  T:hief.  I'll  believe  him  as  an  enemy ;    and  giv^.. 
over  my  trade. 

1  ^hief.  s  Let  us  firft  fee  peace  in  Jthens. 

2  'Thief.  There  is  no  time  fo  miferable,    but  a  man 
may  be  true.  {Exeunt^ 


ACT    V.     SCENE    L 

T^he  Woods ,  and  Timon'j  Ca've* 

Enter  Flavins. 

Tlan:.  /^  H,  you  Gods ! 

\J  Is  yon  defpis'd  and  ruinous  man  my  lord  I 
Full  of  decay  and  failing  ?    oh,  monument 
And  wonder  of  good  deeds,  evilly  beftow'd  .' 
»  What  change  of  humour  defp*rate  want  has  made  ? 
What  viler  thing  upon  the  earth,  than  friends, 
Wno  can  bring  nobleft  minds  to  bafeft  ends  ? 
*  How  rarely  does  it  meet  with  this  time's  guife, 
3  When  man  was  willM.  to  love  his  enemies : 

mankind  that  makes  One  give  fuch  advice  to  Another,  as  may  prove 
to  hs  detriment.  One  would  think  this  eafy  enouf,h.  But  the 
Oxford  Editor  reads,  'Tm  in  his  mahct;  to  mankind,  that  he  thus 
adnjifes  us,  not  to  hwve  ut  thrive  in  our  mypery  Which  is  making 
corrpjeat  nonfenfe  of  the  whole  reflt-xion:  For  \{  Tmon  gave  this 
advice,  out  of  his  m.'.!ice  to  his  fpecics,  he  was  in  earneft,  and  fo 
far  from  having  any  defign  that  they  pould  not  thrive  ;«  their 
ntyjlery^  that  his  utmcft  wifli  was  that  they  might. 

5  Let  usfirfi  fee  peace  in  Athene  &c.]  This  and  the  concluding 
little  fpeech  have  in  all  the  editions  been  placed  to  one  fpeaker  : 
But  'tis  evident,  the  latter  words  ought  to  be  put  in  th?  mouth  of 
the  7^««^  thief,  who  is  repenting,  and  leaving  off  hs  trade. 

1  JVhat  change  ^f  HO tio vs.  defb'rate  'want  has  made  f  We 
ihould  read, 

What  change  of  humour 

2  Hctu  rarely  does  it  meet — ]    Rarely ^  for  fit  ;  not  for  feldom. 

3  When  man  ivas  wisht — ]  We  fhould  read  will'd.  He 
forgets  his  pagan  fyftcm  h€re  again. 

K  4  4  Grane; 
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*  Grant,  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  too, 

Thofe  that  would  mifchief  nie,  than  thofe  that  woo  f- 

H'as  caught  me  in  his  eye,  I  will  prefent 

My  honefl  grief  to  him  ;  and,  as  my  lord. 

Still  ferve  him  with  my  life.     My  deareft  mailer  I 

Timon  comes  forn^jard  from  bis  Ca've. 

Tim.  Away  !  what  art  thou  ? 

Fla'v.  Have  you  forgot  me,  Sir  ? 

77«?'.  Why  doft  ask  That  ?    I  have  forgot  all  men. 
Then,  if  thou  granteft  that  thou  art  a  man, 
I  have  forgot  thee. 

Fia'v.  An  honeft  fervant, 

Tim.  Then  I  know  thee  not : 
I  ne'er  had  honeft  man  about  me,  all 
I  kept  were  knaves,  to  ferve  in  meat  ta  villains.. 

Fla'v.  The  Gods  are  witnefs, 
Ne'er  did  poor  He  ward  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  lord,  than  mine  eyes  for  you. 

Tim.  What,  doft  thou  weep  ?    come  nearer,  then  I 
love  thee, 
Becaufe  thou  art  a  woman,  and  difclaim'ft 
Flinty  mankind  ;  whofe  eyes  do  never  give 
But  or  through  luft,  or  laughter.     Pity's  fleeping  j 
Strange   times,  that    weep  with  laughing,    not  with 
weeping ! 

Fiav,  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  lord, 
T'  accept  my  grief,  and,  whilft  this  poor  wealth  lafts, 

4  Grants   I  may  ever  Icve,  avd  rather  woo 

Thofe  that  would  mijchief  me,  than  thofe  that  do  !]  But  why 
io  ?  Was  there  ever  fuch  an  aff,  I  mean,  as  the  tranfcriber  ?  Sbake- 
ffear  wrote  it, 

Granty  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  too 
Thofe  that  luould  mi fchief  me y  than  thofe  that  woo  ! 
The  Steward,  affefted  with  his  mafter's  misfortunes  and  meditating 
on  the  caufe  of  them,  fays, What  an  excellent  precept  is  that  of  Joving 
our  enemies  \  .  grant  that  I  may  Ijve  them  to  chufe,  rather  than 
flatterers.  All  here  is  fenfibJe,  and  to  the  purpofe,  and  makes  the 
whole  coherent.  But  when  once  the  tranfcribers  had  blundered  tea 
to  'WOO  in  the  firft  line,  they  were  obliged,  in  their  own  defence,  in 
the  /econd  line,  to  alter  w«  to  do» 

To 
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To  entertain  me  as  your  fteward  ftill. 

Tim.  Had  I  a  fteward 
So  true,  fo  juft,  and  now  fo  comfortable  ? 
5  It  almoft  turns  my  dangerous  nature  mild. 
Let  me  behold  thy  face  :  furely  this  man 
Was  born  of  woman. 

*♦  Forgis-e  my  general  and  exceptlefs  rafhnefs, 
*'  Perpetual,  fober  Gods !  I  do  proclaim 
«<  One  honeft  man :  miftake  me  not,  but  one  : 
"  No  more,  I  pray ;  and  he's  a  fteward. 
**  How  fain  wo^ld  I  have  hated  all  mankind, 
**  And  thou  redeem'ft  thy  felf ;  but  all,  fave  thee, 
*<  I  fell  with  curfes.  , 

"  Methinks,  thou  art  more  honeft  now,  than  wife ; 
"  For,  by  oppreffing  and  betraying  me, 
"  Thou  might'ft  have  fooner  got  another  fervice  : 
**  For  many  fo  arr:ve  at  fecond  mafters, 
*'  Upon  their  firft  lord's  neck.     But  tell  me  true, 
"  (For  I  muft  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  fo  fure) 
*•  Is  not  thy  kindnefs  fubtle,  covetous, 
"  A  ufuring  kindnefs,  as  rich  men  deal  gifts, 
Expefting  in  return  twenty  for  one  ? 

Flav.  No,  my  moft  worthy  mafter,  (in  whofe  bread 
Doubt  andSufpedl,  alas,  are  plac'd  too  late,) 
You  ftiould  have  fear'd  falfe  times,  when  you  did  feafti 
Sufpecl  ftill  comes,  where  an  eftate  is  leaft. 
That  which  I  ihew,  heav'n  knows,  is  meerly  love, 
Dut}',  and  Zeal,  to  your  unmatched  mind,  ^ 
Care  of  your  food  and  living:  and,  believe  it. 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me 
Either  in  hope,  or  prefent,  I'd  exchange 
For  this  one  wifh,  that  you  had  power  and  wealth 
To  requite  me  by  makmg  rich  your  lelf. 

Tim.  Look  thee,  'tis  fo ;  thou  fmgly  honeft  man. 
Here,  take ;  the  Gods  out  of  my  mifery 

5  It  almoji  twfis  7?;y  dangerous  nature  wild.]  /.  e.  It  almoft 
turns  my  dangerous  nature  to  a  dangerous  nature  j  for,  by  danger- 
CU5  r.atwi,  is  mzinl  ivildnefs.  Shake/pear  wroie. 
It  aJm''li  turns  my  dangerous  nature  mild. 
z.  e.  It  almoit  reconciles  me  ngain  to  mankind.  For  fear  of  that, 
he  puts  in  a  c-cution  iiiitnediately  after,  that  he  makes  an  exception 
but  for  one  inan.     To  which  the  Oxford  Eduor  fays,  reah 
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Have  fent  thee  treafure.     Go,  live  rich  and  happy :. 
But  thus  condition'd  ;  Thou  fhak  build  from  men  : 
Hate  all,  curfe  all,  (hew  charity  to  none  ; 
But  let  the  familht  flefh  Aide  from  the  bone,. 
Ere  thou  relieve   the  beggar.     Give  to  dogs 
What  thou  deny'fl  to  men.    Let  prifons  fwallovv  'em,., 
Debts  wither  'em  ;  be  men  like  blafted  woods. 
And  may  difeafes  lick  up  their  falfe  bloods! 
And  fo  farewel,  and  thrive. 

Fla'v.  O,  let  me  ftay,  and  comfort  you,  my  mafter. 

TVw.  If  thou  hat'ft  curfes. 
Stay  not,  but  fly,  whilft  thou  art  bleft  and  free ; 
Ne'er  fee  thou  man,  and  let  me  ne'er  fee  thee. 

{Exeunt  fe'verally* 

SCENE    IT. 
Enter  Poet  and  Painter. 

Pain,  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  can't  be  far 
where  he  abides. 

Poet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him  ?  does  the  ru- 
mour hold  for  true,,  that  he's  fo  full  of  gold  ? 

Pain.  Ceriain.  Jlcibiades  reports  it  :  Phrynia  and 
^imandra  had  gold  of  him  :  he  likewife  enrich'd  poor- 
flragling  foldiers  with  great  quantity.  'Tis  faid,  he 
gave  his  i>e\^  ard  a  mighty  fum. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his  has  been  but  a  tryal 
of  hii  friends  ? 

Pain.  Nothing  elfe  :  you  fhall  fee  him  a  palm  in. 
/it--eni  again,  and  flourifh  with  the  higheft.  Therefore, 
'tis  not  ainifs,  we  tender  our  loves  to  him,  in  this  fup- 
pos'd  diilrefs  of  his  :  it  will  fhew  honeftly  in  us,  and  is- 
very  likely  to  load  our  purpofes  with  what  they  travel 
for,  if  it  be  a  juft  and  true  report  that  goes  of  his 
Having. 

Poet.  What  have  you  now  to  prefent  unto  him  ? 

Pain.  Nothing  at  this  time  but  my  vifitation  :  only  T 
will  promife  him  an  excellent  piece. 

Poet,  I  muft  ferve  him  fo  too  ;  tell  him  of  an  intent 
^at's  coming  toward  him. 

Pain.  Good,  as  the  beft  :  "  Promifing  is  the  very  air 

0'  \V 
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<f  o'  th'  time  ;  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expeftation.  Per- 
«<  formance  is  ever  the  duller  for  his  aft,  and,  but  in 
<«  the  plainer  and  fimpler  kind  of  people,  the  deed  is 
«'  quite  out  of  ufe.  1  0  promife,  is  moft  courtly,  and 
"  faihionable  ;  performance  is  a  kind  of  will  or  tefta- 
"  ment,  which  argues  a  great  ficknefs  in  his  judgment 
"  that  makes  it. 

Re-enter    Timcn  from  his  ca^ve,  unfeert. 
Tim.  Excellent  woikman  !  thou  canft  not  paint  a  man 
fo  bad  as  thy  felf. 

Poet.  "  I  am  thinking,  what  I  (hall  fay  I  have  pro- 
"  vided  for  him  :  ^  it  muil  be  a  perfonating  of  himfelf ; 
*•  a  fatyr  againft  the  fofmefs  of  profperity,  with  a  dif- 
"  covery  of  the  infinite  flatteries  that  7follow  youth  and 
"  opulencv. 

Tim.  Muft  thou  needs  ftand  for  a  villain  m  thme  own 
work  ?  wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  faults  in  other  men  ? 
do  fo,  I  have  gold  for  thee. 

Poet.  Nay,  let's  feek  him. 
Then  do  we  fm  againft  our  own  eflate. 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 
Pain.  True. 

Poet.  ^  While  the  day  ferves,  before  black-comer  d 
night. 
Find  what  thou  want'ft,  by  free  and  offer'd  light. 
Come. 

Tim,  I'll  meet  you  at  the  turn  ■ 
What  a  God's  gold,  that  he  is  worfhipped 
In  bafer  temples,  than  where  Swine  do  feed  ! 
Tis  thou  that  rigg'ft  the  bark,  and  plow'ft  the  foam, 
Settleft  admired  rev'rence  in  a  flave  ; 
To  thee  be  worfhip,  and  thy  faints  for  aye 

6  it  muli  be  a  perfonating  of  bimfelfs]  Perfonating,  for  repre* 
renting  fimply.  For  the  fubjeft  of  this  projeaed  fatire  was  Tmon  3 
cafe,  not  his  ferfan, 

7  foUoio  youth  and  opulency.]  ».  e.  The  flatteries  of  lovers  and 
legacy  hunters.  .  ,    n  iw* 

8  While  the  da j  firvesy  before  blaCK-corNER  d  tiigbt.^^NC 
fliould  read, 

..    BLACK-CORNETTE    right* 

A  (ornette  is  a  woman's  huad-drefs  for  the  nighti  So  in  another  place 
fee  calls  her,  blaek-brovi'd  nighty 

Ju9 
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Be  crown'd  with  plagues,  that  thee  alone  obey  t 
-'Tis  fit  I  meet  them. 

Poe/»  Hail !  worthy  TimoK. 

Pain.  Our  late  noble  mafter. 

T:m.  Have  I  once  liv'd  to  fee  two  honeft  men? 

Poef.  Sir,  having  often  of  your  bounty  tafted, 
Hearing  you  were  retir'd,  your  friends  falPn  off, 
Whofe  thanklefs  natures,  (oh  abhorred  fpirits ! ) 
Not  all  the  whips  of  heav'n  are  large  enough— 
What !  to  you  ! 

Whofe  ftar-like  noblenefs  gave  life  and  influence 
To  their  whole  being  !  I  am  rapt,  and  cannot 
Cover  the  monftrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  fize  of  words. 

Tim.  9 Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  fee't  the  better: 
You  that  aie  honeft,  by  being  what  you  are. 
Make  them  bell  feen  and  known. 

Paw.  He,  and  my  felf. 
Have  traveird  in  the  great  fhower  of  your  gifcs. 
And  fweetly  felt  it. 

Tim.  Ay,  your're  honeft  men. 

Pain.  We're  hither  come  to  offer  you  our  fervice. 

Tim.  Moll  honeft   men  !  why,  how  Ihall  I  requite 
you  ? 
Can  you  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water  ?  no. 

Both.  What  we  can  do,  we'll  do,  to  do  you  fervice. 

Tim.  Y'are  honeft  men  ;    you've  heard,  that  I  have 
gold  ; 
I'm  fure,  you  have  ;  fpeak  truth,  y'are  honeft  men. 

Pain.  So  it  is  faid,  my  noble  lord,  but  therefore 
Came  not  my  friend,  nor  I. 

Tim.  Good  honeft  man  ;  thou  draw'ft  a  counterfeit 
Beft  in  all  Athens ;  thou'rt,  indeed,  the  beft  j 
Thou  counterfeit'ft  moft  lively. 

Pain.  So,  fo,  my  lord. 

9  Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  fee''t  the  better:  J  The  humour  of 
this  reply  is  incomparable.  It  infinuates  not  only  the  hijtheft  con- 
tempt of  the  flatterer  in  particular,  but  this  ufeful  leflbn  in  gene- 
ral, that  the  images  of  things  are  cleareft  feen  through  a  fimplicity 
of  phrafe  j  of  which  in  the  words  of  the  precept,  and  in  thofe  which 
•ccs^on'd  it,  he  has  given  us  examples. 

Tim. 
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fim*  E'en  fo,  Sir,  as  I  fay  —  And  for  thy  fiftion. 
Why  thy  verfe  fwells  with  ftufF  fo  fine  and  fmooth. 
That  thou  art  even  natural  in  thine  art. 
But  for  all  this,  my  honeft-natnr'd  friends, 
I  muil  needs  fay,  you  have  a  little  fault ; 
Marry,  not  monftrous  in  you  j  neither  wifh  I, 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both.  Befeech  your  Honour 
To  make  it  known  to  us. 

7im»  You'll  take  it  ill. 

Both.  Moft  thankfully,  my  lord. 

7im.  Will  you,  indeed  ? 

Both.  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  lord. 

7im.  There's  ne'er  a  one  of  you  but  trulls  a  knave. 
That  mightily  deceives  you. 

Both.  Do  we,  my  lord  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  and  you  hear  him  cogg,  fee  him  diflemble. 
Know  his  grofs  Patchery,  love  him,  and  feed  him  i 
Keep  in  your  bofom,  yet  remain  affur'd. 
That  he's  a  made-up  villain. 

Pain,  I  know  none  fuch,  my  lord. 

Poet.  Norl. 

*Tim.  Look  you,  I  love  you  well,  I'll  give  you  gold^ 
Rid  me  thefe  villains  from  your  companies  ; 
Hang  them,  or  ftab  them,  drown  them  in  a  draught. 
Confound  them  by  fome  courfe,  and  come  to  me, 
I'll  give  you  gold  enough. 

Both.  Name  them,  my  lord,  let's  know  them. 

Tim.  You   that  way,  and  yoa  this  ;  '  But 

two  in  company  . 

Each  man  apart,  all  fmgle  and  alone. 
Yet  an  arch  villain  keeps  him  company. 
If  where  thou  art,  two  villains  Ihall  not  be, 

[To  the  Painter* 
Come  not  near  him. — If  thou  wouldft  not  refide 

\To  the  Poet. 
But  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon. 

T  — —   But  t^o  in  company  —  ]  This   is  an  impcrfeil 

fentence,  and  is  to  be  fupplied  thus,  But  two  in  company  fpoi Is  all. 

Hence, 
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Hence,   pack,  there's   gold  ;  ye   came   for    gold",  ye 

Haves : 
Yoa  have  work  for  me ;  there's  your  payment,  hence  ! 
You  are  an  Alchymift,-  make  gold  of  that  : 
Out,  rafcal  dogs  f  [^Beatingy  and  dri'ving  Urn  out. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Flavius  and  iivo  Senators. 

Flan;.  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  fpeak  with  fimon: 
For  he  is  fet  fo  only  to  himfelf^ 
That  nothing  but  himfelf,  which  looks  like  man. 
Is   friendly  with  him. 

1  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  Cave. 

It  is  our  part  and  promife  to  t\C  Atheniam 
To  fpeak  with  Timon. 

2  Sen.  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  ftill  the  fame  j  'twas  time  and  griefs 
That  fram'd  him  thus.     Time,  with  his  fairer  hand 
Offering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days, 
The  former  man  may  make  him  :    bring  us  to  him. 
And  chance  it  as  it  may. 

Flan;.  Here  is  his  Cave  : 
Peace  and  content  be  here,    lord  Tim  on  !  Timon  ! 
Look  out,  and  fpeak  to  friends,  th'  Athenians 
By  two  of  their  moll  rev'rend  fenate  greet  thee  j 
Speak  to  them,  noble  Timon. 

Enter  Timon  out  of  his  Ca<ve. 

Tim.  Thou  Sun,  that  comfort'ft,  burn !  ■   *  ■ 
Speak,  and  be  hang'd  ; 
For  each  true  word  a  bliHer,  and  each  falfe 
Be  cauterizing  to  the  root  o'  th^  tongue, 
Confuming  it  with  fpeaking  ! 

1  Sen.  Worthy  Timon,  ■ 

Tim.  Of  none  but  fuch  as  you,  and  you  of  Timon. 

2  Sen.  The  fenators  of  Athens  greet  thee,  Timon. 
Tim.  I  thank  them.     And  would  fend  them  back 

the  plague. 
Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

I  Sen.    O,    forget 
What  we  are  forry  for  ourfelves,  in  thee ; 

Thr 
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The  Senators,  with  one  confent  of  love, 
Intreac  thee  back  to  Athens ;  who  have  thought 
On  fpecial  dignities,  which  vacant  lie 
For  thy  beft  ufe  and  wearing. 

2  Sen.  They  confefs 
TowVd  thee  forgetfiilnefs,  too  general,  grofs ; 
Which  now  the  publick  body,  (which  doth  ieldoia. 
Play  the  recanter)  feeling  in  it  felf 
A  lack  of  T'imoni  aid,  hath  fenfe  withal 
*  Of  its  own  Fall,  reilraining  aid  to  7imott ; 
And  fends  forth  us  to  make  their  forrowed  Tender^ 
Together  with  a  recompence  more  fruitful 
Than  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  dram  ; 
Ay,  ev'n  fuch  heaps  and  fums  of  love  and  wealth. 
As  fhall  to  thee  blot  out  what  wrongs  were  theirs  %. 
And  write  in  thee  the  figures  of  their  love. 
Ever  to  read  them  thine. 

TVw.  You  witch  me  in  it. 
Surprize  me  to  the  very  brink  of  tears  : 
Lend  me  a  fool's  heart,,  and  a  woman's  eyes. 
And  rU  beweep  thefe  comforts,  worthy  fenators- 

I   Sen.  Therefore  fo  pieafe  thee  to  return  with  us^ 
And  of  our  Athens,  thine  and  ours,  to  take 
The  Captainfhip  :  thou  Ihalt  be  met  with  thanks, 
3  Hallow'd  with  abfoiute  power,  and  thy  good  name 
Live  with  authority  ;  foon  we  ihall  drive  back 
Of  Alcihiades  \\C  approaches  wild. 
Who,  like  a  boar  too  favage,  dotli  root  up 
His  country's  peace. 

2  Of  hi  own  FalJ,  —  ]  The  Oxford  Editor  alters  Fall  to  Fau^t, 
not  kr  owing  that  Sbahjpear  ufes  Fall  to  fignify  difhoncur,  not 
deflrudlion.     So  in  Hamlet, 

ffbat  a  falling  off  ivas  there. 

3  Allc'w'd  luitb  absolute  poivery ]    This  is  neither  Englifit 

Bor  fenfe.     We  fhoulci   read, 

Hallow'd  "joith  absolute  poiuefy 

;".  e.  Thy  perfon  rtull  be  held  facred.  For  abfoiute  power  being  aa 
attribute  of  the  Gods,  the  ancients  thought  th.it  he  who  had  it  in 
fociety,  was  become  facred,  and  his  peifon  inviolable:  On  which 
account,  the  Romans  called  the  Tribunitial  power  of  the  Empe- 
xoiif  Sa<roJan£la  pQtefiat^ 

2.  Sen* 
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2  Seni  And  fliakes  his  threatning  fword 
Againft  the  walls  of  Athens. 

I  Sen,  Therefore,  Timon • 

Tim.    Well,  Sir,  I  will ;  therefore  I  will,  Sir  ;  thus— 
\i  Jlcihiades  kill  my  countrymen, 
Let   Alcihiadei  know  this  of  Timotf, 
That  Timon  cares  not.     If  he  fack  fair  Athens, 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  men  by  th'  beards. 
Giving  our  holy  virgins  to  the  ftain 
Of  contumelious,  beaftly,  mad-brain'd  warj 

Then  let  him  know, and  tell  him,  Timon  fpeaks  it ; 

In  pity  of  our  aged,  and  our  youth, 

I  cannot  chufe  but  tell  him,  that  I  care  not. 

And  let  him  take't  at  worft  ;  for  :heir  knives  care  not,. 

While  you  have  throats  to  anfwer.     For  my  felf. 

There's  not  a  whittle  in  th'  unruly  camp, 

But  I  do  prize  it  at  my  love,    before 

The  reverend'ft  throat  in  Athens.     So  I  leave  you 

4  To  the  protection  of  the  profp'rous  Gods, 

As  thieves  to  keepers. 

Fla'v.  Stay  not,  all's  in  vain. 

Tim,  Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph. 
It  will  be  feen  to-morrow.  My  long  ficknefs 
Of  health  and  living  now  begins  to  mend. 
And  notliing  brings  me  all  things.     Go,  live  flill ; 
Be  Alcihiades  your  plague  ;  you  his ; 
And  laft  fo  long  enough  ! 

I  Sen.  We  fpeak  in  vain. 

Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  Country,  and  am  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wreck. 
As  common  Bruite  doth  put  it. 

I  Sen.  That's  well  fpoke. 

Tim.   Commend  me  to  my  loving  countrymen. 

1  Sen.  Thefe  words  become  your  lips,  as  they  pafs 

thro*  them. 

2  Sen.  And  tnter  in  our  ears,  like  great  triumphers 
In  their  applauding  gates. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them, 

4  To  the  proteBlon  of  the  r^rc^^v^^oyxiG^dsjl  PrcJfrouSfioxbeppy* 
The  claflical  epithet  of  the  Godi, 

And 
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And  tell  them,    that  to  eafe  them  of  their  griefs. 

Their  fears  of  hoftile  ftrokes,  their  aches,  lofles. 

Their  pangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  Throes, 

That  nature's  fragile  veffel  doth  fullain 

In  life's  uncertain  voyage,    I  will  do 

Some  kindnefs  to  them,  teach  them  to  prevent 

Wild  Akibiades'  wrath. 

2  Sen.  I  like  this  well,  he  will  return  again. 

Tim.  I  have  a  Tree,  which  grows  here  in  my  Clofe^ 
That  mine  own  ufe  invites  me  to  cut  down. 
And  fhortly  muft  I  fell  it.     Tell  my  friends. 
Tell  /^^ther.Sy  in  the  frequence  of  degree. 
From  high  to  low  throughout,  that  whofo  pleafe 
To  ftop  aiRidlion,  let  him  take  his  Halle ; 
Come  hither,  ere  my  Tree  hath  felt  the   ax. 
And  hang  himfelf I  pray  you,  do  my  Greeting. 

Flan;.  Vex  him  no  further,    thus  you  Hill  ihall  find 
him. 

7m,  Come  not  to  me  again,  but  fay  to  Athens^ 
Timon  hath  made  his  everlafting  manfion 
Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  fait  flood ; 
Which  once  a-day  with  his  emboifed  froth 
The  turbulent  furge  fhall  cover  :  Thither  come, 
And  let  my  grave-Hone  be  your  oracle. 
Lips,  let  four  words  go  by,  and  language  end ; 
What  is  amifs,  plague  and  infedion  mend  ! 
Graves  only  be  men's  works,  and  death  their  gain  f 
San,  hide  thy  beams !  Timon  hath  done  his  Reign. 

[^Exit  Tim  on  .^ 

1  Sen.  His  difcontents  are  unremoveably  coupled  to 

his  nature, 

2  Sen.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead ;  let  us  return. 
And  ftrain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  us 

5  In  our  dear  peril. 

I  Sen.  It  requires  fwift  foot.    •  [Exeunt. 

5  In  cur  ^e^v  peril.}  So  iht  Folios,  and  rightly.  Tht  Oxford 
I-ditor  alters  a'ear  to  dread,  not  knowing  that  dear,  in  the  language 
of  that  time,  fignified  drfadf  sad  is  fo  ufed  by  Shake/pear  in  num- 
berlefs  places. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV.     Changes  to  the  Walk  c/*  Athens: 

Enter  tnvo  other  Senators,  <ivith  a  MeJJ'cnger, 

1  Sen,  ^  \^  H  O  U  haft  painfully  difcover'd;  are  his 

JL  files 

h^,  full  as  thy  report 

Mef.  I  have  fpoke  the  leaft. 
Befides,  his  expedition  promifes 
Prefenc   approach. 

2  Sen.   We  ftand  much  hazard,    if  they  bring  not 

T^imon. 

Mef.  I  met  a  courier,  one  mine  ancient  friend  ; 
Who,  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppos'd. 
Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force. 
And  made  us  fpeak  like  friends.    This  man  was  riding 
From  Alcihiades  to  'Timon's  Cave, 
"U'irh  letters  ofintreaty,  which  imported 
His  fellowfhip  i'th'  Caufe  againft  your  City, 
In  part  for  his  fake  movM. 

Enter  the  other  Senators. 

I  Sen.  "Here  come  our  Brothers. 

3  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timon,  nothing  of  him  expeft.— 
The  enemies'  Drum  is  heard,  and  fearful  Scorning 
Doth  choak  the  air  with  duft      In,  and  prepare  ; 
Ours  is  the  fall,  I  fear,  our  foes  the  fnare.       \_Exeunf» 

Enter  a  Soldier  in  the  Woods,   feeking  Timon. 

Sol.  By  all  Defcription  this  fhould  be  the  place. 

Who's  here  ?  fpeak,  ho. No  anfwer  ? What  is 

this  ?  

timon  is  dead,  who  hath  out-ilretch'd  his  fpan  ; 
^  Some  beaft  rear'd  this ;  here  does  not  live  a  man- 
Dead, 

6  ^ome  beaji  xtii  this',  here  does  not  live  a  man.'^  Some  beaft 
rtdd  what  ?  The  fnldier  had  yet  only  li^^tx  the  rude  pile  of  earth 
heap'd  up  for  Timori's  grave,  and  i^^X.  the  Infer iption  upon  it.  We 
ihould  read, 

Somt  beaji  rear'd   this\     .  ■  ■■ 
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Dead,  fure,  and  this  his  grave  ;    what's  on  this  tomb  f 

I  cannot  read  ;  the  charadter  I'll  take  with  wax  ; 

Our  Captain  hath  in  every  figure  tkill, 

An  ag'd  interpreter,  tho'  young  in  days  •. 

Before  proud  Jihens  he's  fet  down  by  this. 

Who's  Fall  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.  [Exif. 

SCENE     V. 

Be/ore   the  Walk   of  Athens. 

Trumpets  found.     Enter  Alcibiades  w//>&  his  Pa^-ers, 

Ale,  Q  O  U  N  D  to  this  cov/ard  and  kfcivious  town 
O  Our  terrible  Approach. 

{^ound  a  parley.     1'he  Senators  appear 
upon  the  ivalL'. 
'Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  fiU'd  the  time 
With  all  Ikenrioas  meafure,  making  your  wills 
The  fcope  of  juftice.    'Till  row  my  felf,  and  fuch 
As  flept  within  the  (hadow  of  your  Power, 
Have  wander'd  with  our  traverft  arms,  ard  breath'd 
Our  fufftrance  vainly      Now  the  time  is  fl  fh^ 
7  When  crouching  marrow  in  the  '.^tarer  Itrong 
Cries,  of  itfelf,  nc  mo^e  :  ro'.v  b.eathlef?  wrong 
Shall  fit  and  pant  in  your  grea;  Chairs  of  eafe, 
Ar.<!  purfy  Infolence  fnall  break  his  wind 
With  fear  and  horrid  Hight. 

I  >'en.  Noble   and  yoang. 
When  thy  firit  griefs  v/ere  but  a  meer  conceit. 
Ere  thou  hadft  power,  or  we  had  caufe  to  fear  ', 
We  fent  to  thee,  to  give  thy  rages  balm. 

The  foldier  feeking,  by  order,  for  Timon,  fees  fuch  an  irregular 
mole,  as  he  concludes  muft  h^ve  betrn  the  wckm  nftiip  of  fome 
beaft  inhabiting  the  woods  \  and  fuch  a  cavity,  a<:  either  muft  have 
been  fo  over-arch'd,  or  happen'd  by  the  cafujl  falling  in  of  thft 
ground. 

7  When  crouching  marrow  in  the  bearer  firong 

Cries,  of  itfelf,  no  more  :]  Themanow  was  fuppofed  to  be  the 
original  of  Ihength.  The  image  is  from  a  camel  kneeling  to  t..ke 
up  his  load,  who  rifes  immediately  when  he  finds  he  has  as  much 
laid  on  as  he  can  bear* 

Ta 
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To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude,   with  loves 
^  Above  their  quantity. 

z  Sen.  So  did  vve  woo 
Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love 
By  humble  meffage,  and  by  promised  [a]  'mends  r 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deferve 
The  common  Ilroke  of  war. 
I  Sen.  Thefe  walls  of  ours 
Were  not  ereded  by  their  hands,  from  whom 
You  have  receiv'd  your  griefs  :  nor  are  they  fuch, 
That  thefe  great  towers,  trophies,  and  fchools  Ihould 

fall 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

2  Sen.  Nor  are  they  living,. 
Who  were  the  motives  that  you  firft  went  out : 
Shame  that  they  wanted  cunning,    in  excefs 
Hath  broke  their  hearts.    March  on,  oh,  noble  lord,-— 
Into  our  city  with  thy  banners  fpread  5 
By  decimation  and  a  tithed  death. 
If  thy  revenges  hunger  for  that  food 
Which  nature  loaths,  take  thou  the  deftin'd  tenth  : 
And  by  the  hazard  of  the  fpotted  die. 
Let  die  the  fpotted. 

1  Sen.  All  have  not  offended  : 
Por  thofe  that  were,  it  is  not  fquare  to  take 
On  thofe  that  are,  revenge  :  Crimes,  like  to  lands. 
Are  not  inherited.     Then,  dear  countryman. 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  rage  ; 
Spare  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  thofe  kin. 
Which  in  the  blufter  of  thy  wrath  muft  fall 
With  thofe  that  have  offended  ;  like  a  Ihepherd, 
Approach  the  fold,  and  cull  th'  infeded  forth  ,- 
But  kill  not  all  together. 
2  Sen.  What  thou  wilt. 
Thou  rather  Ihalt  enforce  it  with  thy  fmile. 
Than  hew  to't  with  thy  fword. 
I  Sen.  Set  but  thy  foot 

8  Above  their  quantity.'^  Their  refers  to  ragHt. 
1(a)  'minds.     Mr.  Theobald. Vulg.  means, 

Againft 
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Againft  our  rampir'd  gates,  and  they  fhall  ope : 
So  thou  wilt  fend  thy  gentle  heart  before. 
To  fay,    thou'lt  enter  friendly. 

2  Sen.  Throw  thy  glove. 
Or  any  token  of  thine  Honour  elfe. 
That  thou  wilt  ufe  the  wars  as  thy  redrefs. 
And  not  as  our  confufion :  all  thy  Powers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  town,  'till  we 
Have  feal'd  thy  full  defire. 

Ale.  Then  there's  my  Glove  ; 
Defcend,  and  open  your  uncharged  ports; 
Thofe  enemies  oVIimons,  and  mine  own, 
Whom  you  your  felves  fhall  fet  out  for  reproof. 
Fall,  and  no  more  ;  and  to  atone  your  fears 
With  my  more  noble  meaning,  not  a  man 
Shall  pafs  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  flream 
Of  regular  juflice  in  your  city's  bounds; 
But  fhall  be  remedied  by  publick  laws 
At  heaviefl   anfwer. 

Both.  'Tis  moil  nobly  fpoken. 

Ale.  Defcend,  and  keep  your  words. 
Enter  a  Soldier. 

Sol.  My  noble  General,  Timon  is  dead  ; 
Entomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  o'  th'  fea  ; 
And  on  the  grave-flone  this  Infculpture,  which 
With  wax  I  brought  away  ;   whofe  foft  imprefTion 
Interpreteth  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

[Alcibiades   reads  the  Epitaph^ 

Here  lies  a  nvretched  coar/e,  of  ii:r  etched  foul  here  ft  : 
Seek  not  my  name  :  a  plague  con  fume  you  caitiffs  left! 
Here  lye  1  Timon,  ivho  all  Having  men  did  hate, 
Pafs  hy,  and  curfe  thy  fill,  hut  fay  not  here  thy  gait  t, 

Thefe  well  exprefs  in  thee  thy  latter  fpirits  : 
Tho^  thou  abhorr'dfl  in  us  our  human  griefs, 
Scom'd  our  [a]  brine's  flow,  and  thofe  our  droplets, 
which 

If  a)  brine' tfiow,     Oxford  Editor— —Vulg.  hra\n%'  fow.] 

From 
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From  niggard  nature   fall ;  yet  rich  conceit 
Taught  tiiee  to  make  vaft  Keptuve  weep  for  aye 
On  thy  low  grave.  —  On  :  faults  forgiven.  —  Dead—- 
Is  noble   'limon,  of  whofe  memory 

Hereafter  more Brin^  me  into  your  City, 

And  I   will  ufe  the  Olive  with  my   fword  ; 

Make   War  breed   Peace:    make  Peace  fUnt   War; 

make  each 
Prefcribe  to  other,    as  each  other's  Leach. 
Let  our  drums  ftrike.  .  [Exeunt, 


TITUS 


TITUS 


ANDRONICUS. 


Dramatis   Perfon^. 


Saturninus,  Son  to  the  late  Emperor  of 'Romt,  and  after^ 

nxards  declared  Emperor  himfdlf. 
Baffianus,  Brother  to  Saturninus,  in  Love  ivith  Lavinia. 
Titus  Ardronicus,  a  Noble  Roman,  General againji  the 

Goths. 
Marcus  Andronicus,  Tribune  of  the  People,  and  Brother 

to  Titus. 
Marcus,  1  ^ 

^".'^"''  I  Sons  to  Titus  Andronicus. 
Lucius,    r 

MutiusV'J 

Toung  Lucius,  a  Boy,  Son  to  Lucius. 

Publius,  Son  to  Marcus  the  Tribune,    and  Nephew  to 

Titus  Andronicus. 

Sempronius. 

Alarbus,      1 

Chiron,        >  Som  to  Tamora. 

Demetrius,  3 

Aaron,  a  Moor,   belovdhy  Tzmoxz. 

Captain,  from  Titus'i  Camp', 

u^milius,  a  MeJJenger. 

Goths,  and  Romans. 

Clo<wn. 


1 


Tamora,  ^een  of  the  Goths,  and  afterivar^s  married 

to  Saturninus. 
Lavinia,  Daughter  to  Titus  Andronicus.  ^ 

Nurfe,  fivith  a  Black-a-moor  Child.  1 

Senators,  Judges,  Officers,  Soldiers,  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE,  Rome  ;  and  the  Country  near  it. 

TITUS 


Titus  Andronicits. 

.  a  c  t.  i.     s  c  e  n  e  i. 

Before  the  Capitol  in  Rome. 

Enter  the  Tribunes  and  Senators  aloft^  as  in  the  Senate. 
Enter  Saturninus  and  his  follo^voerst  at  one  door  ;  and 
Baffianus  and  his  foihvjersy  at  the  other,  icith  Drum 
and  Colours. 

Saturninus. 

NOBLE  Patricians,  Patrons  of  my  Right, 
Defend  the  juftice  of  my  Caufe  with  arms  : 
And  Countrymen,  my  loving  followers. 
Plead  my  fuccelfive  title  with  your  fwords. 
I  am  the  firft-born  Son  of  him,    that  lad 
Wore  the  imperial  Diadem  of  Rome : 
Then  let  my  father's  honours  live  in  me, 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignity. 

Baf.  Romans y   friends,   folFwers,   favourers  of  mv 
Right, 
If  ever  BaJJianus,  C^fars  Ton, 
Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rojne^ 
Xeep  then  this  pafiage  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  fufFer  not  dilhonour  to  approach 
Th'  imperial  Seat,   to  virtue  confecrate, 
Tojurtice,  continence,  and  nobility: 
But  let  Defert  in  pure  eleftion  fhine ; 
And,  Romans,  fight  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 

Enter  Marcus  Andronicus  aloft,  ^vith  the  CroiMn, 

Mar.  Princes,  that  ftrlve  by  fadions,  and  by  friends, 
Ambitioufly  for  Rule  and  Empery  ' 

^'-^'  VI.  if   \  Know, 
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Know,  that  the  people  of  Povt'-,  for  whom  we  ftand 

A  fpecial  party,  have  by  coiiui.on  voice. 

In  eledion  for  the  Roman  Einpery, 

Chofen  Andronicus^  fur-named  Phu^ 

For  many  good  and  great  de-erts  to  Rome. 

A  nobler  man,    a  braver  warrior, 

Lives  not  this  day  within  our  city-v/alls. 

He  by  the  Senate  is  accited  home, 

From  weary  wars  againll  the  barbarous  Goths  ; 

That  with  his  fons  (a  terror  to  our  foes) 

Hath  yoakM  a  nation  itrong,  train'd  up  in  arms. 

Ten  Years  are  fpent,  fmce  firll:  he  undertoolc 

This  Caufe  of  Romey  and  chaftifed  with  arms 

Our  enemies'  pride.     Five  times  he  hath  returned 

Bleeding  to  Rome^  bearing  his  valiant  fons 

In  coffins  from  the  field.——— 

And  now  at  laft,  laden  with  honour's  Spoils, 

Returns  the  good  Andrcnicus  to  Rome, 

Renowned  'litus,  flourifhing  in  arms. 

Let  us  intreat,  by  honour  of  his  Name, 

Whom  (worthily)   you  would  have  now  fucceed. 

And  in  the  Capitol  and  Senate's  Right, 

Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore, 

That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  lirenglh; 

Difmifs  your  follower?,  and,  as  fuitors  (hould, 

Plead  your  deferts  in  peace  and  humblenefs. 

Sat.  How  fair  the  Tribune  fpeaks,    to  calm   my 
thoughts ! 

Baf.   Marcus  Andronicus^  fo  I  co  affie 
Jn  thy  uprightnefs  and  integrity, 
And  fo  I  love  and  honour  thee  and  thine  ; 
Thy  noble  brother  Titus,  and  his  fons. 
And  her  to  whom  our  thoughts  are  humbled  all, 
Gracious  La^oinia,   Rome's  rich  Ornament ; 
That  I  will  here  diirnifs  my  loving  friends  ; 
And  to  my  fortunes,  and  the  people's  favour, 
Commit  my  Caufe  in  ballance  to  be  weigh'd. 

{^Exeunt  SoldUrS' 

Sat.  Friends,   that  have  been  thus  forward  in  my 
Right. 
I  tliank  you  all,   and  here  difmifs  you  all ; 

And 
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And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
Commit  my  felf,    my  perfon  and  the  Gaufe  : 
Jl^mey  be  as  juir  and  gracious  unfo  me. 
As  I  am  codident  and  kind  to  thee. 
Open  the  gates,  and  let  me  in. 
Baf,  Tribunes,  and  Me,  a  poor  Competitor. 

\^hey  go  up  into  the  Senate-ljOufe. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 
Enter  a  Captain, 

Cap.  Romans,  smake  way  :  the  good  AndronicuSi 
Patron  of  virtue,  Rome\  bell  champion, 
Succefsful  in  the  battles  that  he  fights. 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  is  returned. 
From  whence  he  circumfcribed  with  his  fword, 
-And  brought  to  yoke  the  enemies  of  Rome. 

Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets^  and  then  enter  Mutius 
and  Marcus  :  after  them,  tnvo  men  hearing  a  coffin 
co'verd  nvitb  black  ;  then  Quintus  and  Lucius. 
J/ter  them,  Titus  Andronicus ;  and  then  Tamora, 
the ^een  0/ Goths,  Alarbus,  Chiron,  ^//t^ Deme- 
trius, ^juith  Aaron  the  Moor,  prifoners  ;  faldiers^ 
and  other  attendants.  They  Jet  dovjn  the  cojin, 
and  Titus  /peaks. 

Tit. '  Hail,  R^ome,  viftorious  in  my  mourning  weeds/ 
I-o,  as  the  Ba'-k,  tiiat  hath  di fcharg'd  her  freight. 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay. 
From  whence  at  firft  fhe  weigh'd  her  anchorage; 
Cometh  Andronicus  with  laurel  boughs. 
To  re-falute  his  Country  with  his  tears ; 
Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome. 
Thou  great  Defender  of  this  Capitol, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  Rites  that  we  intend  f 
Romans,  of  five  and  twenty  valiant  fons, 

I  Hail,  Rome,    liaorious  in  thy  mourning  tVeedi  !'\    I  furpecl: 
that  the  poet  wrote, 

■^ in  my  mourning  Weeds, 

i.  e.  Tl'Vas  v.xulUny  ;    Thou,    Rome,    art  viaorious,    the' I  am  a 
oaou;ner  for  thofe  Sons  which  I  have  loft  in  obtaining  that  yiflory. 

L  2  Half 
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Half  of  the  number  that  King  Priam  had, 

Behold  the  poor  Remains,  alive  and  dead  ! 

Thefe,    that  furvive,  let  Rome  reward  with  love  ; 

Thefe,  that  I  bring  unto  their  lateit  home, 

With  burial  among  their  Anceilors. 

Here  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  ilicath  my  fword  : 

TituSf  unkind,    and  carelefs  of  thine  own, 

Why  fufFer;ft  thou  thy  Sons,  unburied  yti^ 

To  hover  on  the- dreadful  ihore  of  'Styx? 

Make  wa^tt)  lay  them  by  their  brethren. 

[They  open  the  Tomh. 
There  greet  .in  filence,  as  the  dead  are  wont. 
And  fleep  in  peace,  flain  in  your  country's  wars : 
O  facred  receptacle  of  my  joys, 
Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility. 
How  many  fons  of  mine  haft  thou  in  ftore ; 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  nfe'more  ? 

Luc.   Give  us  the  proudeft  priibner  of  ^e  G^iths, 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,    and  on  a  pile, 
jid  manes  Fratrum  facriiice  his  flefn. 
Before  this  earthly  prifon  of  their  bones  : 
That  fo  the  fhadows  be  not  unappeas'd. 
Nor  we  difturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth. 

Tit.  I  give  him  you,  the  nobleft  that  furvives : 
The  eldeft  fon  of  this  diftrcfied  Queen. 

Tarn.    Stay,   Roman  brethren,  gracious  Conqueror, 
Vidorious  Titiis^  rue  the  tears  I  ff.ed, 
A  mother's  tears  in  paiiion  for  her  fon  : 
And,    if  thy  fons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O,  think  my  fons  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Sufficeth  -not  that  vve  are  brought  to  Ps^ome, 
To  beautify  thy  Trii-niphs  and  Return, 
Captive  to  thee  and  to  thy  Reman  yoak  ? 
But  muft  my  fons  be  flaughter'd  in  the  ftreets, 
For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  caufe  ? 
O  !  if  to  ^:ght  for  King  and  Common-weal 
Were  hiety  in  thine,  it  is  in  U^fe  : 
Andronlcui^    ftain  not  thy  tomb  with  j^lood. 
Wilt  ihou  drfw  near  the  nature  of  the  Gods? 
Dr-i-/  near  them  then  in  being  merciful  \ 
Sweet  Mercy  is  Nobility's  true  badge. 

Thrice 
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Thrlce-noble  Titus,  fpare  my  firfl-born  Ton. 

'Jit.  Patient  your  fclf,    Madam,  and  pardon  me. 
Thefe  are  their  brethren,  v.  horn  you  Goths  behold 
Alive  and  dead,  and  for  tlieir  brethren  flain 
Religioully  they  afk  a  Sacrifice  ; 
To  this  your  fon  is  markt,  and  die  he  muft, 
:15"appeafe  their  groaning  ihadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc.  Away  with  him,  and  make  a  fire  iTraight. 
And  with  our  Twords,  upon  a  pile  of  wopd;- 
Let's  hew  his  limbs,  'till  they  b(?  clean  CjjnfftniM. 

[£"^/««/Mutius,  Marcus,   Quintils*  «»^  Lucius 
ac7>-6  Alarbus.  »'      **.     * 

Tarn.  O  cruel",  irreligious,  piety !  \ 

Chi.  Was  ever  Scythia  half  fo  b^arbarous  ? 

Dem.  Qppofe  me,  Scj^i-hia,  to  ambitioub  F.ome. 
J/arhus,^go  to  reft  !  and  w€  furvive 
To  trernble  under  Titus''  threatning  looks. 
Then,  Mada^fi,  ftand  refolv'd  ;  but  hope  withal, 
The  felf-fame  Gods,  that  arm'd  the  Queen  of  Troy 
With  opportunity  of  Iharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  tyrant  in  her  Tent, 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  Queen  of  Goths, 
(When  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Tamora  was  Queen) 
To  quit  her  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 

Enter  Mutius,  Marcus,  Quintus  and  Lucius. 

Luc.  See,  lord  and  father,   how  we  have  performed 
Our  Roman  rites :    Jlarbus'  limbs  are  lopt ; 
And  intrails  feed  the  facrificing  fire  ; 
Whofe  fmoke,    like  incenfe,  doth  perfume  the  fky. 
Remalneth  nought  but  to  inter  our  brethren, 
And  with  loud  'iarums  welcome  them  to  Rome. 

Tit.  Let  it  be  fo,  and  let  Andronicus 
Make  this  his  latefl  farewel  to  their  fouls. 

[Then  found  Trumpets,    and  lay   the  coffins  in 
the  tomb. 
In  peace  and  honour  reft  you  here,  my  fons, 
Romeh  readieft  champions,  rcpofe  you  here, 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  milhaps : 
Here  lurks  no  treafon,  here  no  envy  fwells  j 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges,  here  no  ftorms, 

L  3  N« 
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No  noife  :  bat  filence  and  eternal  fleep  : 
In  peace  and  honour  relt  you  here,  mv  fons  F 

SCENE     III. 
Enter  Lavinia. 

Lav.  In  peace  and  honour  ]jve  lord  I'itui  long,       % 
My  noble  lord  and  fether,  live  in  fame  ! 
Lo  f  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears  * 
I  render,  for  my  brethren's  obfequies : 
And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel,  with  tears  of  joy- 
Shed  on  the  earth,  for  thy  Return  to  Rome. 
O,  blefs  me  here  with  thy  viftorioiis  hand, 
Whofe  fortune  Rome's  belt  citizens  applaud. 

Tit.  Kind  Rome)  that  haft  thus  lovingly  referv'd 
•The  Cordial  of  mine  age,  to  glad  mine  heart ! 
Lci'vinia,  live  ;  out-live  thy  father's  days, 
*  In  Fame's  eternal  Date  for  virtue's  praife  f 

Mar.  Long  live  lord  Titus,  my  beloved  brother. 
Gracious  triumpher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome  ! 

Tit.  Thanks,  gentle  Tribune,  noble  brother  Marcus. 

Mar.  And  welcome.  Nephews,  from  fuccefsful  wars. 
You  that  farvive,  and  you  that  fleep  in  fame  : 
Fair  lord?,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all. 
That  in  your  country's  fervice  drew  your  fwords. 
But  fafer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp, 
That  hath  afpir'd  to  Solera's  happinef? ; 
And  triumphs  over  chance,  in  Honour's  bed. 
Titus  Jiidrcnicus,  the  people  of  Rome, 
Whofe  friend  in  juilice  thou  haft  ever  been. 
Send  thee  by  me  their  Tribune,  and  their  truft. 
This  Palliament  of  white  and  fpotlefs  hue  ; 
And  name  thee  in  eleftion  for  trie  Empire, 
With  thefe  our  late  deceafed  Emperor's  fons : 
Be  Candidatus  then,  and  put  it  on  ; 
And  help  to  fet  a  head  on  headlefs  T^^ome* 

Tit.  A  better  head  her  glorious  body  fits. 
Than  his,  that  fhakes  for  age  and  feeblenefs : 

2  AND  fame's  eternal  date  for  -virtue's  praifc  !  "j    This  abfurd 
%vi&  is  made  kr^k  of  by  cha'.;"ug  and  into  in. 
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What !    ihould  I  don  this  robe,    and  trouble  you  ? 

Be  chofe  with  Proclamations  to  day, 

To  morrow  yield  up  Rule,  refign  my  life, 

And  fet  abroach  new  bufinefs  for  you  all  ? 

Rome^  I  have  been  thy  foldier  forty  years. 

And  led  my  Country's  itrength  faccefsfully ; 

And  buiicd  one  and  twenty  valiant  fons. 

Knighted  in  field,  llain  manfully  in  arms. 

In  Right  and  Service  of  their  noble  Country. 

Give  me  a  ftaiF  of  honour  for  mine  age. 

But  not  a  fceptre  to  controul  the  world. 

Upright  he  held  it,  lords,  that  held  it  laft. 

Mar^  Titiisy  thou  ftialt  obtain  and  afk  the  Empery, 

Sat.    Proud    and   ambitious    Tribune,    canft    thou 
tell. 

7//.  Patience,  Prince  Satuminus. 

Sat.   Romans,  do  me  Right. 
Patricians,  draw  your  fwords,  and  fheath  them  not 
'Till  Satuminus  be  Rome's  Emperor. 
Andronicus,  would  thou  wert  fhipt  to  hell, 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  people's  hearts. 

Luc.  Proud  Saturnine^  interrupter  of  the  Good 
That  noble-minded  litm  means  to  thee 

Tit.  Content  thee,  Prince;    I  will  reftore  to  thee 
The  people's  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  themfelves, 

Baf.  Andronicus^  I  do  not  flatter  thee, 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  'till  I  die  : 
My  faftion  if  thou  ftrengthen  with  thy  friends, 
I  will  moll:  thankful  be  ;  and  Thanks  to  men 
Of  noble  minds  is  honourable  meed. 

Tit.  People  of  Rome.,  and  noble  Tribunes  here, 
I  afk  your  voicesj    and  your  fuffrages ; 
Will  you  bellow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus  ? 

^iar.  To  gratify  the  good  Andronicus 
And  gratulate  his  fafe  Return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

Tit.  Tribunes,  I  thank  you,  and  this  fuit  I  make, 
That  you  create  your  Emperor's  eldeft  fon, 
Lord  Saturnine  ;  whofe  virtues  will,  I  hope, 
Refledl  on  Romey  as  Titan\  rays  on  earth. 
And  ripen  juftice  in  this  Common-weal. 

L  4  Then 
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Then  if  you  will  eleft  by  my  advice, 

Crown  him,  and  fay,  —  Long  live  our  Emperor  f 

Mar.  With  voices  and  applaule  of  every  fort. 
Patricians  and  Plebeians,  we  create 
Lord  Scturt7inus,   Ro;ne''s  great  Emperor  ; 
And  fay,  —  Long  live  our  Emperor  Saturnine  ! 

[/f  long  Jiourijh,  '' till  they  come  doiin. 

Sat.  Titus  AndronicuSi  for  thy  favours  done 
To  us  in  our  Eledion  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deferts, 
And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentlenefs : 
And  for  an  onfet,  Titus,  to  advance 
Thy  name,  and  honourable  family, 
La^vinia  will  I  make  my  Emperefs, 
Rome's  royal  Miftrefs,  Miftrefs  of  my  heart. 
And  in  the  facred  Pantheon  her  efpoufe : 
Tell  me,  Andronicusy  doth  this  motion  pfeafe  thee  ? 

Tit.  It  doth,  my  worthy  lord  ;  and,  in  this  match, 
I  hold  me  highly  honour'd  of  your  Grace  : 
And  here  in  fight  of  Rome,  to  Satuminus, 
Xing  and  Commander  of  our  Common-weal, 
The  wide  world's  Emperor,  do  I  confecrate 
My  fword,  my  chariot,  and  my  prifoners ; 
Prefems  Vv'ell  worthy  Rente's  imperial  lord. 
Receive  them  then,  the  Tribute  that  I  owe, 
Mine  Honour's  Enfigns  humbled  at  thy  feet. 

Sat.  Thanks,  noble  Tjtus,  father  of  my  life  \ 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  gifts, 
Rome  ihall  record  j  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  leaft  of  thef(^  unfpeakable  deferts, 
Romansy  forget  your  fealty  to  me. 

Tit,  Now,  Madam,  are  you  prifoner  to  an  Emperor; 
To  him,  that  for  your  honour  and  your  Hate 
Will  nfe  you  nobly,  and  your  followers. 

Sat.  A  goodly  lady,  truft  me,  of  the  hue 

['A  Tamora. 
That  I   would  chufe,  were  I  to  chufe  anew  : 
Clear  up,  fair  Queen,  that  cloudy  countenance  j 
Tho'  chance  of  war  hath  wrought  this  change  of  cheer. 
Thou  com'ft  not  to  be  made  a  fcorn  in  Rome  : 
Princely  ihall  be  tliy  ufage  every  way. 

Reft 
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Reft  on  my  word,  and  let  not  difcontent 
Daunt  all  your  hopes  :  Madam,  who  comforts  you. 
Can  make  you  greater  than  the  Queen  of  Goths, 
La^vinia^  you  are  not  difpleas'd  with  this  ? 

La'v.  Not  I,  my  lord;  fith  true  nobility 
Warrants  thefe  words  in  princely  courtefie. 

Sat.  Thanks,  {v^'tcl  La'vinia  i   Remans,  let  US  gO. 
Ranfomlefs  here  we  let  cur  prifoners  free  ; 
Proclaim  our  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and  dr«m. 

Baf.  Lord  fitusy  by  your  leave,  this  Maid  is  mine. 

[Seizing  Lavinia. 

TV/.  How,  Sir  ?  are  you  in  earneft  then,  my  lord  ? 

Baf.  Ay,  noble  Titus ;  and  r^iblv'd  withal. 
To  do  my  felf  this  Reafon  and  this  Right. 

[^The  Emperor  courts  Tamora  in  dumbfiew* 

Mar.  Suum  cuique  is  our  Roman  juftice  : 
This  Prince  in  julbce  feizeth  but  his  own. 

Luc.  And  that  he  v/ill,  and  fhall,  if  Lucius  live, 

T//.  Traitors,  avant !  where  is  the  Emperor's  Guard? 
Treafon,  my  lord,   Lanjinia  is  furpriz'd. 

Sat.  Surpriz'd  !  by  whom  ? 

Baf.  By  him  that  juftly  may 
Bear  his  betroth'd  from  all  the  world  away. 

{Exit  Baffianus  ^ith  Lavihia. 

SCENE    IV. 

Mut.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away. 
And  with  my  fword  I'll  keep  this  door  fecure. 

Tit.  Follow,  my  lord,  and  I'll  foon  bring  her  back. 

Mut.  My  lord,  you  pafs  not  here. 

Tit.  What !  villain -boy, 
Barr'il  me  my  way  in  Rome  ?  [He  kills  him, 

Mut.  Help,  Luciusy  help! 

Luc.  My  lord,  you  are  unjuft,  and  more  than  fo; 
In  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  flain  your  fon. 

Tit.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  fons  of  mine; 
My  fons  would  never  fo  diihonour  me. 
Traitor,  reftore  La'vinia  to  the  Emperor. 

Luc.  Dead,  if  you  will,  but  not  to  be  his  wife. 
That  is  another's  lawful  promis'd  love. 

Sat.  No,  TituSf  no,   the  Emperor  needs  her  not ; 

L  c  Nor 
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Nor  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  ftock  : 
I'll  truft  by  Icifure  him,   that  mocks  me  once  : 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  traiterous  haughty  fons, 
Confederates  all,  thus  to  difnonour  me. 
Was  there  none  elfe  mRome  to  make  a  Stale  of. 
But  Saturnine  ?  full  well,   Andronicus, 
Agree  thefe  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  of  thine, 
That  faid'll,  [  begg'd  the  Empire  at  thy  hands. 

^k.  O  monftrous !  what  reproachful  words  are  thefe ! 

^at.  But  go  thy  ways  :  go  give  that  changing  piece. 
To  him  that  flourifh'd  for  her  with  his  fword  ; 
A  valiant  fon-in-Iavv  thou  Ihalt  enjoy  : 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawlefs  fons. 
To  ruffle  in  the  commonwealth  of  Rome. 

Tit.  Thefe  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart. 
"'^at.  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora^  Queen  of  Gothsy 
That,  like  the  ftately  Ph^be  'mong  her  Nymphs, 
Doll  over-fnine  the  gallant'lt  Dames  of  Rome  ; 
If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this^  my  fudden  choice. 
Behold  I  chufe  thee,  Tamoray  for  my  bride. 
And  will  create  thee  Emperefs  of  RoTne. 
Speak,  Queen  oi  Goths,  doft  thou  applaud  my  choice  ? 
And  here  I  fwear  by  all  the  Roman  Gods,. 
(Sith  prieft  and  holy  water  are  fo  near. 
And  tapers  burn  fo  bright,  and  every  thing 
In  readinefs  for  Hymeneus  (lands,) 
I  will  not  re-falute  the  fcreets  oi  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  Palace,  'till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lead  efpous'd  my  bride  along  with  me. 

Tam.  And  here  in  fight  of  heav'n,  to  Rome  I  fwear. 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  Queen  of  Goths, 
"She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  defires, 
A  loving  nurfe,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat.  Afcend,  fair  Queen,  Pantheon  ;  lords,  accom- 
pany 
Your  noble  Emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride. 
Sent  by  the  heavens  for  Prince  Saturnine ; 
Whole  v/ifdom  hath  her  fortune  conquered  : 
The;e  ihall  we  confummate.  our  fpouial  rites.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE    V. 

Manet   Titus  Andronicus. 

Tit.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride. 
Titus  '  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  alone, 
Dilhonour'd  thus,   and  challenged  of  wrongs  ? 

Enter  Marcus  Andronicus,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and 

Marcus. 

Mar.  Oh,  Titus,  fee,  oh,  fee,  what  thou  haft  done  I 
In  a  bad  quarrel  flain  a  virtuous  fon.  ^ 

Tit    No,  foolilh  Tribune,  no:  no  fon  of  mine. 
Nor  thou,  nor  thefe  confederates  m  the  deed> 
That  hath  diOionoured  all  our  family  ; 
Unworthy  brother,  and  unworthy  fons. 

Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  burial,  as  becomes ; 
Give  Mutius  burial  with  our  bretheren. 

Tit.  Traitors,  away  !  he  refts  not  m  this  tomb  ; 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hathftood. 
Which  I  have  fumptuoufly  re-edified  : 
Here  none  but  foldiers,  and  Rome's  Servitors. 
Repofe  in  fame :   none  bafely  flain  m  brawls. 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here.  ■ 

Mar.  My  lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you ; 
My  nephew  Mutius'  deeds  do  plead  for  him  : 
He  murt  be  buried  with  his  bretheren. 

[Titus'j  fans  /peak. 
Sons.  And  fhall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 
Tit  And  iliall  ?  what  villain  was  it  fpake  that  word  ? 

[TitusV  fon  /peaks. 
9uin.  He,  that  would  vouch't  in  any  place  but  here. 
Tit.  What,  would  you  bury  him  in  my  defpight  ? 
Mar.  No,  noble  Titus ;  but  intreat  of  thee 
To  pardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury  him.  ^ 

Tit.  Marcus,  ev'n  thou  haft  ftruck  upon  my  Creft, 
And  with  thefe  boys  mine  honour  thou  haft  wounded. 
My  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one. 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 
Luc*  He  is  not  himfelf,  let  us  withdraw. 
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%/».  Not  I,  'till  Mutius'  bones  be  buried. 

[The  brother  and  the  fons  kneel. 

Mar.  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead. 

^in.  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature  fpeak. 

^it.  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  reft  will  fpeed. 

Mar.  Renowned  litus,  more  than  half  my  foul,  — • 

Luc.  Dear  father,  foul  and  fubftance  of  us  all ^ 

Mar.  Suffer  thy  brother  Marcus  to  inter 
His  noble  Nephew  here  in  virtue's  neft. 
That  died  in  honour,  and  La'vinia\  caufe. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous. 
The  Greeks,  upon  advice,  did  bury  Jjax, 
That  flew  himfelf;  and  wife  Laertes'  fon 
Did  gracioufly  plead  for  his  funerals. 
Let  not  young  Mutius  then,  chat  was  thy  joy. 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

Tit.  Rife,   Marcus,  rife 

The  difmairil  day  is  this,  that  e'er  I  faw. 
To  be  difhonour'd  by  ray  fons  in   Rome: 
Well  J  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

[They  put  him  in  the  tomb. 

Luc,  There  lie  thy  bones,  fweet  Mutius,  with  thy 
friends, 
'Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb  ! 

[They  all  kneely  and  fay  ; 
No  man  fhed  tears  for  noble  Mutius  j 
He  lives  in  fam«,  that  died  in  virtue's  caufe. 

Mar.  My  lord,  to  ftep  out  of  thefe  dreary  dumps. 
How  com»s  it,  that  the  fubtle  Queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  fudden  thus  advanc'd  in  Rome  ? 

Tit.  I  know  not,  Marcus ;  but,  I  know,  it  is  : 
If  by  device  or  no,  the  heav'ns  can  tell : 
Is  flie  not  then  beholden  to  the  man. 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  Turn  fo  far  ? 
Yes ;  and  will  nobly  him  remunerate. 
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SCENE    VI. 

Flour }Jh.  'Re-enter  the  Emperor,  Tamora,  Chiron,  and 
Demetrius,  'with  Aaron  the  Moor,  at  one  door.  At 
the  other  door,  Baflianus  and  Lavinia  n*;ith  others. 

Sat.  So,  Bafflanus,  you  have  plaid  your  prize  ; 
God  give  you  joy,  Sir,  of  your  gallant  bride. 

Baf.  And  you  of  yours,  my  lord ;  I  fay  no  more. 
Nor  wifh  no  lefs,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Sat.  Traytor,  if -Rm^  have  law,  or  we  have  power. 
Thou  and  thy  fadtion  Ihall  repent  this  Rape. 

Baf.  Rape,  call  you  it,  my  lord,  to  feize  my  own. 
My  true-betrothed  love,  and  now  my  wife  ? 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all  ; 
Mean  while  I  am  pofTeft  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat.  'Tis  good,  Sir  ;  you  are  very  fhort  with  us. 
But,  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  iharp  with  you. 

Baf.  My  lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  beft  I  may, 
Anfwer  I  muft,  and  fhall  do  with  my  life  ; 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  Grace  to  know. 
By  all  the  duties  which  I  owe  to  Rome^ 
This  noble /gentleman,  lord 'Titus  here. 
Is  in  opinion  and  in  honour  wrong'd ; 
That  in  the  refcue  of  La'vinia, 
With  his  own  hand  did  flay  his  youngeft  fon. 
In  zeal  to  you,  and  highly*  mov'd  to  wrath 
To  be  controul'd  in  that  he  frankly  gave  ; 
Receive  him  then  to  favour.  Saturnine ; 
That  hath  expreft  himfelf  in  all  his  deeds, 
A  father  and  a  friend  to  thee,  and  Rome. 

Tit.  Prince  BaJ/tanus,  leave  to  plead  my  deeds. 
'Tis  thou,  and  thofe,  that  have  diflionour'd  me  : 
Rome  and  the  righteous  heavens  be  my  judge. 
How  have  I  lov'd  and  honour'd  Saturnine. 

Tarn.  My  worthy  lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  thofe  princely  eyes  of  thine, 
Then  hear  me  fpeak,  indifferently,  for  all ; 
And  at  my  fuit  (fweet)  pardon  what  is  pad. 

Sat.  What,  Madam  !  be  difhonour'd  openly. 
And  bafely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 
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Tan.  Not  fo,  my  lord;  the  Gods  oi  Rowe  forefend, 
I  Ihould  be  author  to  dilhonour  you  ! 
But,  on  mine  honour  dare  I  undertake 
i-"or  good  lord  Titus'  innocence  in  all  ; 
AVholb  fury,  not  diilembled,  fpeaks  his  griefs  : 
Then,  at  rny  fuit,  look  gracioufly  on  him, 
Lole  not  fo  noble  a  friend  on  vain  Suppofe, 
Nor  \^  ith  four  looks  afRift  his  gentle  heart.  , 

My  lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  at  lall, 
Diffemble  ail  your  griefs  and  difcontents : 
You  are  but  nev/ly  planted  in  your  Throne  ; 
Left  then  the  People  and  Patricians  too. 
Upon  ajuft  furvey,  take  Titus'  part; 
And  fo  fupplant  us  for  ingratitude. 
Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  fin  ; 
Yield  at  intreats,  and  then  let  me  alone  ; 
I'll  find  a  day  to  maifacre  them  all, 
And  raze  their  fadion,  and  their  family. 
The  cruel  father,  and  his  traiterous  fons. 
To  whom  I  fued  for  my  dear  fon's  life  : 
And  make  them  know,  what  'tis  to  let  a  Queen 

Kneel  in  the  ftreeis,  and  beg  for  grace  in  vain ' 

Come,  come,  fweet  Emperor, — come,  Andronicui  — 
Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  chear  the  heart, 
That  dies  in  tempeft  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Rife,  Titus^  rife  ;   my  Emprefs  hath  prevail'd. 
Tit.  I  thank  your  Majefty,  and  her  ;  my  lord, 
Thefe  words,  thefe  looks  infufe  new  life  in  me. 

Tarn.  Titusy  I  am  incorporate  in  RomCy 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily  : 
And  muft  advife  the  Emperor  for  his  good. 
This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus, 
And  let  it  be  my  honour,  good  my  lord, 
That  I  have  reconciPd  your  friend:  and  you. 
For  y Gil,  Frince  Vajftanus    I  have  ]. aft 
My  word  and  pro^nife  to  theEniperor, 
That    od  will  be  more  mild  and  tradable. 
And  i..ar  rot,  lords;  and  you,  Lc^lmuy 
By  my  advice  all  humbled  on  yonr  l-mees, 
you  ii^all  afk  pardor  rf  his  M^iefty. 


hus^ 
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That  what  we  did  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 
Tendring  our  fifter's  honour  and  our  own. 

Mar,  That  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  proteft. 

Sat.  Away,  and  talk  not;  trouble  us  no  more ► 

7am.  Nay,  nay,   Ivveet  Emperor,  we  mull  all  be 
friends. 
The  Tribune  and  his  Nephews  kneel  for  grace, 
I  will  not  be  denied;  fvveet  heart,  look  back. 

Sat.  Marcus,  for  thy  fake,  and  thy  brother's  here> 
And  at  my  lovely  TamQra\  intrcats, 
I  do  remit  thefe  young  men's  heinous  faults. 
La'vinia,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl,        "  • 
I  found  a  friend ;  and  fure,  as  death,  I  fwore    / 
I  would  not  part  a  batchelor  from  the  prieft. 
Come,  if  the  Emperor's  Court  can  feaft  two  brides  ; 
You  are  my  gueft,  Lavinia,  and  your  friends  ; 
This  day  (hall  be  a  love-day,  ^ansora. 

Tit.  To-morrow  an  it  pleafe  your  Majefly, 
To  hunt  the  Panther  and  the  Hart  with  me. 
With  horn  and  hound,   we'll  give  your  Grace  Bon- 

jour. 

Sat.  Be  it  fo,  Titusy  and  gramercy  too.      \_E.yeunt, 


ACT     II.     SCENE    L 

Before  the  PALACE. 
Enter  Aaron  alone. 

^r."VTOW  climbeth  Tamora  Olympui'  top, 

X^   ^^^^  o^t  of  fortune's  Ihot ;  and  fits  aloft. 
Secure  of  thunder's  crack,  or  lightning-flafh  ; 
Advanc'd  above  pale  envy's  threatning  reach. 
As  when  the  golden  fun  falutes  the  morn, 
And,  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams. 
Gallops  the  Zodiack  in  his  gliftrihg  coach. 
And  over-looks  the  higheft-peering  hills ; 
So  Tamora         <   ■'■ 
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» Upon  her  will  doth  earthly  honour  wait, 
And  virtue  ftoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown. 
Then,  j^aron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts. 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  miftrefs. 
And  mount  her  pitch  ;  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 
Haft  prifoner  held,  fetter 'd  in  amorous  chains  -, 
And  fafter  bound  to  Aaron  s  charming  eyes, 
I'han  is  Prometheus  ty'd  to  Caucafus. 
Away  with  flavifh  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts, 
I  will  be  bright,  and  fhine  in  pearl  and  gold. 
To  wait  upon  this  new-made  Emperefs. 
To  wait,  faid  I  ?  to  wanton  with  this  Queen, 

This  Goddefs,  this  Semiramis  \ this  Queen, 

This  Syren,  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine^ 
And  fee  his  fhipwreck,  and  his  common-weal's. 
Holla  !  what  ftorm  is  this  ? 

SCENE    II. 
Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius,  hramng. 

Dem»  Chiron^  thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants  edge 
And  manners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  grac'd ; 
And  may,  for  aught  thou  know'ft,  aiFeded  be. 

Chi.  Demetrius^  thou  doll  over-ween  in  all. 
And  fo  in  this,  to  bear  me  down  with  Braves : 
'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year  or  two 
Makes  me  lefs  gracious,  or  thee  more  fortunate ; 
1  am  as  able,  and  as  fit  as  thou. 
To  ferve,  and  to  deferve  my  miftrefs'  grace ; 
And  that  my  fword  upon  thee  Ihall  approve. 
And  plead  my  paflion  for  La'vinia's  love. 

Jar.  Clubs,  clubs  ! thefe  lovers  will  not  keep 

the  peace. 

Dem.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother  (unadvised) 
Gave  you  a  dancing  rapier  by  your  fide. 
Are  you  fo  defp'rate  grown  to  threat  your  friends  ? 
Go  to  ',  have  your  lath  glued  within  your  iheath, 
'Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

1  Upon  ber  vfiT  — — .]    We  fhould  read, 
UpM  ber  WILL,  —  — . 
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CJ:i.  Mean  while,  Sir,  with  the  little  Ikill  I  have. 
Full  well  ihalt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dem.  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  fo  brave  :  [Jhey  dru^iv. 

Jar.  Why,  how  now,  lords  ? 
So  near  the  Emperor's  Palace  dare  you  draw  ? 
And  maintain  fuch  a  Quarrel  openly  ? 
Full  well  1  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge : 
I  would  not  for  a  million  of  gold, 
The  caufe  were  known  to  them  it  moft  concerns. 
Nor  would  your  noble  mother,  for  much  more, 
Be  fo  dilhonour'd  in  the  Court  of  Kome. 

For  fhame,  put  up.  — ■ 

Chi.  ^  Not  I,  'till  I  have  iheath'd 
My  rapier  in  his  bofom,  and  withal 
Thruft  thefe  reproachful  fpeeches  down  his  throat. 
That  he  hath  breath'd  in  my  dilhonour  here. 

Dem.  For  that  I  am  prepared  and  full-refolv'd, — 
Foul-fpoken  coward !  thou  thundreft  with  thy  tongue. 
And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'ft  perform. 

Jar.  Away,  I  fay. 

Now  by  the  Gods,  that  warlike  Goths  adore. 
This  petty  Brabble  will  undo  us  all  j 
Why,  lords  —  and  think  you  not,  how  dangerous 
It  is  to  jet  upon  a  Prince's  right  ? 
What,  is  Lwvinia  then  become  fo  loofe. 
Or  Daffianus  fo  degenerate. 
That  for  her  love  fuch  quarrels  may  be  broacht, 
M''ithout  controulment,  juftice,  or  revenge  ? 
Young  lords,  beware  —  and  fhould  the  Emprefs  know 
This  difcord's  ground,  the  mufick  would  not  pleafe. 
Chi.  I  care  not,  I,  knew  Ihe  and  all  the  world  ; 
I  love  Laijinia  more  than  all  the  world . 

Dem.  Youngling,  learn  thou  to  make   fome  meaner 
choice ; 
Lanjinia  is  thy  elder  brother's  hope. 

Jar,  Why,  are  ye  mad  !  or  know  ye  not,  in  B-ome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be, 

a  Not  I,  'till  I  have  JheatFd,  &c.]  This  fpeech,  which  has 
been  all  alor,g  given  to  Demetrius^  as  the  next  to  Chiron^  were  both 
given  to  tlie  wrong  fpeaker.  For  it  was  Demetrius  that  had  thrown 
out  the  reproachful  fpeeches  on  the  other. 

And 
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And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love  ? 

I  tell  you,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 

By  this  Device. 

Chi.  Aaron,  a  thoufar.d  deaths  would  I  propofe. 
To  atchieve  her  whom  I  do  love. 
^ar.  To  atchieve  her — how  ? 
Dem.  Why  mak'fl  thou  it  fo  ftrange  ? 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won ; 
She  is  La'vinia,  therefore  muil  be  lov'd. 
What,  man  !  more  Water  glideth  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of  ^  and  eafie  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  fteal  a  fhive,  we  know  ;- 
Tho'  Bajpanus  be  the  Emperor's  brother. 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  Vulcan^  badge. 

Aar.  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Safurninus  may.        [Afide, 
Dem.  Then  why  Ihould   he  defpair,  that  knows  to 
court  it 
With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality  ? 
What,  haft  thou  not  full  often  ftruck  a  doe. 
And  borne  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nofe  .? 

Aar.  Why  then,  it  feems,  fome  certain  fnatch  or  fo 
Would  ferve  your  turns. 

Chi.  Ay,  fo  the  turn  were  ferved. 
Dem.  Aaron,  thou  haft  hit  it. 
Aar.  'Would  you  had  hit  it  too, 
Then  fhould  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado  : 
Why,  hark  ye,  hark  ye  —  and  are  you  fuch  fools, 
3To  fquare  for  this  .?  would  it  offend  you  then 
That  both  Ihould  fpeed  ? 
Chi.  Faith,  not  me. 
Dem.  Nor  me,  fo  I  were  one. 
Aar.  For  ftiame,  be  friends  :  and  join  for  that  you 
jar. 
'Tis  policy  and  ftratagem  muft  do 
That  you  affed,-  and  fo  muft  you  refolve. 
That  what  you  cannot,  as  you  would,  atchieve. 
You  may  perforce  accomplilh  as  you  may. 

^   To  {^mre  for  this J  Square  fignifies  to  quarrel.     Vi*s 

MiJfummer  l^i^bt's  dream.  Mr.  Pope. 

Take 
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Take  this  of  me,  Lucrece  was  not  more  chaft 

Than  this  Lavinia,  Bajftanus'  love  ; 

A  Tpeedier  courfe  than  lingring  languiihment 

Muft  we  purfue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 

My  lords,  a  folemn  hunting  is  in  hand. 

There  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  troop  : 

The  foreft-walks  arc  wide  and  fpacious. 

And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are. 

Fitted  by  kind  for  rape  and  villany  : 

Single  you  thither  then  this  dainty  doe. 

And  ftrrke  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words  : 

This  way,  or  not  at  all,  fland  you  in  hope. 

Come,  come,  ourEmprefs  with  her  facred  wit 

To  villany  and  vengeance  confecrate. 

We  will  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend  ^ 

And  fhe  fhali  file  our  engines  with  advice. 

That  will  not  fufFer  you  to  fquare  your  felves. 

But  to  your  wilhes'  height  advance  you  both. 

The  Emperor's  Court  is  like  the  Houfe  of  Fame, 

The  Palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears : 

The  woods  are  ruthlefs,  dreadful,  deaf  and  dull : 

There  fpeak,  and  flrike,  brave  boys,  and  take  yojir 

turns. 
There  ferve  your  lulls,  Ihadow'd  from  heaven's  eye  j 
And  revel  in  Lanjinias  Treafury. 

Chi.  Thy  counfel,  lad,  fmells  of  no  cowardife. 

Dem,  Sit  fas  aut  nefas,  'till  I  find  the  ftream 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  thefe  fits, 
Psr  Sty  gay  per  Maries  liekor. [Exeunt. 

SCENE    III.     Changes  to  a  Forejf. 

Enter  Titus  Andronicus  and  his  three  Sons,  ivitb  hounds 
and  horns i  and  Marcus. 

T'/V.'nr^  H  E  Hunt  is  up,  4-  the  morn  is  bright  and 

X  gray  J 

The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods  are  green  : 


4  The  morn  is  bright  and  gray  ;  ]    ;.      e.  bright  and  yet 

not   red,  which    was  a   fign  of  ftorms  and  rain,  but  gray,  which 
foretold  fair  weather.    Yet  the  Oxfcrd  Editor  alters  gray  to  gay. 

Uncouple 
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Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  Bay  ; 
And  wake  the  Emperor  and  his  lovely  Bride, 
And  rouze  the  Prince,  and  ring  a  hunter's  peal, 
That  all  tiie  court  may  echo  with  the  noife. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours, 
To  tend  the  Emperor's  perfon  carefully  : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  fleep  this  night. 
But  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  infpir'd. 

Here  a  cry  of  hounds,  and  ^ind  horns  in  a  peal :  then 
enter  Saturninus,  Taraora,  Baffianus,  Lavinia,  Chi- 
ron, Demetrius,  and  their  Attendants. 

.  7}/.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  Majefty ; 
Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good. 
I  promifed  your  Grace  a  hunter's  peal. 

Sat.  x^nd  you  have  rung  it  luftily,  my  lords. 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new-married  ladies. 

Baf.   La'viniay  how  fay  you  ? 

Lanj.  I  fay,  no: 
I  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 

Sat.  Come  on  then,  horfe  and  chariots  let  us  have, 
And  to  our  fport  :  Madam,  now  ye  Ihall  fee 
Gur  Roman  Hunting, 

Mar.  I  have  dogs  my  lord. 
Will  rouze  the  proudeft  Panther  in  the  chafe. 
And  climb  the  higheii  promontory-top. 

Tit.  And  I  have  horfe  will  follow,  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  run  like  fwallows  o'er  the  plain. 

Dem.  Chiron,  we    hunt  not,  vve,    with  horfe  nor 
hound  ; 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  Doe  t©  ground.      \Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV.  Changes  to  a  defart  part  of  the  forefi. 

Enter    Aaron   alone. 

-^ar.T  T  E,  that  had  wit,  would   think,  that  I  had 

XJL  none, 

To  bury  fo  much  gold  under  a  tree  ; 
5 And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 

5  /ind  never  after  to  inherit  />.]    Inherit,  for  poffefs  fvtnply. 
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Let  him,  that  thinks  of  me  (o  abjedly, 
Know,  that  this  gold  mull  coin  a  liratagem  ; 
V/hich,  cunningly  effected,  will  beget 
A  vrry  excellent  piece  of  villany  : 
And  fo  repofe,  fvyeet  gold,  for  their  unreft. 
That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  Emprefs'  cheft. 
Enter    Tamora. 
T^m.  My  lovely  y/aron,  wherefore  lock'lt  thou  fad. 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boail  ? 

*  The  birds  chaunt  melody  on  every  bufii, 

*  The  fnake  lies  rolled  in  the  chearful  fun, 

*  The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind, 

*  And  make  a  chequer'd  fnadow  on  the  ground  : 
<  Under  their  fweet  lliade,  Jaron,  let  us  fit, 

*  And  whilft  the  babling  Echo  mocks  the  hounds,- 
Replying  ihrilly  to  the  well  tun'd  horns. 

As  if  a  double  Hunt  were  heard  at  once. 

Let  us  fit  down  and  mark  their  yelling  noife  : 

And  after  conflift,  fuch  as  was  fuppos'd 

The  waiidring  Prince  and  Di^o  once  enjoy 'd. 

When  with  a  happy  llorm  they  were  furpriz'd. 

And  curtain'd  wiih  a  counfel- keeping  cave  ; 

We  may,  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arms, 

(Our  paflimes  done)  poffcfs  a  golden  flumber ; 

Whilll  hounds  acd  horns,  and  fweet  melodious  birds 

Be  unto  us,  as  is  a  nurfe's  fong 

Of  lullaby,  to  bring  her  babe  afleep. 

Jar.   'viadam,  though  Fe^^us  govern  your  defires, 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine  : 
**  Whatfignifies  my  deaaly-iianding  eye, 
**  My  filence,  and  my  cloudy  melancholy, 
*'  My  fleece  of  woolly  hair,'"that  nov/  uncurls, 
*'  Even  as  an  adder,  when  flie  doth  unrowl 
*'  To  do  fome  fatal  execution  ? 
No,  Madam,  ti.cfe  are  no  venereal  figns  ; 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand  ; 
Blood  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 
Hark,  T.-?.  •  vi,  (the  Emprefs  of  my  foul. 
Which  ii«i'  .T  hopes  more  heaven  than  refts  in  thee) 
This  is  the  da)  of  doom  for  BaJJianus  ; 
His  Philomel  mull  lofe  her  tongae  to-day  ; 

Thy 
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Thy  fons  make  pillage  of  her  chaftity, 
And  \va(h  their  hands  in  Bajianus'  blood. 
Seed  thou  this  letter,  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee. 
And  give  the  King  this  fatal -plotted  fcrowl ; 
Now  queftion  me  no  more,  we  are  efpied  ; 
Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty. 
Which  dread  not  yet  their  lives'  deftruftion. 

Tam.  Ah,  my  fweet  Moor^  fvveeter  to  me  than  life. 

Aar.  No  more,  great  Emprefs,  BaJJianus  comes ; 
Be  crofs  with  him,  and  I'll  go  fetch  thy  fons 
To  back  thy  quarrels,  whatfoe'er  they  be.         [Exit. 

SCENE     V. 
Enter  Baflianus  and  Lavinia. 

Baf.  Whom  have  we  here  ?  Rome's  royal  Emperefs  ? 
Unfurniih'd  of  her  well-befeeming  troops? 
Or  is  it  Dian^  habited  like  her. 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  holy  groves. 
To  fee  the  general  Hunting  in  this  foreft  ? 

Tarn.  Saucy  controuller  of  our  private  Heps: 
Had  I  the  power,  that,  fome  fay,  Dian  had. 
Thy  temples  ihould  be  planted  prefently 
With  horns,    as  was  Acieons  ;  and  the  hounds 
Should  drive  upon  thy  new-transformed  limbs. 
Unmannerly  Intruder  as  thou  art ! 

La-v.  Under  your  patience,  gentle  Emperefs, 
'Tis  thought,  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  horning ; 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  fingled  forth  to  try  experiments : 
Jove  fliield  your  hufband  from  his  hounds  to-day  I 
'Tis  pity  they  fhould  take  him  for  a  Hag. 

Baf.  Believe  me,  Queen,  your  fwarth  Cimmerian 
Doth  make  your  honour  of  his   body's  hue, 
Spotted,  detelled,  and  abominable. 
Why  are  you  fequeftred  from  all  your  train  ? 
Bifmounted  from  your  fnovv-white  goodly  Heed, 
And  'A'andred  hither  to  an  obfcure  plot. 
Accompanied  with  a  barbarous    'Moory 
U  foul  defire  had  not  conduced  you? 

Lav, 


Titus  An-dronicus.  239 

La^v.  And  being  intercepted  in  your  fporf. 
Great  reafon,  that  my  noble  lord  be  rated 

For  faucinefs. 1  pray  you,  let  us  hence. 

And  let   her  joy  her  raven  colour'd  love; 
This  valley  fits  the  purpofe  paffing  well 

Baf.  The  King  my  brother  fhall  have  note  of  this. 

La'v.  Ay,  for  thefe  flips  have  made  him  noted  lono-. 
Good  King,  to  be  fo  mightily  abufed. 

Tarn.  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this  ? 
E77ter  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Dem.  How  now,    dear  Sovereign  and  our  gracious 
Mother, 
Why  does  your  Highnefs  look  To  pale  and  wan  ? 

7am.  Have  I  not  reafon,  think  you,  to  look  pale  ? 
Thefe  two  have  tic'd  me  hither  to  this  place, 
**  A  barren  and  detefted  vale,  you  fee,  it  is. 
"  The  trees,  though  fummer,  yet  forlorn  and  lean, 
"  O'ercome  with  mofs,  and  baleful  miffeko. 
"  Here  never  (hines  the  fun ;    here  nothing  breeds, 
"  Unlefs  the  nightly  owl,  or  fatal  raven, 
"  And  when  they  Ihew'd  me  this  abhorred  pit, 
"  They  told  me,  here  at  dead  time  of  the  night, 
•*  A  thoufand  fiends,  a  thoufard  hiiTmg  fnakes, 
**  Ten  thoufand  fwelling  toads,  as  many  urchins, 
"  Would  make  fuch  fearful  and  confufed  cries, 
"  As  any  mortal  body,    hearing  it, 
"  Should  flraight  fall  mad,  or  t\{Q  die  fuddenly. 
*'  No  fooner  had  they  told  this  hellifh  tale, 
"  But  ftraight  they  told  me,    they  would  bind  me  here, 
"  Unto  the  body  of  a  difmal  yew  j 
"  And  leave  me  to  this  miferable  death : 
And  then  they  call'd  me  foul  adulterefs, 
Lafcivious  Goth,  and  all  the  bitterefl  terms 
That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  fuch  effedl. 
And  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  come. 
This  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed  : 
Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  iVIother's  life  ; 
Or  be  ye  rot  from  henceforth  call'd  my  children. 

Dem,  This  is  a  witnefs  that  I  am  thy  fon. 

[Stabs  BafTianus. 
Chu 
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Chi.  And  this  for  me,    ftrack   home  to  fhew  my 
Hrength.  [Stabbing  him  Ukenjcije. 

La'V.  I  come,  Sr.friraniis  ; —  nay,  barbarous  Tamora  ; 
For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  own. 

Tarn.  Give  me   thy  poniard  ;    you  fhall  know,  my 
boys. 
Your  mother's  hand  fnall  right  your  mother's  wrong. 

Dem.  Stay,  Madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to   her  ; 
Firft,  thrafii  the  corn,  then  after  burn  the  Straw  : 
This  minion  itood  upon   her  chaftity. 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,    her  loyalty, 
^  And  With  that  painted  Cope  fhe   braves  your  migh- 

tinefs  ; 
And  fhall  (he  carry  this  unto  her  grave  ? 

Chi.  An  if  fhe  do,  I  would  I  were  an  Eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  hufhand  to  fome  fecret  hole, 
And  make  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  luft. 

Tarn.  But  when  you  have  the  honey  you  defire. 
Let  not  this  wafp  out-live,  us  both  to  fling. 

Chi,  I  warrant,  Madam,  we  will  make  that  fure  ; 
Come,  miftrefs,  now  perforce  we  will  enjoy 
That  nice-preferved  honefly  of  yours. 

Lav.  O  Tamora,  thou  bear'fl  a  woman's  face 

Tarn.  I  will  not  hear  her  fpeak ;  away  with  her. 

La'v.  Sweet  Lords,  intreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word— 

Dem.  Liflen,  fair  Madam  ;  let  it  be  your  glory 
To  fee  her  tears  ;  but  be  your  heart  to  them, 
As  unrelenting  flints  to  drops  of  rain. 

La'v.  When  did  the  tyger's  young  ones  teach  the 
dam  ? 
O,  do  not  teach  her  wrath  ;  fhe  taught  it  thee  ; 
The  milk,  thou  fuck'dll:  from  her,  did  turn  to  marble  j 

6  And  10'itb  that  painted  Hope  p^s  braves  ycur  mightinefs  ','] 
Lavmia  ftands  upon  her  chaflity,  and  nuptial  vow  ;  and  upon  the 
merit  of  thefe  braves  the  Queen,  But  why  are  thefe  called  a 
fainted  hope  ?  we  ihould  read, 

And  ivith   that  painted  Cope 

?.  e,  with  this  gay  covering.  It  is  well  exprelfed.  Her  reafonj 
were  of  a  religious  nature  ;  and  are  thertfore  called  a  painted  cope, 
which  is  a  iplendid  ecclefiaftic  veftment:  It  might  be  called  painted, 
likewife,  as  Infmuating  that  her  virtue  was  only  pretended. 

Kven 
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Even  at  thy  teat  thou  hadll  thy  tyranny. 

Yet  every  mother  breeds   not  fons  alike  ; 

Do  Thou  intreat  her,   fhew  a  woman  pity.  [To  Chiron ; 

Chi-  What !  would'ft  thou  have  me  prove  my  felf  a 
baftard  ? 

La'v.  'Tis  true,  the  raven  doth  not  hatch  a  lark : 
Yet  have  I  heard,  (Ch,  could  I  find  it  now  !) 
The  lion,  mov'd  wicn  pit/,  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  par'd  all  away. 
Some  fay  thac  ravens  fofler  forlorn  children. 
The  whilft  their  own  birds  famiih  in  their  nefls :  • 
Oh,  be  to  me,  tho'  thy  hard  heart  fay,  no. 
Nothing  fo  kind,  bat  fomething  pitiful. 

Tav:.  I  know  not  what  it  means :  away  with  her. 

La'v.  Oh,  let  me  teach  thee  :  for  my  father's  fake, 
(That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  flain 

thee) 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

Tam.  Hadft  thou  in  perfon  ne'er  offended  me,    • 
Even  for  his  fake  am  I  now  pitilefs : 
Remember,  boys,  I  pour'd  forth  tears  in  vain. 
To  fave  your  brother  from  the  facrifice ; 
But  fierce  Andronicus  would  not  relent  : 
Therefore  away  with  her,  and  ufe  her  as  you  will ; 
The  worfe  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

La'v.  O  Tamora,  be  calPd  a  gentle  Queen, 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place  j 
For  'tis  not  life,  that  I  have  begg'd  fo  long ; 
Poor  I  was  flain,  when  BaJJianus  dy'd. 

7am.  What  begg'fl  thou  then  ?  fond  woman,  let  me 
go. 

Lan).  'Tis  prefent  death  I  beg;  and  one  thing  more. 
That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell  : 
O,  keep  me  from  their  worfe-than- killing  lufl:. 
And  tumble  me  into  fome  loathfome  pit; 
Where  never  man's  eye  may  benold  my  body : 
Do  this,  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 

Tarn.  So  fhould  I  rob  my  fweet  fons  of  their  fee. 
No  ;  let  them  fatisfie  their  lufl  on  thee. 

Dem,  Away!  for  thou  haft  (laid  us  here  too  long. 
Vol.  VI.  M  U^v, 
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Lav.  No  grace  ?  no  womanhood  ?  ah  beaftly  crea- 
ture ! 
The  blot  and  enemy  of  our  general  name ! 

Confufion  fall 

Chi.  Nay,   then  I'll  Hop  your  mouth- .  bring 

thou  her  hufband  :  {.'^^^gging  (T^Lavinia. 

,This  is  the  hole,  where  j^aron  bid  us  hide  him. 

\_Exeunt. 
^am,  Farewel,  my  fons ;  fee,  that  you  make  her  fure. 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  chear  indeed, 
*TilI  all  th'  Andromci  be  made  avviiy. 
Now  will  I  hence  to  feek  my  lovely  Moor, 
And  let  my  fpleenful  fons  this  Trull  deflour.        [Exit, 

SCENE     VI. 
Enter  Aaron,  nxsith  Quintus  and  Marcus. 

Aur.  Come  on,  my  lords,  the  better  foot  before  \ 
Strait  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathfom  pit. 
Where  I  efpied  the  Panther  faft  alleep.  I 

^in,  Aly  fight  is  very  dull,  whate'er  it  bodes. 

Mar,  And  mine,  Ipromife  you  ;  wer't  not  for  fliame, 
^Well  could  I  leave  our  fport  to  lleep  a  while. 

[Marcus/tf //f  i7jto  the  pit, 

^in.  What,  art  thou  fallen  ?  what  fubtle  hole  is  this, 
Whofe  mouth  is  cover'd  with  rude- growing  briars. 
Upon  whofe  leaves  are  drops  of  new-ihed  blood. 
As  frefh  as  morning-dew  dillilFd  on  flowers  ? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  feems  to  me  : 
Speak,  brother,  hail  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fall  ? 

Mar.  O  brother,  with  the  difmalleft  objedl 
That  ever  eye,  with  fight,  made  heart  lament. 

Jar.  Now  will  I  fetch  the  King  to  iind  them  here; 
That  he  thereby  may  have  a  likely  guefs. 
How  thefe  w^re  they,  that  made  away  his  Brother. 

\_Exit  Aaron. 

SCENE    VII. 

Mar,  Why  doft  not  comfort  me,  and  help  me  out 
From  this  ui.hallow'd  and  blood Hained  hole  } 
^in.  I  am  furprized  with  an  uncouth  fear  5 

A  chil- 
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A  chilling  fweat  o'er-runs  my  trembling  joints ; 
My  heart  fufpects,  more  than  mine  eye  can  fee. 

Mar.  To  prove  thoj  hall  a  true-divining  heart, 
Aaron  and  thou,  look  down  into  the  den. 
And  fee  a  fearful  fight  of  blood  and  death. 

^in.  Aaron  is  gone  ;  and  my  compaifionate  heart 
Will  not  permic  my  eyes  once  to  beliold 
The  thing,  whereat  it  trembles  by  furmife  : 
O,  tell  me  how  it  is ;  for  ne'er  'till  now 
Was  I  a  child,  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Mar.  Lord  BaJJianus  lies  embrevved  here. 
All  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  flaughtei'd  lamb. 
In  this  detefted,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit. 

^in.  If  it  be  dark,  how  doft  thou  know  'tis  he? 

Mar.   '  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 

*  A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole  : 

*  Which,  like  a  taper  in  fome  monument, 

'  Doth  {hine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthy  cheeks ; 

*  And  Ihews  the  ragged  entrails  of  this  pit. 
So  pale  did  fhine  the  moon  on  Pyramusy 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  maiden  blood. 

0  brother,  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand, 
(If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath) 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle, 

As  hateful  as  Cocytus'  miily  mouth. 

:^in.  Reach  me  thy  hand,  that  I  may  help  thee  out, 
Or,  wanting  ftrength  to  do  thee  fo  much  good, 

1  may  be  pluck'd  into  the  fwallowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  ^ooy  BaJJianus''  grave. 

I  have  no  llrength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 
Mar,  And  I  no  ftrength  to  climb  without  thy  help, 
^lin.  Thy  hand  once  more ;  I  will  not  loofe  again, 

'Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  I  below. 

Thou  canll  not  come  to  me,    I  come  to  thee. 

IFails  in. 

SCENE    VIII. 

Enter  the  Emperor,  and  Aaron. 

^at.  Along  with  me I'll  fee  what  hole  is  here, 

.And  what  he  is,   that  now  is  leap'd  into't. 

M  2  Say, 
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Say,  who  art  thou,  that  lately  didft  defcend 
Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth  ? 

Mar.  Th'  unhappy  fon  of  old  JnJronicus, 
Brought  hither  in  a  moll:  unlucky  hour, 
,To  find  thy  brother  BaJJt  nus  dead. 

Sat.  My  brother  dead  ?  I  know,  thou  doft  but  jeft  : 
He  and  his  lady  both  are  at  the  Lodge, 
Upon  the  north-fide  of  this  pleafant  chafe; 
'Tis  not  an  hour  fince  I  left  him  there. 

Mar.  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all  alive, 
But  out,  alas !  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 

Entir  Tamora  <with  Attendants  \  Andronicus,  and 
Lucius. 

Tarn,  Where  is  my  lord,    the  King  ? 

5/r/.    Here,  Tamora  y  though  griev'd  with  killing 
grief. 

^am.  Where  is  thy  brother  Baffianus  ? 

Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  doft  thou  fearch  my  wound ; 
Poor  BaJJianm  here  lies  murthered. 

T^am.  Then  all   too  late  1  bring  this  fatal  Writ, 
The  complot  of  this  timelefs  tragedy  ; 
And  wonder  greatly,  that  man's  face  can  fold 
Jn  pleafmg  fmiles  fuch  murderous  tyranny. 

[j^^  ■f^i'veth  Saturninus  a  letter^ 

Saturninus  reads  the  letter, 

[An A  i/nue  mifs  to  meet  him  handfomely, 

Stjueet  huntfman,  Bafiianus  V;V  itv  mean  ; 

Do  thou  fo  much  as  dig  the  gra've  for  him, 

^hou  knouj^Ji  our  meaning  :  look  for  thy  re<voarci 

[^mong  the  nettles  at  the  elder-tree., 

Which  over-Jhades  the  mouth  of  that  fame  pit, 

'Where  nve  decreed  to  bury  Bafiianus. 

Do  this,  and  pur  chafe  us  thy  lafing  friends. 

Oh,  Tafmra  !  was  ever  heard  the  like  ? 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder-tree  : 
Look,  Sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntfman  out, 
That  lhoul4  have  murther'd  BaJJlanus  here. 
Aar.  My  gracious  lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold. 

Sai: 
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5fl/.  Two  of  thy  whelps,  fell  curs  of  bloody  kind. 
Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life.      [To  Titus,; 
Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prifon. 
There  let  them  bide,  until  we  have  devised 
Some  never-heard  of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tarn.   What,    are  they   in  this  pit  :  oh  wondroug 
thing  ! 
How  eafily  murder  is  difcovered  ? 

Tii.  High  Emperor,  upon  my  feeble  kne^ 
I  beg  this  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  (hed. 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accurfed  fons, 
(Accurfed,    if  the  fault  be  prov'd  in  them ) 

Saf.  If  it  be  prov'd  !  you  fee,  it  is  apparent. 
Who  found  this  letter  ?  Tamora,    was  it  you  ? 

Tarn,  ylndronicus  himfelf  did  take  it  up. 

7"//.  I  did,  my  lord :  yet  let  me  be  their  laik' 
For  by  my  father's  reverend  tomb,  I  vow. 
They  Ihall  be  ready  at  your  Highnefs'  will. 
To  anfwer  their  fufpicion  with  their  lives. 

5^/.  Thou  fhalt  not  bail  them:  fee,  thou  follow  tne ; 
Some  bring  the  murder'd  body,   lome  the  murtherers. 
Let  them  not  fpeak  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain  ; 
For  by  my  foul,  were  there  worfe  end  than  deaths 
That  end  upon  them  fhould  be  executed. 

Tarn.   Andronicus,    I  will  entreat  the  King ; 
Fear  not  thy  fons,    they  Ihall  do  well  enough. 

Tit,  Come,    Lucius,    come,   ftay   not  to  talk  with 
them.  [Exeunt  fe'ver  ally, 

SCENE    IX. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Chiron,  w//^  Lavinia,  ra'vijh''d  - 
her  hands  cut  off,  and  her  tongue  cut  out. 

Bern.  So,  now  go  tell  (an  if  thy  tongue  can  fpeak) 
Who  'twas  that  cut  thy  tongue,  and  ravifh'd  thee. 

Chi.  Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  thy^meaningfo  | 
And  (if  thy  flumps  will  let  theej   play  the  fcribe. 
Dem.  See  how  with  figns  and  tokens  Ihe  can  fcrowle.' 
Chi,    Go  home,    call  for  fweet  water,    walh  thy 

hands. 
Dm,  She  has  no  tongue  to  call,  or  hands  to  wafh  v 
-M  3  And 
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And  fo  let^s  leave  her  to  her  filenC  walks. 
.  Chi.  If  'twere  my  cafe,   I  fliould  go  hang  my  felf. 
Vem.  If  thou  hadfl  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. 
[Exeunt  Dem.  and  Chiron. 

SCENE     X. 

Enter  Marcus  io  Lavinia. 

Mar.  Who's  this,    my  Niece,    that  flies  away  fo 
fall? 
Coufm,  a  word  ;  where  is  your  hu]l;and  ? 
If  I  do  dream,  would  all  my  wealth  would  wake^me! 
If  I  do  wake,  lome  planet  ftrike  me  down. 
That  I  may  fl Limber  in  eternal  lleep  ! 
Speak,  gentle  Niece,  what  flern  ungentle  hands 
Have  lopp'd,  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body  bare 
Of  her  tuo  branches,  thofe  fweet  ornaments, 
Whofe  circling  fhadows  Kings  have  fought  to  fleep  in  I 
And  might  not  gain  fo  great  a  happinels. 
As  have  thy  love  !  why  doft  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 

*  Alas,  a  crimfon  river  of  warm  blood, 

*  Like  to  a  bubbling  fountain  llirr'd  with  wind, 

*  Doth  rife  and  fail  between  thy  rofie  lips, 

*  Coming  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath. 
But,  iure,  fome  Tereus  hath  defloured  thee  j 

And,  left  thou  fhould'ft  deteft  him,   cut  thy  tongue. 
Ah,  now  thou  turn'ft  away  thy  face  for  fhame  ! 
And,  notwithftanding  all  this  lofs  of  blood, 
(As  from  a  conduit  with  their  iffuing  fpouts,) 
Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan's  face, 

Bluihing  to  be  encountred  with  a  cloud. 

Shall  I  fpeak  for  thee  ?  Ihall  I  fay,  'tis  fo  ? 
O,  that  1  knew  thy  heart,  and  knew  the  beaft. 
That  i  might  rail  at  him  to  eafe  my  mind  ! 
Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  ftopt. 
Doth  burn  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 
Fair  Philomela,  ihe  but  loft  her  tongue, 
And  in  a  tedious  fampler  few'd  her  mind. 
Bat,  lovely  Niece,  that  Mean  is  cut  from  thee ; 
A  craftier  Tereui  haft  thou  met  withal, 
Atid  he  hath  cut  thofe  pretty  fingers  oft, 

That 
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7  hat  could  have  better  few'd  than  Philomel. 
^  Oh,  had  the  moniler  feen  thofe  lilly  hands 

*  Tremble,  like  afpen  leaves,  upon  a  lute, 

*  And  make  the  filken  firings  delight  to  kifs  them  ; 

*  He  would  not  then  have  touch'd  them  for  his  life. 

*  Or  had  he  heard  the  hcav'nly  harmony, 

*  Which  that  fweet  tongue  hath  made ; 

*  He  would  have  dropt  his  knife,   and  fell  afleep, 

*  As  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  Poet's  feet. 
Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind ; 
For  fuch  a  fight  will  blind  a  father's  eye. 

One  hour's  llorm  will  drown  the  fragrant  meads. 
What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  eyes  ? 
Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee : 
Oh,  could  our  mourning  eafe  thy  mifery  !      [Exeunt* 


ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

A  Street  in  Rome. 

Enter  the  Judges  and  Senators,  'with  Mar-Cus  and 
Quintus  hound,  fajftnz  on  the  ft  age  to  the  place  of 
execution,  and  Titus  going  befbrt,  pleading, 

c[it^  y  YEAR  me,   great  fathers  3     noble  Tribunes 

Jrl       flay. 

For  pity  of  mine  age,  whofe  youth  was  fpent 
In  dangerous  wars,  whilft  you  fecurely  flept : 
For  all  my  blood  in  Rome"^  great  quarrel  (hed. 
For  all  the  frofty  nights  that  I  have  watcht. 
And  for  thefe  bitter  tears,  which  you  now  fee 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks. 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  fons, 
Whofe  fouls  are  not  corrupted,  as  'tis  thought. 
For  two  and  twenty  fons  1  never  wept, 
Becaufe  they  died  in  Honour's  lofty  bed. 

[Andronicus  lieth  donjcn,  and  the  Judges  pafs  hy  him. 
For  thefe,  thefe.  Tribunes,  in  the  duft  I  write 
My  heart's  deep  languor,    and  my  foul's  fad  tears: 
Let  my  tears  ftanch  the  earth's  dry  appetite, 

M  4  ^y 
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My  fons'  fweet  blood  will  make  it  fhame  and  blufli : 
O  earth !  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain, 

[Exeunt, 
That  fliall  diftil  from  thefe  (a)  tv/o  antient  urns, 
Than  youthful  ^pn7  fhall  with  all  his  fhowers ; 
Infummer's  drought  I'll  drop  upon  thee  flill ; 
In  winter,  with  warm  tears  J  '11  melt  the  fnow  ; 
And  keep  eternal  fpring-time  on  thy  face. 
So  thou  refufe  to  drink  my  dear  fons'  blood. 

E»fer  Lucius  ru.//^  ^is  pimrd  dranjon. 
Oh,  reverend  Tribunes !  gentle  aged  men  ! 
Unbind  my  fons,  reverfe  the  doom  of  death : 
And  let  me  fay,  (that  never  wept  before) 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  orators. 

Luc.  Oh,  noble  father,  \  ou  lament  in  x^ain ; 
The  Tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by  \ 
And  you  recount  your  forrows  to  a  ftone. 

7/V.  Ah,  Lucius^  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead  j— 
Grave  Tribunes,  once  more  I  intreat  of  you 

Luc.   My  gracious  lord,  no  Tribune  hears  you  fpeak* 

TVV.  Why,  'tis  no  matter,  man ;  if  they  did  hear^ 
They  would  not  mark  me ;  or  if  ihey  did  mark. 

They  would  not  pity  me. 

Therefore  I  tell  my  forrows  to  the  flones. 

Who,  tho'  they  cannot  anfwer  my  diflrefs. 

Yet  in  fome  fort  they're  better  than  the  Tribunes, 

for  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale ; 

When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  feet 

Keceive  my  tears,  and  feem  to  weep  with  me; 

And  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 

Home  could  afford  no  Tribune  like  to  thefe. 

A  flone  is  foft  as  wax.  Tribunes  more  hard  than  ftones  % 

A  flone  is  filent,  and  offendeth  not, 

And  Tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  death. 

But  wherefore  ftand'ft  thou  v/ith  thy  weapon  drawn  ? 

Luc  To  refcue  my  two  brothers  from  their  death; 
For  which  attempt,  the  judges  have  pronounc'd 
My  everlafting  doom  of  banifhment. 

[(<«)  fvoQ  antient  urns,     Oxford  Editor«.— — Vulg.  tivo  antient 

57/. 
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TV/.  O  happy  man,  they  have  befriended  thee: 
Why,  foolifh  Lucius,  doft  thou  not  perceive. 
That  Rome  is  but  a  wildernefs  of  Tygers ; 
Tygers  murt  prey,  and  Rome  affords  no  prey 
But  me  and  mine ;  how  happy  art  thou  then. 
From  thefe  devourers  to  be  banifhed  ? 
But  who  comes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here  \ 

SCENE    ir. 
Enter  Marcus,  and  Lavinia. 

Mar.  Titus,  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  weepT 
Or,  if  not  fo,  thy  noble  heart  to  break  : 
I  bring  confuming  forrow  to  thine  age. 

Tit.  Will  it  eonfume  me  ?  let  me  fee  it  then* 

Mar.  This  was  thy  daughter. 

Tit.  Why,  Marcus,  fo  fhe  is. 

Luc.  Ah. me  !  this  objeft  kills  me. 

Tit.  Faint-hearted  boy,  arife  and  look  upon  her? 
Speak,  my  La^vinia,  what  accurfed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handlefs,  •  in  thy  father's  Ipight  ? 
What  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  fea  ? 
Or  brought  a  faggot  to  bright-burning  Troy  ? 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'ft. 
And  now,   like  Nilu!,  it  difdaineth  bounds: 
Give  me  a  fword,   I'll  chop  off  my  hands  too. 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain  i 
And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe,  in  feeding  life  : 
In  bootlefs  prayer  have  they  been  held  up. 
And  they  have  ferv'dme  to  effedlefs  ufe. 
Now  all  the  fervice  I  require  of  them. 
Is  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other : 
*Tis  Vtcll,  La'vinia,  that  thou  haft  no  hands. 
For  hands  to  do  Rome  fervice  are  but  vain. 

Luc.  Speak,  gentle  filler,  who  hath  martyr'd  thee  ? 

Mar.  O,  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts,, 
That  blab'd  them  with  luch  plenfrng  eloquence. 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage. 
Where,  like  a  fweet  melodious  bird,  it  fung 

X  ■  in  thy  father's  fight?]  We  ihould  read/j^^/fi&r, 
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Sweet  various  notes,  inchanting  every  ear  ? 

Luc.  O,  fay,  thou  for  her,  v/ho  hath  done  this  .."eed  ? 

Mar.  O,  thus  I  found  her  Graying  in  the  park. 
Seeking  to  hide  her  felf ;  as  doth  the  deer. 
That  hath  receiv'd  fome  unrecuring  wound. 

Tit.  It  was  my  Deer ;  and  he,  that  wounded  her. 
Hath  hurt  me  more  than  had  he  kilPd  me  dead ; 
'  For  now  I  ftand,  as  one  upon  a  rock, 

*  Environ'd  with  a  wildernefs  of  fea, 

'  Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave ; 

*  Expelling  ever  when  fome  envious  furge 

*  Will  in  his  brinifh  bowels  fwallow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  fons  are  gone  : 
Here  ftands  my  other  fon,    a  banifh'd  man  ; 
And  here  my  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes. 
But  that,  which  gives  my  foul  the  greateft  fpurn. 
Is  dear  La'vi'iiay  dearer  than  my  foul. 

**  Had  I   but  feen  thy  piv^ure  in  this  plight, 
**  It  would  have  madded  me.     What  fhall  I  do, 
Now  I  behold  tz-y  lovely  body  fo  ? 
Thou  hafi:  no  hanas  to  wipe  away  thy  tears. 
Nor  tongue  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyr'd  thee ; 
Thy  huibanu   he  is  dead ;  and  for  his  death 
Thy  brothers  arc  condemn'd,    and  dead  by  this. 
Look,  Marcus  !  ah,  fon  Lucius,  look  on  her : 
**    \ .  hen  I  did  name  her  brothers,  then  frefh  tears 
**  Stood  on  her  cheeks ;  as  doth  the  honey-dew 
"  Upon  a  gathered  iilly  almoil  wither'd. 

Mar.  Perchance,   Ihe  weeps  becaufe  they  kill'd  her 
hufband. 
Perchance,  becaufe  fhe  knows  them  innocent. 

Tit.  if  they  did  kill  thy  huiband,    then  be  joyful, 
Becaufe  the  law  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  them. 
^o,  no,  they  would  not  do  fo  foul  a  deed  ; 
Wltnefs  the  forrow,    that  their  filler  makes. 
Gentle  La^inia,  let  me  kifs  thy  lips. 
Or  make  fome  figns  how  I  may  do  thee  eafe : 
Shall  thy  good  uncle,  and  thy  brother  Lucius,^ 
And  thou,  and  I,  fit  round  about  fome  fountain. 
Looking  all  downwards  to  behold  our  cheeks. 
How  they  are  flain'd  like  meadows  yet  not  dry 
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With  mirey  flime  left  on  them  by  a  flood  ? 

And  in  the  fountain  (hall  we  gaze  fo  long, 

'Till  the  frelh  taile  be  taken  from  that  cleamefs. 

And  made  a  brine-pit  with  our  bitter  tears  ? 

Or  iliall  we  cut  away  our  hands  like  thine  ? 

Or  {hall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  Ihows 

Pafs  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days  ? 

What  fhall  we  do  ?  let  us,  that  have  our  tongues. 

Plot  fome  device  of  further  mifery. 

To  make  us  wondred  at  in  time  to  come. 

Luc.  Sweet  father,   ceafe  your  tears ;  for,  at  your 
grief, 
See,  how  my  wretched  filler  fobs  and  weepsj 

Mar.  Patience,  dear  niece ;    good  TV/w/,    dry  thine 
eyes. 

lit.  Ah,  Marcus,  Marcus!  brother,  well  I  wot. 
Thy  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine, 
for  thou,  poor  man,  haft  drown'd  it  with  thine  own^ 

Luc.  Ah,  my  La'v'mia^  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 

lit.  Mark,  Marcus^  mark  ;  I  underftand  her  fignsj 
Had  {he  a  tongue  to  fpeak,  now  would  Ihe  fay 
That  to  her  brother  which  I  faid  to  thee. 
His  napkin,  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet. 
Can  do  no  fervice  on  her  forrowful  cheeks; 
Oh  what  a  fympathy  of  woe  is  this ! 
As  far  from  help  as  Limbo  is  from  blifs. 

SCENE    III. 
Enter  Aaron. 

Aar.  Titus  4^*onicusy  my  lord  the  Emperor 
Sends  thee  this  word  ;  that  if  thou  love  thy  fons^r 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thy  felf,  old  Titus, 
Oisany  one  of  you,  chop  o{F  your  hand. 
And  fend  it  to  the  King  ;  he  for  the  fame 
Will  fend  thee  hither  both  thy  fons  alive. 
And  that  {hall  be  the  ranfom  for  their  fault. 

Tit.  Oh,  gracious  Emperor !  oh,  gentle  Aaron  f 
Did  ever  raven  fing  fo  like  a  lark. 
That  gives  fweet  tidings  of  the  Sun's  uprife  ? 
With  all  my  heart,  I'll  fend  the  Emperor  ray  hand  : 

Good 
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Good  Aaran,  wJlt  thou  help  to  chop  it  ofF? 

Luc.  Stay,  father,   for  that  noble  hand  of  thinc^ 
That  hath  thrown  down  fo  many  enemies. 
Shall  not  be  fent ;   my  hand  will  ferve  the  turn. 
My  youth  can  better  fpare  my  blood  than  you, 
And  therefore  mine  ihall  fave  my  brothers'  lives," 

Mar.  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Rome^ 
.And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  battle-ax, 
*  Writing  Deftru£lion  on  the  enemies'  Caftle  ? 
Oh,  none  of  Both  but  are  of  high  defert :. 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle,  let  it  ferve 
*ro  ranfom  my  two  Nephews  from  their  death; 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

Jar.  Nay,  come,  agree,  whofe  hand  fhall  go  along; 
Tor  fear  they  die  before  their  Pardon  come. 

Mar.  My  hand  fhall  go. 

Luc.  By  heav'n,  it  fhall  not  go. 

7>V.  Sirs,  ftrive  no  more,  fuch  withered  herbs  as  thefe. 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine. 

Luc.  Sweet  father,  if  I  fhall  be  thought  thy  fon. 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  Both  from  death. 

Mar.  And  for  our  father's  fake,  and  mother's  care^ 
Now  let  me  fhew  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 

7it.  Agree  between  you,  I  will  fpare  my  hand. 

Luc.  Then  I'll  go  fetch  an  ax. 

Mar.  But  I  will  ufe  the  ax. 

{^Exeunt  Lucius  and  Marcus, 

^  a  Writing  DejiruBhn  on  the  enemies^  Caftle  ?]  Thus  all  the  edi- 
tions. But  Mr.  Theobald,  after  ridiculing  the  fagacity  of  the  for- 
»>er  Editors  at  the  expence  of  a  great  deal  of  aukward  mirth, 
correfts  it  to  Cajque ;  and  this,  he  fays,  he'll  ftand  by  :  And  the 
Oxford  Eiixtovy  taking  his  fecurity,  will  (land  by  it  too.  But  what 
a  nippery  ground  is  critical  confidence  !  Nothing  could  bid  fairer  for 
a  right  conjc-aure  j  yet  'tis  all  imaginary.  A  clofe  Helmet  which 
covered  the  whole  head,  was  called  a  Cajile,  and,  I  fuppofe,  for 
that  very  reafon.  Den  ^ixoteh  barber,  at  leaft  as  good  a  critick 
as  thefe  Editors,  fays,  (in  Skelton's  tranfiation  of  i6ia,)  I  knoio 
•what  IS  a  helmet,  and  zvhat  a  morrion,  and  tuhat  a  cJofe  Castle, 
and  ether  things  touching  ivarfaret  Jib.  4.  cap,  iS.  And  the  origi- 
nal, celada  de  encaxe,  has  fomething  of  the  fame  fignificaiioD, 
ibakejpear  ufes  the  word  again  in  Troilus  and  Crejfida  : 

' — — —  and  Diomede 

.  '    ^tar.dfafif  and  wear  a  Caftle  en  tbj  bead* 

■      fin 
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TV/.  Come  hither,  Aaron y  I'll  deceive  them  both. 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

Aar,  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honeft. 
And  never,  whilft  I  live,  deceive  men  fo. 
But  ril  deceive  you  in  another  fort, 
And  that,  you'll  fay,  ere  half  an  hour  pafs.         \Aftde\ 

[He  cuts  off  Titus'j  hand. 
£'«/^r  Lucius  /zW  Marcus  again. 

^it.  Now  ft  ay  your  ftrife  j    what  fiiall  be,  is  dif* 
patch'd ; 
Good  AarQn^i\s^  his  Majefty  my  hand  : 
Tell  him  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 
From  thoufand  dangers,  bid  him  bury  it: 
More  hath  it  merited  ;  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  fons,  fay,  I  account  of  them 
As  jewels  purchas'd  at  an  eafy  price  i 
And  yet  dear  too,  becaufe  I  bought  mine  own. 

Aar.  I  go,  Andronicus ;  and  for  thy  hand 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  fons  with  thee  : 
Their  heads,  I  mean.— Oh,  how  this  villany    [Afide. 
Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thought  of  it ! 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  foul  black  like  his  face.     \Exit^ 

SCENE    IV. 

T/7.  O  hear  f  —  I  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heav'n. 
And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth ; 
If  any  Power  pities  wretched  tears. 
To  that  I  call :  What,  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me  ? 
Do  then,  dear  heart,  for  heav'n  fhall  hear  our  prayers. 
Or  with  our  fighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim. 
And  ftaln  the  fun  with  fogs,  as  fometime  clouds. 
When  they  do  hug  him  m  their  melting  bofoms. 

Mar.  Oh  !   brother,  fpeak  with  poflibilities, 
5  And  do  not  break  into  thefe  woe-extremes. 
'  Tit.  Is  not  my  forrow  deep,  having  no  bottom  ? 
Then  be  my  paffiors  bottomlcfs  witkthem. 

3   And  do  not  break  into  tkefe  two  extremes.'\  We  iTiould  read, 

infteadof  this  nonlenfe, v,oz-exti ernes. 

i.e.   extremes  caufed  by  exceffive  forrovv.     But    Mi.  Theobald,  oi> 
hifi  own  authority,  aiisrs  it  to  </t^/',  wthout  notice  given. 

Mar*. 
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Mar.  But  yet  let  reafon  govern  thy  Lament. 
lit.  If  there  were  reafon  for  thefe  miferies. 
Then  into  limits  could  I  bind  my  woes. 
When  heav'n  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  overflow  ? 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  fea  wax  mad, 
Threatning  the  welkin  with  his  big-fwol'n  face  f 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reafon  for  this  coil  ? 
I  am  the  fea  ;  hark,  how  her  fighs  do  blow  i 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth  : 
Then  muft  my  fea  be  moved  with  her  fighs. 
Then  muft  my  earth  with  her  continual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overflow 'd  and  drown'd  : 
For  why,  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes. 
But,  like  a  drunkard,  muft  I  vomit  them  ; 
Then  give  me  leave,  for  lofers  will  have  leave 
To  eafe  their  ftomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 

Enter  a  Mefenget-,  bringing  in  fwo  heads  and  a  hand. 

Mef.  Worthy  Andronicusy  ill  art  thou  repay'd 
For  that  good  hand  thou  fent'ft  the  Emperor  ; 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  fons, 
^nd  here's  thy  hand  in  fcorn  to  thee  fent  back  ,♦ 
Thy  grief's  their  fport,  thy  refolution  mockt : 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woes, 
More  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death.     {Exit. 

Mar,  Now  let  hot  j^tna  cool  in  Sicily^ 
And  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell  ; 
Thefe  miferies  are  more  than  may  be  borne ! 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  eafe  4  fome  deal. 
But  fcrrow  flouted  at  is  double  death. 

Luc.  Ah,  that   this  fight  fliould  make  fo  deep  a 
wound. 
And  yet  detefted  life  not  flirink  thereat ; 
That  ever  de'-<ih  i'lould  let  life  bear  his  name. 
Where  1  fe  hath  no  more  intereft  but  to  breathe. 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  heart,  that  kifs  is  comfortlefs. 
As  frozen  water  t'   a  ftarved  fnake. 

lit.  When  v^iU  this  fearful  flumber  have  an   end  ? 

Mar.  Now,  farewel,  flattery!  AiQy  Andronicuiy 


[omt  dtalfl  i,  e,  in  fome  naeafiire. 

Thow 
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Thou  doll  not  flumber  ;  fee,  thy  two  fons'  heads. 
Thy  warlike  hand,  thy  mangled  daughter  here  ; 
Thy  other  banifh'd  Ton  s  with  this  dear  fight 
Struck  pale  and  bloodlefs  ;  and  thy  brother  I, 
Even  like  a  flony  image,  cold  and  numbi 
Ah  !  now  no  more  will  I  controul  thy  griefs ; 
Rend  cit  thy  filver  hair,  thy  other  hand 
Gnawing  with  thy  teeth,  and  be  this  difmal  fight 
The  doling  up  of  your  moft  wretched  eyes  ! 
Now  is  a  time  to  ftorm,  why  art  thou  Hill  ? 

Tit.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  

Mar.  Why   doll  thou  laugh  ?  it  fits  not  with  this 
hour. 

Tit.  Why,  I  have  not  another  tear  to  flicd  5 
Befides,  this  forrow  is  an  enemy, 
And  would  ufurp  upon  my  watry  eyes, 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears : 
Then  which  way  fhall  I  find  Revenge's  Cave  ? 
For  thefe  two  heads  do  feem  to  fpeak  to  me. 
And  threat  me,  I  fhall  never  come  to  blifs, 
'Till  all  thefe  mifchiefs  be  return'd  again. 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  them. 
Come,  let  me  fee,  what  talk  I  have  to  do  — — 
You  heavy  people,  circle  me  about  ; 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you, 
And  fwear  unto  my  foul  to  right  your  wrongs. 
The  vow  is  made; — come,  brother,  take  a  head. 
And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear  ; 
Laviniat  thou  fhalt  be  employ'd  in  thefe  things  ; 
Bear  thou  my  hand,  fweet  wench,  between  thy  teeth  ; 
As  for  thee  boy,  go  get  thee  from  my  fight. 
Thou  art  an  Exile,    and  thou  mull  not  Hay. 
Hie  to  the  Goths,  and  raife  an  army  there ; 
And  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do. 
Let's  kiis  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do.     [Exemtt> 

5  — witbthii^zzxftgbt']   The  Oxford  Editor  reads  dire  fight. 
He  did  not  know  that  diar  bore  at  that  time  the  iignification  ^fdire. 
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SCENE    V. 

Manet  Lucius. 

Luc.  Farewel,  Andronieus,  my  noble  father," 
The  wofuril:  man  that  ever  liv'd  in  Rome  ; 
Farewel,  proud  Rome  ;  'till  Lucius  come  again>. 
He  leaves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life  -, 
Farewel,  La^vinia,  my  noble  filler, 
G,  'would  thou  wert  at  thou  tofore  haft  been ! 
But  now  nor  Lucius  nor  Lanjinia  lives. 
But  in  oblivion  and  hateful  griefs ; 
If  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs, 
And  make  proud  Satuminus  and  his  Emprefs 
Beg  at  the  gates,  like  ^arqui?!  and  his  Queen. 
Now  will  I  to  the  Goths,  and  raife  a  Power, 
Tobereveng'd  on  Rome  and  Saturnine.  \^Exit  Lucius. 

6S  C  E  N  E     VI. 

An  Apartment  in  Titus V  Boufe.      A  Banquets 

"Enter   Titus,  Marcus,  Lavinia,  and  voung  Lucius,  a 
Boy, 

lit.  Q  O,  fo,  now  fit ;  and  look,  you  eat  no  more 

i5  Than  will  prefer ve  jull  fo  much  ftrength  in  us. 
As  will  revenge  thefe  bitter  woes  of  oufs. 
Marcus,  unknit  that  forrow-wreathen  knot  ; 
Thy  niece  and  1,  poor  creatures,  want  our  hands. 
And  cannot  paffionate  our  ten-foid  grief 
With  folded  arms.     This  poor  right  hand  of  mine 
Is  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breaft  ; 
And  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  mifery. 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prifon  of  my  flefh. 

Then  thus  I  thump  it  down.  ■ 

Thou  map  of  woe,  that  thus  doft  talk  in  figns  I 
"When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beating,. 
Thou  can'il  not  ftrike  it  thus  to  make  it  ftill : 
Wound  it  with  fighing,  girl,  kill  it  w^ith  groans  ; 

^6  SCENE  VI.]  This  fcene  is  not  in  the  old  edition*  Mr.  Pcpe, 

Or 
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Or  get  fome  little  knife  between  thy  teeth. 
And  juft  againft  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole. 
That  all  the  tears,  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall, 
May  run  into  that  fink,  and  loaking  in. 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  fea-falt  tears. 

Mar,  Fie,  brother,  fie,  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

Tit.  How  now !  has  forrow  made  thee  doat  already  ? 
Why,  Marcus,  no  man  Ihoi.ld  be  mad  but  I ; 
What  violent  hands  can  Ihe  lay  on  her  life  ? 
Ah,  wherefore  doll:  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands,—- 
To  bid  j^neas  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er. 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  m.ade  miferable  ? 

0  handle  not  the  theam  ;  no  talk  of  hands,  — — 
Left  we  remember  ftill,  that  we  have  none. 

Fie,  fie,  how  frantickly  I  fquare  my  talk. 

As  if  we  fhould  forget  we  had  no  hands. 

If  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands  ? 

Come,  let's  fall  to,  and,   gentle  girl,  eat  this. 

Here  is  no  drink  :  hark,  Marcus,  what  Ihe  fays, 

1  can  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  figns ; 

She  favs,  fhe  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tears, 

Erew'd  with  her  forrows,  mefh'd  upon  her  cheeks  : 

Speechlefs  complaint !  —  O,  I  will  learn  thy  thought ; 

In  thy  dumbadion  will  I  be  as  perfed. 

As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers. 

Thou  fhalt  not  figh,  nor  hold  thy  ftumps  to  heav'n. 

Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  fign. 

But  I,  of  thefe,  will  wreft  an  alphabet. 

And  by  IHU  praftice  learn  to  know  thy  meaning. 

Boy.  Good  grandfire,  leave  thefe  bitter,  deep,  la- 
ments ; 
Make  my  Aunt  merry  with  fome  pleafmg  tale. 

Mar.  Alas,  the  tender  boy,  in  palTion  mov'd. 
Doth  weep  to  fee  his  grandfire's  heavinefs. 

lit.  Peace,  tender  fapling  ;  thou  art  made  of  tears, 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. 

[Marcus 7?r//J^/  the  dijh  ivith  a  knife. 
What  doft  thou  ftrike  at,  Marcus,  with  thy  knife  ? 

Mar,  At  That  that  I  have  kill'd,  my  lord,  a  fly. 

Tit,  Out  on  thee,  murderer  ;  thou  kilFfi:  my  heart  ; 

Mine 
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Mine  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny  : 
A  deed  of  death  done  on  the  innocent 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother,  get  thee  gone, 
I  fee,   thou  art  not  for  my  company 

Mar.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  but  kiU'd  a  fly. 

7}/.  'Eut  ?  —  how  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mo- 
ther ? 

\  ^T  r''"!'^  ^'^  ^^^'^  ^''  ^'"^^^  g^^^ed  wings. 
And  buz  lamenting  Doings  in  the  air  > 

*  Poor  harmlefs  fly, 

'  That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody, 

*  Came  here  to  make  us  merry  ; 
!  And  thou  hail  kill'd  him/ 

Mar,  Paidon  me.  Sir,  it  was  a  black,  ill-favour'd 
fly. 
Like  to  the  Emprefs*  Moor  i  therefore  I  kill'd  him. 

Tit.  O,  O,  O, 
Then  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee. 
For  thou  hail  done  a  charitable  deed  ; 
Give  me  thy  knife.  I  will  infult  on  him, 
Flatiering  my  felf,  ai  if  it  were  the  Moor 
Come  hither  pjrpofely  to  poifon  me. 
There's  for  fay  ielf,  and  that's  for  Tatvora  : 
Yet  ftill,    1  i-iiink,  we  are  not  brought  fo  low. 
But  that  between  us  we  can  kill  a  fly, 
That  comes  in  likenefs  of  a  cole- black  Moor^ 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  man,  grief  has  fo  wrought  on  him. 
He  takes  falfe  fliadows  for  true  fubfl:ances. 
Come,  take  away  j   La^jinia,  go  with  me  j 
I'll   to  thy  clofet,  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  llories,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old. 
Come,  boy,  and  go  with  me  ;  thy  fight  is  young,' 
And  thou  ihalt  read,  when  mine  begins  |o  dazzle. 


ACT 
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A  C  T    IV.        SCENE    I. 

Tit  us' J  Houfe, 
Enter  young  Lucius,  and  \.^mm2.   running  after  himj 

and  the  hoy  file^  from  her,  ^ith  his  books  under  his 

arm.      Enter  Titus,  and  Marcus. 
Box.T  TELP,  grandfire,  help  ;  my  Aunt  Lanjinia 

rl  Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why. 
Good  uncle  Marcus,  fee,  how  fuJft  fhe  comes  : 
Alas,  fweet  Aunt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Mar.  Stand  by  me,    Lucius,  do  not  fear  thy  Aunt. 

Tit.  She  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  thee  harm. 

Boy.  Ay,  when  my  father  was  in  Rome,  '^^^f'     ^ 

Mar.  What  means  my  niece  La'vinia  by  theje  ligns. 

Tit,    Fear  thou  not,    Lucius,  fomewhat  doth   Ihe 


mean: 


Clival! .  1  r    1 

See,  Lucius,  fee,  how  much  Ihe  makes  of  thee: 
Some  whither  would  fhe  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah,  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  fons,  than  (he  hath  read  to  thee, 
Sweet  poetry,  and  Tully's  oratory  :  _ 

Can'ft  thou  not  guefs  wherefore  Ihe  phes  thee  thus  t 

Boy.  My  lord,  I  know  not,  I,  nor  can  I  guefs, 
UnleTs  fome  fit  or  frenzie  do  poffefs  her : 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandfire  fay  full  oft. 
Extremity  of  grief  would  make  men  mad. 
And  I  have  read,  that  Hecuba  of  Troy 
Ran  mad  through  forrow  ;  that  made  me  to  fear^ 
Although,  my  lord,  I  know  my  noble  Aunt 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  mother  did : 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  youth  ; 
Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  flie, 
Caufelefs,  perhaps ;  but  pardon  me,  fweet  Aunt ; 
And,  Madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  mod  willingly  attend  your  ladyfhip. 
Mar.   Lucius,  I  will. 

Tit.  How  now,  La<vinia?  Marcus,  what  means  this  f 
Somel)Ook  there  is  that  fhe  defires  to  fee. 
Which  is  it,  girl,  of  thefe  ?  open  them,  boy. 


26o  Titus  Andronicus. 

But  thou  art  deeper  reac?,  and  better  fkill'd  : 
Come  and  make  choice  of  all  my  library. 
And  To  beguile  thy  forrow,  'till  the  heav'ns 
Reveal  the  damrx'd  contriver  of  this  deed  : 
Why  lifts  Ihe  up  her  arms  in  fequence  thus  ? 

Mar.  I  think,  flie  means,  that  there  was  more  than 
one 
Confederate  in  the  fp.a.     Ay,  more  there  was : 
Or  elfe  to  heav'n  fne  heaves  them  for  revenge. 
Tit.  Luciusy  what  book  is  that  fhe  tOiTes  io  ? 
Boy.  Grandfire,  ^u%  Qvid\  Metamorphofes  \ 
My  Mother  gave  it  me. 

Mar.  For  love  of  her  that's  gone, 
Perhaps  Ihe  cull'd  it  from  among  the  reft. 

Tit.  Soft !  fee,   how  bufily  fhe  turns  the  leaves  f 
Help  her  :  what  would  fhe  find  ?  laijinia,  fhall  I  read  ? 
This  is  the  tragick  Tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  of  Tereus'  treafon  and  his  rape  ; 
And  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 

Mar.  See,  brother,  fee  -,    note,  how  ihe  q^uotes  the 

leaves. 
Tit.  Lavifiia,  Wert  thou  thus  furpriz'd,  fweet  girl^ 
Ravilh'd  and  wrong'd  as  Philomela  was, 
Forc'd  in  the  ruthlefs,  vaft,  and  gloomy  woods  ? 
See,    fee;  .   ■ 

Ay,  fuch  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt,. 
(O   had  we  never,    never  hunted  there !) 
Pattern'd  by  That  the  Poet  here  defcribes, 
By  nature  made  for  murders  and  for  rapes. 

Mar.  O,  why  fnould  Nature  build  fo  foul  a  den,. 
Unlefs  the  Gods  delight  in  tragedies ! 

'//■/.  Give  figns,    fweet  Girl,    for  here  are  none  but 
friends, 
"What  Rof/ian  lard  it  was  durft  do  the  deed,*; 
Or  flunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erft. 
That  left  the  camp  to  fm  in  Lucrece'  bed  ? 

Mar.  Sit  down,  fweet  niece;  brother,  fit  down  by  me. 
Jlpollo,   Pallas,  Jo've,  or  Mercury^ 
Infpire  me,  that  I  may  this  treafon  find. 
My  lord,    look  here  ;  look  here,    Lavinia. 

[He  ivrites  his  name  <ivith  his  Jiaff,  and  guides 
it  fwith  his  feet  and  mouth, 

Thi^ 
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This  Tandy  Plot  is  plain  ;    guide,    if  thou  canll. 
This  after  me,    when  I  have  writ  my  name. 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 
Carft  be  that  heart  that  forc'd  us  to  this  fhift  [ 
Write  thou,  good  niece ;    and  here  difplay,  at  leafl. 
What  God  will  have  difcover'd  for  revenge  ; 
Heaven  guide  thy  pen,  to  print  thy  forrows  plain. 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors,  and  the  truth  ! 

[She  takes  the  Jlaff  in  her  mouthy  and  guides 
it  n.v'ith  her  ft  imps,  and  ^writes. 
Tit.  Oh,  do  you  read,  my  lord,  what  ilie  hath  writ? 
Stuprum,   Chiron,   Demetrius. 

Mar.  What   what ! the  luftful  fons  oiTamoray 

Performers  of  this  hateful  bloody  deed  ? 

Tit.   Maoni  Dominator  Poli, 
Tarn   lentui  audis  fcelera  !  tarn  lentus  njides  / 

Mar.  Oh,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord  j  although,  I  know. 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth. 
To  Hir  a  mutiny  in  the  mildefl  thoughts, 
And  arm  the  minds  of  Infants  to  exclaims. 
My  lord,  kneel  down  with  me  :  La'-vinia,  kneel, 
And  kneel,  fweet  boy,  the  Roman  HeSfo>'s  Hope, 
And  fvvear  with  me,  (as,  with  the  woeful  peer, 
And  father,  of  that  chafle  diihonour'd  Dame, 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  fware  for  Lucrece'  rape,) 
That  we  will  profecute  (by  good  advice) 
Mortal  revenge  upon  thefe  traiterous  Goths  ; 
And  fee  their  blood,  or  die  with  this  reproach. 

Tit.  'Tis  fure  enough,  if  you  knew  how. 
But  if  you  hurt  thefe  bear- whelps,  then  beware. 
The  dam  will  wake  ;  and  if  (lie  wind  you  once. 
She's  with  the  lion  deeply  dill  in  league  ; 
And  lulls  him  whilft  ihe  playeth  on  her  back. 
And,  when  he  fleeps,  will  flie  do  what  fhe  lift. 
You're  a  young  huntfman,  Ma--cu:,  let  it  alone  ; 
And  come,  I  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  brafs. 
And  with  a  gad  of  rteel  will  write  thefe  word?. 
And  lay  it  by  ;  the  angry  northern  wind 
Will  blow  thefe  fands,  like  SihyW  leaves,  abroad,. 
And  Where's  your  lefTon  then  ?  boy,  what  fay  you  ! 
Boy,  I  fay,  my  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man, 
^         ^       ^  Their 
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Their  mother's  bed-chamber  (liould  not  be  (afe, 
Forthefe  bad  bond-men  to  the  yoak  of  Rome. 

Mar.  Ay,  that's  my  boy  !  thy 'father  hath  full  oft 
For  this  ungraceful  Country  done  the  like. 

Boy.  And,  nuncle,  fo  will  I,  an  if  1  live. 

Tif.  Come,  go  with  me  into  my  armouiy. 
Lucius,  I'll  fit  thee ;  and  withal,    my  boy 
Shall  carry  from   me  to  the  Emprels'  fons 
Prefents,  that  I  intend  to  fend  them  both. 
Come,  come,  thoul't  do  my  mefTage,  wilt  thou  not  .> 

Boy.   Ay,  with  my  dagger  in  their  bofom,  grandfire. 

Tit.  No,  boy,  not  fo;  ril  teach  thee  another  courfe, 
Lwvimay  come  ;  Marcus^  look  to  my  Houfe  : 
Lucius  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  Court, 
Ay,  marry,  will  we,  Sirj  and  we'll  be  waited  on. 

[  Exeunt. 

Mar.  O  heavens,  can  you  hear  a  good  man  groan. 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compaffion  him  ? 
Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  ecllafie. 
That  hath  more  fears  of  forrow  in  his  heart. 
Than  foe-men's  marks  upon  his  batter'd  fhield; 
But  yet  fo  juft,  that  he  will  not  revenge  -, 
»  Revenge  thee,  Heav'ns !  for  old  Andronicus.    [E.xit. 

SCENE  II.      Changes  to  the  Palace. 

Enter  Aaron,  Chiron,  «W  Demetrius  «^  one  door  :  and 
at  another  door  young  Lucius  and  another,  luith  ei 
bundle  of  <vjeapQns  and  qjerfes  ivrit  upon  them. 

Chi,   I  ^Emetrius,  here's  the  fon  oi  Lucius  ; 

■1  V  He  hath  fome  meffage  to  deliver  us. 
Aar.  Ay,  fome  mad  meffage  from  his  mad  grand- 
father. 
Boy.  My  lords,  with  all  the  humblenefs  I  may, 
I  greet   your  Honours  from  Andronicus ; 
And  pray  the  Roman  Gods,  confound  you  Both. 
Dem.  Gramercy,  lovely  Lucius,  what's  the  news  ? 
Boy,  That  you  are  both  decypher'd  (th'ai's  the  news) 

1  Revenge  the  Heavens — -]  We  fhould  read, 
Hevenge  thee,  Heav^m  !   ■■       ■ 

For 
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For  villains  mark'd  with  rape.     May  it  pleafe  you. 

My  grandfire,  well  advis'd,  hath  fent  by  me 

The  goodliell  weapons  of  his  armoury, 

To  gratify   your  honourable   youth, 

The  hope  of  Rowe ;  for  fo  he  bad  me  fay : 

And  fo  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  prefent 

Your  lordfhips,  that  whenever  you  have  need. 

You  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well. 

And  fo  I  leave  you  both,  like  bloody  villains.      [Extf. 

Dem.  What's  here,  a  fcrowle,    and  written  round 
about  ? 
Let's  fee. 

Integer  'vita,  feeler  if  que  pur  us  ^ 
Non  eget  Mauri  jaculis  nee  arcu^ 

Chi.  O,  'tis  a  verfe  in  Horace.,  I  know  it  well : 
I  read  it  in  the  Grammar  long  ago. 

Aar.  Ay,  juft  ; a  verfe  in  Horace right,  yoa 

have  it  ~_-^ 
Now,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  Afs  ? 
Here's  no  (c)  fond  jeft ;  th'  old  m.an  hath  found  their  guilt. 
And  fends  the  weapons  wrap'd  about  with  lines. 
That  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick  : 
But   were  our  witty  Emprefs  well  a-foot. 
She  would   applaud  Andronicus''  conceit : 
But  let  her  reft  in  her  unreft  a  while. 
And  now,  young  lords,  was't  not  a  happy  ftar 
Led  us  to  Rome  ftrangers,  and  more  than  fo. 
Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height  ? 
It  did  me  good  before  the  Palace-gate 
To  brave  the  Tribune  in  his  Brother's  hearing. 

Dem.  But  me  more  good,  to  fee  fo  great  a  lord 
Bafely  infmuate,    and  fend  us  gifts. 

Aar.  Had  he  not  reafon,    lord  Demetrius  ? 
Did  you  not  ufe  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 

Dem,  I  would,  we  had  a  thoufand  Roman  dames 
At  fuch  a  bay,  by  turn  to  ferve  our  luft. 

Chi.  A  charitable  wifh,    and  full  of  love. 

Aar.  Here  lacketh  but  your  mother  to  fay  Amen. 

Chi.  And  that  would  fhe  for  twenty  thoufand  more, 

Dem.  Come,  let  us  go,  and  pray  to  all  the  Gods 
l[a)  m-^fond,    Mr,  Tieobald  ■■»!■■.  Vulg.  found, 

Fot 
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For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Jar.  Pray  to  the  devils ;    the  Gods  have  given  us 
over.  [Flourijh. 

Dem.  Why  do  the  Emp'ror's  trumpets  flourilh  thus  ? 
Chi.   Belike,  for  joy  the  Emp'ror  hath  a  fon. 
Dem.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ? 

SCENE     III, 

Enter  Nurfe,  nxjith  a  Black-a-moor  Child, 

Nur.  Good  morrow,  lords : 
O,  tell  me,  did  you  fee   .^aron  the  Moor  ? 

Jar.  Well,  more  or  lefs,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all, 
Here  Jaron  is,  and  what  with  Jaron  now  ? 

iV/zr.  O  gende  Aarojt,  we  are  all  undone  : 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore  ! 

Aar.  Why,  what  a  caterwauling  doll  thou  keep  ? 
What  doft  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms  ? 

'Nur.  O  That  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's  eye. 
Our  Emprefs'  fhame,  and  ftately  Rome\  diigrace. 
She  is  deliver'd,  lords,  fhe  is  deliver'd. 

Aar .  To   whom  ? 

l^ur.  I  mean,  fhe  is  brought  to  bed. 

Aar.  Well,  God  give  her  good  reft  f 
What  hath  he  fent  her  ? 

JV«r.  A  devil. 

Jar,  Why,  then  ihe  is  the  devil's  dam  :  a  joyful  iffue. 

l^ur.  A  joy  lefs,  difmal,  black,  and  forrowful  iffue. 
Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathfome  as  a  toad, 
Amongft  the  faireft  breeders  of  our  clime. 
The  Emprefs  fends  it  thee,  thy  ftamp,  thy  feal : 
And  bids  thee  chriften  it  with  thy  dagger's  point. 

Aar.  Out,  out,  you  whore  !  is  black  fo  bafe  a  Hue  ? 
Sweet  blowfe,  you  are  a  beauteous  blolTom,  fure. 

Dem.  Villain,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

Jar.  That  which  thou  canft  not  undo. 

Chi,  Thou  haft  undone  our  mother. 

Dem.  Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed 
choice, 
Accurs'd  the  offspring  of  fo  foul  a  fiend  ! 

Chi,  It  Ihali  not  live. 

Jar, 
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Jar.  It  fliall  not  die. 

Kur.  AarcTit  it  muft,  t]ie  mother  wills  it  {o. 

Aar.  What,  muft  it,  nurfe  ?  then  let  no  man  but  I 
Do  execution  on  my  flefh  and  blood. 

Dem.  ril  broach  the  tadpole  on  my  rapier's  point : 
Nurfe,  give  it  me,  my  fword  fhall  foon  difpatch  it. 

Aar.  Sooner  this  fword  fhall  plough  thy  bowels  up.' 
Stay,  murtherous  villains,  will  you  kill  your  brother  X 
Now,  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  fey, 
That  Ihone  fo  brightly  when  this  boy  was  got. 
He  dies  upon  my  Scymitar's  fharp  point. 
That  touches  this  my  firft-born  fon  and  heir. 
I  tell  you,  Younglings,  not  Enceladus 
With  all  his  threatning  band  of  Typhons  brood. 
Nor  great  Jicioes,  nor  the  God  of  war, 
Shall  feize  this  prey  out^  of  his  father's  hands. 
AVhat,  what,  ye  fanguine  Ihallow-hearted  boys, 
\q  white-lim'd  walls,  ye  ale-houfe  painted  fign5. 
Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue  : 
In  that  it  fcorns  to  bear  another  hue  ; 
For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  the  fwan's  black  legs  to  v/hite. 
Although  file  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood.  • 

Tell  the  Empreis  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own ;  excufe  it,  how  flie  can. 

D-ein,  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  miftrefs  thus  ? 

Aar.   My  m.iilrefs  is  my  miftrefs ;  this,  my  felf ; 
The  vigour  and  the  pifture  of  my  youth. 
This,  before  all  the  world  do  I  prefer  ; 
This,  maugre  all  the  world,  will  I  keep  fafe  ; 
Or  feme  of  you  (hall  fmoke  for  it  in  Rome. 
Dem.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ^ver  fhamM, 
Chi.   Pome  will  defpife  her  for  this  foul  efcape. 
Nur.  The  emperor  in  his  rage  will  doom  her  death, 
Chi.  Tblufli  to  think  upon  this  ignominy. 
Aar.  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  be^rs : 
Fie,  treacherous  hue,  that  will  betray  v.'ith  blulhing 
The  clofe  enadls  and  counfels  of  ihe  heart ! 
Here's  a  young  lad  fram'd  of  another  l^eT, 
Look,  how  the  black  Have  fnnilcs  upon  the  father  j 
As  who  Ihould  fay,  *'  Old  lad,  1  am  thine  own. 
Vo-L.Vi,  N  He 
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He  is  your  brother,  lords ;  fenfibly  fed 

Of  that  felf-blood,    that  £rlt  gave  life  to  yoa ; 

And  from  that  womb,  where  you  imprifonM  were. 

He  is  infranchifed  and  come  to  light ; 

Nay,  he's  your  brother  by  the  furer  fide ; 

Although  my  feal  is  flamped  in  his  face. 

Nur.  Aaron,  what  friall  I  fay  unto  the  Emprefs  ? 
Dem.  Advife  thee.  Jar  on,  what  is  to  be  done. 
And  we  will  all  fubfcribe  to  thy  advice  : 
Save  you  the  child,    fo  we  may  be  all  fafe. 

Ag}-.  Then  fit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  confult. 
My  fon'and  I  will  have  the  v/ind  of  you  ; 
Keep  there  :  now  talk  at  pleafure  of  your  fafety. 

[  ^-^fj  Jit  on  the  ground. 
Bern.  How  many  women  faw  this  child  of  his  ? 
Aar.  Why,  fo,  brave  lords;   when  we  all  join  in 
league, 
1  am  a  lamb  ;  bat  if  you  brave  the  Moor^ 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lionefs. 
The  ocean  fwells  not  fo  as  Aaron  ilorms : 
But  fay  again,  how  many  faw  the  child  ? 

"Nur.  Cornelia  the  midwife,  and  my  felf 

And  no  one  elfe  but  the  delivered  Emprefs. 
"  Aar.  The  Emprefs,  the  midwife,  and  your  felf— — 
Two  may  keep  counfel,  when  the  third's  away  : 
Go  to  the  Emprefs,  tell  her,  this  I  faid—    [He  kills  her. 
Week,— week  !— fo  cries  a  pig,  prepared  to  th'  fpit. 
Dem.  What  mcan'll  thou,    Aaron  ?    wherefore  didll 

thou  this  ? 
Aar.  O  lord.  Sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy  : 
Shall  ihe  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours  ? 
A  long-tongu'd  babling  goffip  ?  no,  lords,  no. 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent : 
Net  far,  one  MuUteus  lives,  my  country-man. 
His  wife  but  yeflernight  was  brought  to  bed,   ' 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are  : 
Co  p^k  with  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold. 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumilance  of  all ; 
And  how  by  this  their  child  fhall  be  advanced,    " 
And  be  receiv'd  for  the  Emperor's  heir, 
And  fiibftituted"  in  the.  place  of  mine. 

To 
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To  calm  this  tempeft  whirling  in  the  Court ; 

And  let  the  Emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own. 

Hark  ye,  my  lords,  ye  fee,  I  have  given  her  phyficki 

And  you  muft  needs  beftow  her  funeral ; 

The  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms : 

This  done,  fee,  that  you  take  no  longer  days^ 

But  fend  the  midwife  prefently  to  me. 

The  midwife  and  the  nurfe  well  made  away. 

Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  pleafe. 

Chi.  Aaron,  I  fee,  thou  wilt  not  trull  the  art 
With  fecrets. 

Devu  For  this  care  of  Tamorat 
Her  felf  and  hers  are  highly^bound  to  thee.     lExeunt'^ 

Aar.  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  fwift  as  Swallov/' flies. 
There  to  difpofe  this  treafure  in  my  arms, 
And  fecretly  to  greet  the  Emprefs'  friends. 
Come  on,  you  thick-lip'd  flave,  I  bear  you  hence. 
For  it  is  you  that  put  us  to  our  Ihifts : 
'I'll  make  vou  feed  on  berries,  and  on  roots, 
•And  feed  on  ctirds  and  whey,  and  fuck  the  goat. 
And  cabin  in  a  cave  ;  and  bring  yoa  up  ^  _ 

To  be  a  wari-ior,  and  command  a  camp.  {Exit^- 

SCENE    IV.     A  Street  near  the  Palace. 

Ent^r  Titu?,    old  Marcus,    youny   Lucius,     and  other 
Gef?fkfr.cn  i^ith  hoivs ;    and  Titus  bears  the  arro-ju 
nvith  Letters  on  the  end  cf  them. 
^U.  Come,    Marcus,   corner    kinfraen,    this  is  the 

WfiV.  ^ 

Sir  boy,  now' let  me  fee  your  archery.    . 

Look,  ye  draw*  home  enough,,  and  'tis  there  flraight  f 

Therms  'Aflraa  reliquit • —  be  yoa   remembered, 

Marcus- ■ 

She's  o;oi-ie,  Ihe's  fled Sirs,  take  you  to  your  tools ; 

You,  coufms,  flinll  g^o  found  the  ocean. 

And  cart  your  nets ;    haply,    you  may  find  her  in  tlie 

fea  ; 
Yet  there's  as  little  juftice  as  at  land  ■ 
No,  Puhlius  and  Sempronius  ;  you  muft  do  it, 
'Tis  yoa  mull  dig  with  mattock  and  with  fpade 

N  2  An5 
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And  pierce  the  inmoft  centre  of  the  earth  : 
Then,  when  you  come  to  PIuto\  region, 
I  pray  you,  deliver  this  petition. 
Tell  him  it  is  for  juftice,  and* for  aid; 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Ar.dronicuSy 
Shaken  with  forrows  in  ungrateful  Rome. 

Ah,  Rome  ! Well,  well,  I  made  thee  miferable,   ■ 

What  time  I  threw  the  people's  fuffrages 
On  him,  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me. 
Go,  get  you  gone,  and,  pray,  be  careful  all. 
And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  war  unfearch'd ; 
This  wicked  Emperor  may  have  Ihip'd  her  henee, 
And,  kinfmen,  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  juHice. 

Mar:  Oh  Publiuss  is  n(ft  this  a  heavy  cafe. 
To  fee  thy  noble  uncle  thus  diftrad? 

Pub.  Therefore,  my  lord,  it  highly  us  concerns. 
By  day  and  night  t'  attend  him  carefully.: 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may, 
,'TilI  time  beget  fome  careful  remedy. 

Mar.  Kinfmen,  his  forrows  are  paft  remedy. 
Join  with  the  Goths,  and  with  revengeful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude. 
And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

Tit.  PubliuSi  how  now  ?  how  now,  my  mailers. 
What,  have  youmet  with  her  ? 

Pub.  No,  my  good  lord,  but  Pluto  fends  you  word. 
If  you  will  have  revenge  from  hell,  you  Ihall : 
Alarry,  for  jullice,  flie  is  {o  employed. 
He  thinks,  with  jo've  in  heav'n,  or  fomewhere  elfei 
So  that  perforce  you  mud  needs  flay  a  time. 

Tit.  He  doth  me  wrong  to  feed  me  witli  delays. 
I'll  dive  into  the  burning  lake  belov/,     ' 
And  pull  her  out  of  Ath^ron  by  the  heels. 
^.la^-cu:,  we  are  bat  ihrubs,  no  cedars  we. 
No  big-bonM  mc,  fram'd  of  the  Cyclops'  f)ze  ; 
But  metal,  Marcus,  lleel  to  th'  very  back  ; 
Yet  wrung  with  wrongs,    more  than  our  backs  can 

bear. 
And  fith  there's  no  jullice  in  earth  nor  hel^ 
We  will  ibllicit  heav'n,  and  move  the  Gods, 
To  fend  down  juftice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs : 

Come, 
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Come,  to  this  gear  ;  you're  a  good  archer,  Marcus. 

\_tie  gives  them  the  arro~MS» 

Jdjovem,  that's  for  yoU: here,  ad  ApoUinem — — 

Jd  Mar  tern,   that's  for  my  fcif ;  • 

Here,  boy,  to  ? alias hene,  to  "Mercury 

To  Saturn  and  to  Ccrlus not  to  Satumnc-—^ 

You  were  as  good  to  flioot  againft  the  wind. 

To  it,  boy  ;  Marcus loofe  when  I  bid  : 

O'  my  \w)rd,  I  have,  written  to  efte<^. 
There's  not  a  God  left  unfollicited. 

Mar.  Kinfmen,  fhoot  all  your  fliafts  into  the  CourC, 
Wc  will  afflicl  the  Emperor  in  his  pride.      [;lheypoot, 

^it.  Now,  mafters,  draw  ;  oh,  well  faid,  Lucius  : 
Good  boy,  in  Virgo\  lap,  give  it  Pallas. 

Mar.  My  lord,  I  am  a  mile  beyond  the  moon  ; 
Yoar  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this.  «^ 

Tit.    Ha,    ha,    Pub'ius,    Publiusy    what   haft    thon 
done  ? 
See,  fee,  thou'fl  fnot  ofFone  of  Taiaui  hornc. 

2.1  ar.  This  was  the  fport,    my  lord  ;    when  Fulltu- 
fnof. 
The  bull  being-  gall'd,  gave  Aries  fach  a  knccV, 
That  down  fell. both  the  ram's  horns  in  the  Court, 
And  who  fhould  find  them  but  the  Emprefs'  villain  : 
She  langh'd,  and  told  the  Moor^  he.ihould  not  chufe 
Bat  give  them  to  his  mailer  for  a  prefefJt. 

Tit.  Why,    there  it  goes.     God  give   your    lord- 
fhip  joy  ! 

Enter  a  C}o<vjn  nvit^  a  lajket  and  tivo  pigeons. 

News,  news  from  heav'n  ;    Marcur,  the  poll  is  com?.^ 
Sirrah,  what  tidings  ?  have  you  any  letters  ? 
Shall  I  have  juftice,  what  fays  Jupiter  ? 

Clonxjn.  Who  ?  the  gibbet- maker  ?  he  fay?,  that  he 
hath  taken  them  down  again,  for  the  man  mud  not  be 
hang'd  *till  the  next  week. 

lit.  Tut,  what  hy^Jupiler^  I  aHc  thee  ? 

Clonxjn.  Alas,  Sir,  I  know  not  Jupiter, 
I  never  drank  with  him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier  ? 

Clo'wtt.  Ay,  of  my  pigeons.  Sir,  nothing  elfe. 

N  J  Tit: 
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'T/V.  Why,  didil  thoa  not  come  from  heaven  ? 

Clo-xvti.  From  heav'n  ?  alas,-  Sir,  I  never  came  there. 
God  forbid  I  (hould  be  fo  bold  to  prefs  into  heav'n  in 
my  young  days.  Why,  I  am  going  with  my  pigeons 
to  the  tribunal  plebs,  to.  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl  be- 
twixt my  uncle  and  one  of  the  Eniperial's  men. 

Mar,  Why,  Sir,  that  is  as  fit  'as  can  be  to  iti\^  for 
your  oration,  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons  to  the 
Emperor  from  you. 

lit.  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the 
Emperor  with  a  grace  ? 

Clonxjn.  Nay,  truly.  Sir,  I  could  never  fay  grace  i|i 
all  my  life» 

lit.  Sirrah,  come  hither,  make  no  more  ado. 
But  give  your  pigeons  to  the  Emperor. 
By  me  thou  ihalt  have  jal^ice  at  his  hands. 

Hold,  hbid^ mean,  while,  here's  money  for  thy 

.   charges. 
Give  me  a  pen  and  ink. 
ijirrah,  can  you  with  a  grace  deliver  a  fupplicatlon  ? 

Cioivn.  Ajy  Sir. 

*?V/_.  Then,  here  is  a  fupplication  for  you  :  and  whea 
you  come  to  him,  at  the  firil  approach  you  muft  kneel> 
then  kifs  his  foot,  then  deliver  up  your  pigeons,  and 
then  look  for- your  rewr.rd.  I'll  he  at  hand.  Sir  ,  fee 
jou  do  it  bravely.* 

Ch-ivn.   I  warrant  you,  Sir,  let  me  alone. 

Jit.  Sirrah,  halt  thou  a  knife  ?  come,  let  me  fee  it. 
Jiere,   Marcus,  fokl  it  in  the  oration, 
'.I'or  thou  hafc  made  it  like  an  humble  fuppliant ; 
And  when  thou  haft  given  it  the  Emperor,' 
*:|>nock  at  m.y  door,  and  tell  me,  what  he  fays. 

C/3xy«.  God  be  with  you.  Sir,  I  will. 

f/V.  Cocie,  ManuSf  let  us  go.     Publius,  follow  me. 

[Exeunt^ 


SCENE 
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SCENE   V.     IheFalace. 

Enter  Emperor  and  Emtrefs,    and  her   tv;Q  fcvs  ;  -  iht 

Emperor  brings  the  arronvs  w  his  handy  t hatTitns Jhof^ 

Sat.  \  X  7  H  Y,    lords,  what  wrongs  arc  thcfe ,'    v/a-s 

yy  ever  (eon 

An  Emperor  of  Rct^e  thus  over-borne. 
Troubled,  confronted  thus,  and  for  th'  extent 
Of  equal  juftice,    usM  in  fuch  contempt  ? 
IVIy  lords,  you  ktTow,  as  do  the  mightM  God?, 
{However  the  difturbers  of  our  peace 
Buz  in  the  people's  ears)  there  nought  hath  pail,  . 
But  even  with  law  againft  th»  wilful  fous 
Of  old  'Jndrcnicus.   .  And  what  an  if  _ 
His  forrows  have  fo  over-wheln^-'d  his  wits. 
Shall  we  be  thus  afRiaed  in  his  wTcaks^ 
His  fits,  his  frenfie,  and  his  bitternefs  r 
And  now  he  writes  to  heav'n  for  his  redref?. 
See,  here's  to  Jc-ve,  and  this  io'Mercuryy  • 
This  to  Jpollo,  this  to  the  God  of  war  : 
Sweet  fcrouls,  to  fly  about  the  ftreets  of  Rotnci 
What's  this  bat  libelling  againft  the  Senate, 
And  blazoning  our  injullice  ev'ry  where  ? 
A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  lords  ? 
As  who  would  fay,  in  Ron-e  no  jullice  were. 
But  if  riive,  his  feigned  ecftailes 
bhaU'be  no  flielter  to  thefe  outrages  : 
Bat  he  and'  his  fhuJl  know,  that  J-uftice  live* 
In  Saiurninus"  health  ;   whom,  if  (lie  deep, 
He'll  fo  awake,  as  fhe  in  fury  Ihall 
Cut  off  the  proud'fl  confpirator  that  lives. 

'Tfim.  My  gracious  lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine^ 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  thought. 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus'  age, 
,Th'  eiFeftG  of  fonow  for  his  valiant  fons, 
Whofe  lofs  hath   pierc'dhim  deep,    and  fcarfd  Lls^ 

heart ; 
And  rather  comfort  his  diilreffed  plight, 
Than  profecute  the  meaneft,  or  the  beft, 

For  thefe  contempts Why,  thus  it  Ihall  become 

N  4  Hlg,-V^ 
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High-witted  Tamora  to  glofe  with  all  : 

But,  TZ/aj,    I  have  touch'd  thee  to  the  quick,  , 

Thy  life-blood  out :  \i  Aaron  now  be  wife. 

Then  is  all  fafe,  the  anchor's  in  the  port.  ^Aftde, 

Enter  Chnjon. 
How  now,    good  fellow,  wouldll  thou  {peak  with  us  ? 

Clo.  Yea,  tbrfooth,  anyourMifterihipbeEmperial. 

Tarn.  Emprefs  I  am,  but  yonder  fits  the  Emperor. 

Clonjjn,  'Tis  he  :    God   and  St.   Stephen  give  you 
good-Even  : 
I  have  brought  you  a  letter  and  a  couple  of  pigeons 
^^^^^'  {_lie  reads  the  letter.. 

Sat,  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  prefenlly. 

Clonxin.    How  much  money  mull  I  have  ? 

*Tam.  Come,  firrah,  thou  mull  be  hang'd.  ' 

Clo--wn.  Hang'd  !    by'r  lady,    then  I  have  brought 
wp  a  neck  to  a  fair  end.  .{Lxit^ 

Sat.  Defpightful  and  intolerable  wrongs  f 
Shall  I  endure  this  monfirous  villany  ? 
I  know,  from  whence  this  fame  device  proceeds : 
May  this  be  borne  ?   as  if  his  traiterous  fons. 
That  dy'd  by  law  for  murther  of  our  brother. 
Have  by  my  means  been  butcher'd  wrongfully  ? 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair, 
Kor  age  nor  honour  ^  Ihall  Ihape  privilege. 
For  this  proud  mock  I'll  be  thy  (laughter-man  ; 
Sly  frantick  wretch,  that  holp'll  to  make  me  great. 
In  hope  thy  felf  fhould  govern  Rome  and  me. 
Enter  .^milius. 

Sat.  What  news  with  thee,   jEmtlius  P 

MmiL  Arm,  arm,  my  lords;  Rome  never  had  more 
caufe ; 
The  Goths  have  gather'd  head,   and  with  a  Power 
Of  high-refolved  men,   bent  to  the  fpoil. 
They  hither  march  amain,    under  the  Concjuft 
Of  Lucius y  fon  to  old  Andronicus  : 
NVho  threats  in  courfe  of  his  revenge  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

Sat.  Is  v/arlike  Lucius  General  of  the  Goths  ? 

^  — — /'^•Vfliape/';-w;7e»<',]  /.  f,   make  or  eflablifh  pririlege. 

The/c 
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Thefe  Tidings  nip  me,  and  I  hang  the  h^ad 

As  flowers  with  froil,    or  grafs  beat  down  with  ftorms. 

Ay,  now  begin  our  forrows  to  approach  ; 

'Tis  he,   the  common  people  love  (o  much  : 

My  felf  hath  often  over-heard  them  fay, 

(When  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man) 

That  Luciui  banifliment  was  wrongfully. 

And  they  have  wilh'd,   that  Lucius,  were  their  Em* 

peror.  .     n         -, 

7am.  Why  fliould  you  fear  ?  is  not  our  city  itrong  ? 
Sat.  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  Lucius, 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  fuccour  him. 

Tarn.  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious  like  thy  name. 
Is  the  fun  dimM,  that  gnats  do  fly  in  it  ? 
The  eagle  fufFers  little  birds  to  fing,    . 
And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby, 
Knovving  that  with  the  fliadow  of  his  wings 
He  can  at  pleafure  flint  their  melody  ; 
Ev'n  fo  may 'ft  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome. 
Then  cheer  thy  fpirit,  for  know,  thou  Emperor,  • 
I  will  enchant  the   old  Andronicus 
With  words  more  fweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous. 
Than  baits  to  fifti,  or  honey-llalks  to  flieep  : 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait. 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  food. 
Sat.  But  he  will  not  intrcat  his  fon  for  u?. 
7am.  If  Camera  intreat  him,  then  he  will : 
For  I  can  fmooth,  and  fill  his  aged  ear 
With  golden  promifes ;  that  were  his  heart 
Almoft  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf. 
Yet  ftiould  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  tongue.    ^  ^ 
Go  thou  before  as  our  embaflador ;       \7o  -iEmiliu5> 
Say,  that  the  Emperor  requefts  a  parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting. 

Sat.  ^milius,  do  this  meflTage  honourably  ; 
And  if  he  ftand  on  hoftage  for  his  fafety. 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  pleafe  him  beft. 
j^mil.  Your  bidding  fhall  I  do  efFeaually.     [£a/6 
7am.  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus, 
And  temper  him,  with  all  the  art  I  have. 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Goths, 

N  s  An^ 
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And  now,  fweet  Emperor,  be  blith  again, 
And  bury  all  thy  fear  in  my  devices. 

Sat.  Then  go  fuccefsfuliy,  and  plead  to  him. 

iE;<cunt. 


A  C  T     V.      S  C  E  N  E    r. 

A  Camp  at  a  fmall  dijlajjce  from  Rome. 

^nter  Lucius  <vAth  Goths,  nxj'ith  drum  andfoldiers. 

flucius.     A  PPROVED  warriors,   and  my  faithfiir 

Jl\,  friends, 

I  have  received  letters  from  great  Kowe^ 
Which  fignifie,  what  hate  they  bear  their  Erap'ror, 
And  how  defirous  of  our  fight  they  are.  • 
Therefore,,  great  lords,  be,  as  your  titles  witnefs. 
Imperious  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs ; 
And  wherein  Rome  ^  hath  done  you  any  fcathe. 
Let  him  make  treble  fatisfadtion. 

Goth.  Brave  flip,  ff^rung  from  the.  great  AKdronicus, 
(Whofe  riame  was  once  our  terror,  now  our  comfort,) 
Whofe  high  exploits  and  honourable  deeds 
Xngrateful  /^o^i'^  requites  v.'ith  foul  contempt,, 
Ee  bold  in  us ;   we'll  follow,  where  thou  lead'ft  : . 
Like  ftinging  bees  in  hotted  fummer's  day. 
Led  by  their  mailer  to  the  flower'd  fields. 
And  be  aveng'd  oii  curfed  Tamora. 

Omnes.  And,  as  he  faith,  fo  fay  we  all  with  him. 

Luc.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you.ail. 
But  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  luily  Gotb  ? 

SCENE    IL 

£nter  a  Goth,.  leading  Aaron,    cwitb-  his  child  in  hit 
arms. 

Goth.  Renowned  Lucius,,  from  our  troops  1 11  ray 'd 
^o  gaze   upon   a  ruinous  monafrery  : 

3  '^^latb  done  you  any  fcathe  J  Scathe^  harm.         Mr.  Pops^ 

And 
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And  as  1  earneftly  did  fix-  mine  eye 

Upon  the  wafted  building,   fuddenly 

I  heard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall ; 

I  made  unto  the  nolle,  when  Toon  I  heard 

The  crying  babe  controuPd  with  this  difcourfe  : 

Peace,  tawny  flave,  half  me  and  half  thy  dam. 

Did  not  thy  Hue  bewray  whofe  brat  thou  art. 

Had  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  mother's  look, 

Villain,  thou   might'ft  have  been  an  Emperof  : 

But  where  the  bull  and  cow  are  both  milk-white. 

They  never  do  beget  a  cole-black  calf; 

Peace,  villain,  peace  !  (ev'n  thus  he  rates  the  babe) 

For  I  muft  bear  thee  to  a  trufty  Goth ; 

Who,  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  Emprefs'  babe. 

Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  mother's  fake. 

With  this,  my. weapon  drawn,  I  rulh'd  upon  him, 

Surpriz'd  him  faddenly,  and  brought  him  hither, 

1  o  ufe  as  you  think  needful  of  the  man. 

Luc.  O  worthy  Gothy  this  is  th'  incarnate  Devjl^ 
That  robb'd  Andrcniciu  of  his  goojd  hand ; 
This  is  the  Pearl  that  pleasM  your  Emprefs'  eye. 
And  here's  the  bafe  fruit  of  his  burning  luft. 
Sav,  wail  ey'd  flave,  whither  would'ft  thou  convey 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend -like   face  ? 
Why  dolt  not  fpeak  ?  what !  deaf?  no  !  not  a  word  ? 
A  halter,  foldiers  ;    hang  him  on  this  tree. 
And  by  his  fide  his  fruit   of  baftardy. 

Aar.  Touch  not  the  buy,    he  is  of  royal  blood, 

Luc.  Too  like  the  fire  lor  ever  being  good. 
Firft,  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  fee  it  fpr*i\vl, 
A  fight  to  vex  the  father's  foul  withal. 
Get  me  a  ladder. 

Aar.  Luciui,    fave  the  child, 
And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  Emperefs ; 
If  thou  do  this,    I'll  fhew  thee  wond'rous  things. 
That  highly   may  advantage  thee  to  hear  ; 
If  thou   wilt  not,,  befall  what  may  befall, 
I 'Jl  fpeak   no  more;  but  Vengeance  rot   you  all? 

Luc.  Say  on,  and  if  it  pleaie  me  which  thou  fpeak' il. 
Thy  child  fhall  live,  and  I  will  fee  it  nourifh'd. 

idar,  Andif  ix  pleafe  thee  I  why,  afTure  ihee,  Luc'ruy 
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*  Twill  vex  thy  foul  to  hear  what  I  Ihall  fpeak  : 
For  I  mult  talk  of  murthers,  rapes,  and  maffacres. 
Acts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds, 
Complots  of  mifchief,  treafon,  villanies, 
Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteoufly  performed  : 
And  this  lliall  all  be  buried  by  my  death, 
Unlefs  thou  fwear  to  me,  my  child  ihall  live. 

Luc.  Tell  on  thy  mind  ;  I  fay,  thy  child  (hall  live. 

Jiar,  Swear,   that  he  fhall ;  and  then  I  will  begin. 

Luc.  Who  Ihould  I  fwear  by  ?  thou  believ'il  no  God  : 
That  granted,  how  can'ft  thou  believe  an  oath  ? 

Jar.  What  if  I  do  not !  as,  indeed,  I  do  not ; 
Yet,  for  I  know  thou  art  religious,  j 

And  haft  a  thing  within  thee  called  Confcience,  I 

With  twenty  popifh- tricks  and  ceremonies 
Which  I  have  feen  thee  careful  to  obferve  : 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  oath ;  (for  that,  1  know. 
An  ideot  holds  his  bauble  for  a  God, 
And  keeps  the  oath,  which  by  that  God  he  fvvears. 

To  that  ril  urge  him  ;) therefore  thou  Ihalt  VQifr 

By  that  fame  God,  what  God  foe'er  it  be, 
That  thou  ador'ft  and  haft  in  reverence. 
To  fave  my  boy,  nourifti  and  bring  him  up ; 
Or  elfe  I  will  difcover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc.  Even  by  my  God  1  fwear  to  thee,   I  will.  1 

Jar.  Firft,  know  thou,  I  begot  him  on  the  Empreis.    ? 

Luc.  O  moft  infatiate,  luxurious,  woman  ! 

Aar.  Tut,  Lucius y  this  was  but  a  deed  of  charity, 
To  that  which  thou  fhalt  hear  of  me  anon. 
■"Twas  her  two  fons,  that  murderM  Bajfianus ; 
They  cut  thy  fifter's  tongue,  and  ravifh'd  her, 
And  cut  her  hands,  and  trimm'd  her  as  thou  faw'ft. 

Luc.  Oh,  deteftable  villain  I  calPft  thou  that  trimming  ? 

Jar.  Wliy,  {he  was  waftied  and  cut,  and  trimm'd  ; 
And  'twas  trim  fport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  oft. 

Luc.  Oh,  barb'rous,  beaftly  villains  like  thy  felf ! 

Jar    Indeed,  I  was  their  tutor  to  inftrudt  them  : 
Tha'   codding  fpirit  had   they  from  their  mother. 
As  fure  a  cad  as  ever  won  the  fet ; 
'^I  hat  bloody   mind,  I  think,   they  learnM  of  me. 
As  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head;— 

Well  5 
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Well ;   let  my  deeds  be  witnefs  of  my  worth. 
I  train'd  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole. 
Where  the  dead  corps  of  Bafianus  lay  : 
I  wrote  the  letter  that  thy  tather  found, 
And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mentionM  ; 
Confederate  with  the  Queen,  and  fier  two  ions. 
And  what  not  done,  that  thou  haft  caufe  to  rue. 
Wherein  I  had  no  ilroke  of  mifchief  in't  I 
1  plaid  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand, 
And  when  I  had  it,  drew  my  felf  apart, 
And  almoft  broke  my  heart  with  extream  laughter. 
I  pry'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall, 
When  for  his  hand  he  had  his  two  fons'  heads ; 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh'd  fo  heartily. 
That  both  mine  eyes'  were  rainy  like  to  his : 
And  when  I  told  the  Emprefs  of  this  fport. 
She  fwooned  almoft  at  my  pleafmg  Tale, 
And  for  my  tidings  gave  me  twenty  kifles. 

Goth.  What!  canft  thou  fay  all  this,  and  never  bluih  I 
Jar,  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  as  the  Saying  is. 
Luc,  Art  thou  not  forry  for  thefe  heinous  deeds  ? 
Aar.  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  athoufand  more. 
Ev'n  nosv  I  curfe  the  day  (and  yet,  I  think, 
.   Few  come  within  the  compafs  of  my  curfe) 
Wherein  I  did  not  fome  notorious  111, 
As  kill  a  man,  or  elfe  devife  his  death  ; 
Ravilh  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it  j 
Accufe  fome  innocent,  and  forfwear  my  felf; 
Set  deadly  enmity  between  two  friends ;  • 
Make  poor  men's  cattle  break  their  necks ; 
Set  fire  on  barns  and  hay-ftacks  in  the  night. 
And  bid  the  owners  quench  them  w  ith  their  tears : 
Oft  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  men  from  their  graves, 
And  fet  them  "upright  at  their  dear  friends'  doors, 
Ev'n  V.  hen  their  forrow  almoft  was  forgot ; 
And  on  their  ficins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees, 
Have  with  .ny  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters, 
*'  Let  noL  your  forrow  die,  though  I  am  dead. 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thoufand  dreadful  things. 
As  r.'.Uingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly  : 
And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed, 

2ui 
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But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thoufand  more. 

Luc.  Bring  down  the  devil,  for  "he  muft  not  die 
£o  fweet  a  death,  as  hanging  prefentiw 

ylar.  If  there  be  devils,  'would  I  were  a  devil. 
To  live  and  burn  in  everlafling  fire, 
So  I  might  have  y5ur  company  in  hell, 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  ton<Tue  f 

Luc.  Sirs,  ilop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  fpeak  no  more. 

Enter  ^milius.' 
Goth,  My  lord,  there  is  a  meflenger  from  Rome 
Defires  to  be  admitted  to  your  prelence. 

Luc.  Let  him  come  near.- . 

Welcome,  ^miiius,  v/hat'5  the  news  from  Tloive  ? 

Jlmil.  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the  Goths y 
The  Reman  Emperor  greets  yoti  ail  by  me  ; 
And,  for  he  underftands  you  are  in  arms. 
He  craves  a  parley  at  your  father's  houfe. 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  hoilages. 
And  they  fhall  be  immediately  delivered. 
Goth,  What  fays  our  General  ? 
Luc.  j^miliiis,  let  the  Emperor  give  his  pledges 
Unto  my  father  and  my  uncle  Marcus, 
And  we  will  come  :  march  away.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     III. 
.     CbaKges   to  Titus'/  PaUce  /;?  Rome, 
i'^/^r  Tamora,  Chiron,  ^«^  Demetrius,  di/guiid, 
5^sw.'""|^HUS,  in  thefe  ftrange  and  fad  habiliments, 

i      I  will  enco"unter  with  Andronicus  : 
And  fay,  I  am  Revenge  fent  from  below. 
To  join  with  hi.m,  and  right  his  heinous  wrongs : 
Knock  at  the  Study,  where,*  they  fay,  he  keeps. 
To  ruminate  ftrange  plots  of  dire  revenge  j 
Tell  him,  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  him. 
And  work  confufion  on  his  enemies. 

l^They  knock,  and  Titus  appears  aUi:s^\ 
^it.  Who  doth  melell:  my  contemplation^ 
Is  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  door. 
That  fo  my  fad  decrees  may  fly  away, 
And  all  my  flady  be  to  no  effe«a  ?. 
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You  are  deceiv'd ;    for  what  I  mean  to  do^ 
See,  here  in  bloody  lines  I  have  fet  down  j 
And  what  is  written,  (hall  be  executed. 
'Tarn.  TituSf  Lam  come  to  talk  wiih  thee. 
Tit.  No,  not  a  word  :  how  can  I  grace  my  Talk, 
.Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  that  accord  ? 
Thou  hail  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more. 

1am.  If  thou  didil  know  me,  thou  wouldft  talk  with 

me, 
Tit.  I  am  not  mad  ;  I  know  thee  well  enough  ; 
Witnefs  this  wretched  llump,  thele  crimfon  lines, 
Witney's  thefe  trenches,  made  by  grief  and  care,. 
V/itnefs  the  tiring  day  and  heavy  night  i 
Witnefs  all  forrow,  that  1  know  thee  well 
For  our  proud  Emprefs,  mighty  T amor  a  :. 
Is  not  thy  Coming  for  my  other  hand  ?  ► 

Tam.  Know  thou,  fad  man,  I  am  not  famcrai 
She  is  thy  enemy,  and  I  thy  friend  ; 
.  I  am  K-cvenge,  fent  from  th'  infernal  Kingdom, 
To  eafe  the  gnawing  Vulture  of  thy  mind, 
By  working  wreakful  Vengeance  on  thy  foes. 
Come  down,  and  welcome  me  to  ihis  world's  Hght.^; 
Confer  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death  ; 
There's  not  a  hollow  cave,    nor  lurking  place. 
No  vail  obfcurity,  or  mifly  vale. 
Where  bloody  Murder  pr  detelled  Rape 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out ; 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  name, 
Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  offenders  q^uake. 

Tit.  Art  thou  Revenge  r  and  art  thou  fent  to  me. 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies  r 

Tarn.  I  ami  therefore  come  down,  and  welcome  me. 
•  Tit.  Do  me  fome  fervice,  ere  I  come  to  thee  : 
Le,,by  thy  fide  where  Rape,  and  Murder,  flands  ic 
Now  give  fome  furance  that  thou  art  Rever.ge, 
Stab  them,  cr  tear  them  on  thy  chariot- wheels ; 
And  then  I'll  come  and  be  thy  waggoner. 
And  whirl  dong  with  thee  about  the  globes.: 
Provide  t^i'o  proper  Paltries  black  as  jet. 
To  hale  thy, Avengeful  waggon  fwifc  away, 
^d  find  out  murders  in  their  guilty  caves. 
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And  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  he^ds, 
T  will  difmount,  and  by  thy  waggon  v/lieel 
Trot  like  a  fcrvile  foot-man  all  day  long ;. 
Even  from  Hyperions  rifmg  in  the  eaft. 
Until  his  very  downfal  in  the  fea. 
And  day  hy  day  I'll  do  this  heavy  tafk. 
So  thou  deilroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 

Tam.  Thefe  are  my  minifters,  and  come  with  me. 

TV/.  Are  they  thy  minifters  ?  what  are  they  call'd  ? 

Tam.  Rapine  and  Murder;  therefore  called  fo, 
'Caufe  they  take  vengeance  on  fuch  kind  of  men; 

57/,  Good  lord,  how  like  the  Emprefs' fons  they  are. 
And  you  the  Emprefs !  bat  we  worldly  men 
<Have  miferable  mad  miftaking  eyes  : 

0  fweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee. 

And  if  one  arm's  embracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by. 

[Exit  Titus  from  ahov^^ 
Tam.  Thisclofmg  with  him  fits  his  lunacy, 
Whate'er  I  forge  to  feed  his  brain-fick  fits,. 
Do  you  uphold,  and  maintain  in  yourfpeech. 
For  nov.  he  iirmly  takes  me  for  Revenge  : 
And  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
ril  make  him  fend  for  Luciu^,  his  fon  : 
And  whiiii  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  fure, 
I'll  find  fome  cunning  practice  out  of  hand;. 
To  fcarter  and  difperfe  the  giddy  Goths^ 
Or  at  the  leaft,  make  them  his  enemies  : 
See,  here  he  comes,  and  I  mufl  ply  my  theme; 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Titus. 

Tit,  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee  : 
Welcome,  dread  fury,  to  my  woful  houfe  ; 
Rapine  and  Murder,  you  are  welcom.e  too  :: 
How  like  the  Emprefs  and  her  fons  you  are  !' 
Well  a;e  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor  ; 
Could  not  all  hell  afford  you  fuch  a  devil  ^ 
For.  well  I  wot,  the  Emprefs  never  wags. 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor  ; 

•  And 
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And  wojid  you  reprefent  our  Queen  aright. 
It  were  convenient  you  had  fuch  a  devil  : 
But  v.-elcome,  as  you  are  :  what  lliall  we  do  ? 

Tarn.  What  wouldft  thou  have  us  do,  Andronicui? 

J) em.  Shew  me  a  murderer,  I'll  deal  with  him. 

Chi.  Shew  me  a  villain,  that  has  done  a  rape,  . 
And  I  am  fent  to  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

'Tarn.  Shew  me  a  thouiand,   that  have  done  thee 
wrong  ; 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  all. 

Tit.  Look   round  about  the  wdcked  flreets  of  RomCi 
And  when  thou  find'il  a  man  that's  like  thy  felf. 
Good  Murder,  ilab  him  ;  he's  a  murderer. 
Go  thou  with  him,  and  when  it  \^  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee. 
Good  Rapine,  llab  him  ;  he  is  a  ravifher. 
Go  thou  with  them,  and  iti  the  Emperor's  Court 
There  is  a  Queen  attended  by  a  Moor  j 
Well  may'il:  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion. 
For  up  and  down  fhe  doth  refemble  thee ; 
1  pray  thee,  do  on  them  fome  violent  death  ; 
They  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

Tarn.  Well  haft  thou  lefibn'd  us,  .this  iliall  we  do. 
But  would  it  pieaie  thee,  good  .'Andronicus y 
To  fend  for  Lu'iui  thy  'thrice  valiant  fa^, 
Who  leads  tow'rds  Rome  a  band  of  warlike  Goth-^ 
And  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  houfe. 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  folemn  feaft, 
I  will  bring  in  the  Emprefs  and  her  fons. 
The  Emperor  himfelf,    and  all  thy  foes  ; 
And  at  thy  mercy  fliall  they  ftoop  and  kneel, 
And  on  them  fl;alt  thou  eafe  thy  angry  heart : 
What  fays  Andronicus  to  this  device  ? 

Tit.  Alarcus,  my  brother  ! •  'tis  fad  Titus  calls : 

Enter   Marcus. 
Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to   thy  nephew  Ijicius ; 
Thou  fhalt  enquire  him  out  among  the  Goths  : 
Bid  him  repair  to  me  :  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefeil  Princes  of  the  Goths  ; 
Bid  him  encamp  his  Soldiers  where  they  are  ; 
Tell  him,  the  Emperor  and  the  Emprefs  too 

Feait 
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Feafl  at  my  honfe,  and  he  {Ml  feaft  with  them  ^ 
This  do  thou  for  my  love,  and  fo  let  him. 

As  he  regards  his  aged  fathers  life. 

Mar.  This  wiil  1  do,  and  foon  return  a?ain.   [F.v... 
1am,  Now  will  I  hence  about  rny  bufmeis, 
And  take  my  miniilers  along  with  me. 

Tit    Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  flay  with  me ; 
Or  elfe  Vil  call  my  brother  back  again. 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  bat  Lucius. 

Ta?n.    What  fay.  you,  boys,    will   you  abide  with 
him. 
Whiles  I  go  tell_  my  lord,  the  Emperor,  - 
I-iov/  I  have  govern^  our  determin'd  jeft  ? 
Yield  to  his  hujrnour,  fmooth  .and  fpeak  him  fair. 
And  tarry  with  him  'till  I  come  again. 

Tit.  I  know  them  all,  tho'  they  fuppofe  me  mad -5 
And  will  o'er  reach  them  iif  their  own  devices: 
A  pair  of  curfed  hell-hounds  and  their  dam.        V'fids. 
Dem.  Madam,  depart  at  pleafure,  leave  us  here. 
J.  am.   rarewel,  Andron:ciis\  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes. 

{Exit  Tam.ora. 
Tit.  I  know,  thou  dof: ;  and,  fweet  Revenge,  fare- 

wel. 
^^^'- ^I'ell  us,  old  man,  how  Ihall  we  be  emplcv'd  ? 
Tit.  Tut,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do. 
Publiuj,  come  hither,   Co.ius,  and  VaUntlr.e  !      . 

Etrter  Publius,  and  Ser^vafi.'r 
Puh.  What  is  your  will  ?  • 
Tit.  Know  ye  thefe   two  ? 
Pub.  The.  Emprefs'  fons,  *  ' 

I  take  them,   Chiron,  and  Demetrius  ! 

Tit.    Fie,    Pubiiin,    fie  I    thou    ait    too  much  de- 
ceiv'd, 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  th'  otheV's  name  \ 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gende  l\hUui  ; 
Cuius  and  Valentine^  lay  hands  on  them  ; 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  wiih  for  fuch  an  hour, 
And  now  i  faid  it^  therefore  bind  them  iure. 

^JE.xit  Titus. 
Chi. 
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Chi.  ^'illains,  forbear,  we  are  the  Emprefs'  Tons. 

Pub.    And   therefois  do    we   what    we  are    a)m- 
n.andcd. 
Stop  cl'ofe  their  months ;  let  them  not  fpeak  a  word, 
Jslie  iure  bound  ?   Icpk,  that  ye  bind  them  faflr. 

SCENE.     V. 

Enter  Titus  Andronicus  i-jith  a  Knife,    and  Lavmia 
ou/V/i'  a  B  a  fori.  ' 
7it.    Come,  come,    La^vhia  ;    look,  thy  foes  are 
bound  ; 
Sirs,  {lop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  to  me, 
But'let  them  hear  v^'hat  fearful  words  1  utt&r. 
Oh,  villains,   Chnon  and  Demetriui  !  *^ 

Here  Hands  the  fpring  whom  you  have  ftam'd  with 

mud, 
This  goodly  fummer  vith  your  winter  mixt : 
You  kiird'  her  huftand,  and  for  that  vile  fault 
Two  of  her  brothers  were  condemned  to  death  ; 
My  hand  cut  oft,  and  made  a  merry  jefl ; 
'Both  her  fweefhands,  her  tongue,^  and  that  more  ceJir 
Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  fpoilefs  Challity, 
Inhuman  traitors,  you  conlbain'd  ar.d  forcM. 
What  would  ye  fay,  if  I  fhould  let  you  fpeak  ? 
Villains!  —  for  ihame,  you  could  not  beg  for  grace. 
Kark,  v.retches,  how  I  mean  to  martyr  you. 
'J'hii  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  threats, 
Whilft  that  La-vinia  'twixt  her  Humps  doth  hold 
The  bafon,  that  receives  your  guilty  blocd. 
You  knov/,  your  mother  means  to  feaft  v/ith  me, 

An'd  calls  herfelf  Revenge,  and  thinks  me  mad  ■ 

Hark,  villains,  I  will  grind  your  bones  toduft. 
And  with  your  blood  and  it  VU  m.ake  a  paiie  ; 
And  of  the  pafie  a  coffin  will  I  rear. 
And- make  two  paflies  of  your  (hameful  heads  j 
And  bid  that  ftrumpet,  your  unhallow'd  dam, 
Like  to  the  earth,  fwallov^  her  own  increafe. 
This  is  the  feail  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 
And  this  the  banquet  fhs  fhail  furfcit  on  ; 
Jr'or  worfe  than  Pbiloihelyo^  us'd  my  daughter. 

And 
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And  worfe  than  Procne  I  will  be  revenged. 

And  now  prepare  your  throats :  Lan)inia,  come. 

Receive  the  blood ;  and,  when  that  they  are  dead. 

Let  me  go  grind  their  bones  to  powder  fmall. 

And  with  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it; 

And  in  that  paile  let  their  vjle  heads  be  bak'd. 

Come,  come,  be  every  one  officious 

To  make  this  banquet,  which  I  wilh  might  prove 

More  ftern  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs'  fealh 

^  .  U'^s  cuts  their  threats, 

bo,  now  bring  them  in,  for  I'll  play  the  cook. 

And  fee  Lhem  ready  'gainfl  the  mo'ther  comes, 

\^Exeuut> 
Enter  Lucius,    Marcus,  fi7jd  Goths  ^.vith  Aaron 
Prijoner . 

Z«f.  Uncle  Marcus,  Unce  it  is  my  father's  mind  - 
Tnat  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content. 

Goth.    And.  ours  with   thine,    befall   what  fortune 
vvili, 

Lt/c.  Good  iindc,  take  you  in  this  barbarous  Moory 
Tnis  ravenous  tiger,  this  accurfed  devil ; 
Let^  him  receive  no  fuftenance,  fetter  him, 
'TjII  he  be  brought  unto  the  Emptor's  face. 
For  teftimoay  of  thefc  foul  proceedings ; 
And  fee,  the  ambufii  of  our  friends  be  ftrongj 
I  fear,  the  Emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

^ar.  Some  devil  vvhiiper  curfes  in  my  ear. 
And  prompt  me  that  ray  tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  venoinous  malice  of  my  fwelling  heart  ! 

lui,  Away,  inhuman  dog,  unhalTow'd  Have. 

[Exeunt  Goths  ^ith  Aaron. 
.5ir?,  htiv,  our  uncfe  to  convey  him  in.  [Fkuri^J. 

File  trumpets  ihew,  the  Emperor  is  at  hand." 


SCENE    vi; 

Sou-ad  trumpets.     Enter  Emperor  and  Emp^efs,  r.^^itJj 
Tribunes  and  others. 

Sat.    V/hat,    hath  the  firmament  more  funs  than 
one  i 

Luc. 
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Luc.  What  boots  it  thee  to 'call  thy  fe]f  a  Sun  ? 

Mar.    Rcme\  Emperor,    and  Nephew,    break  ihc 
parley  j 
Thefe  quarrels  mull  bequietly  debated  :  * 

The  feail  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordainM  to  an  honourable  end. 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Rome  : 
Pleafe  you  t^herefore  draw  nigh  and  take  your  places. 

Sat.  ^larcusy  we  will.  \_Hauthoys^ 

A  Tahk  brought  in.  Enter  Titus  like  a  Cook^  placing 
the  meat  on  the  'Table,  and  Lavinia  nioitha  'veilo'ver 
her  face. 

7it.  Welcome,  my  gracious  lord ;  welcome,  dread 
Queen, 
Welcome,  ye  warlike  Goths,  welcome,  Lucius, 
And  welcome,  ^11 ;  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
'Twill  fill  your  ftomachs,   pleafe  you  eat  of  it. 

Sat.  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  Andronicus  ? 

Tit.  Becaufe  I  would  be  fare  to. have  all  well, 
To  entertain  your  Highnefs,    and  your  Emprefs. 

Tarn.  We  are  beholden  to  you,  good  Andronicus. 

lit.  And  if  your  Highnefs  4iRew    my  heart,  you 
v.ere. 
My  lord  the  Emperor,  refolve  me  this  j 
V»^as  it  well  done  of  rafh  Virginius^ 
To  flay  his  daughter  with  hisown  right  hand, 
Becaufe  flie  was  enforced,  ftain'^d,  and  dedour'd  \ 

Sat.  It  was,  Andronicus. 

Tit.  Your  reafon,  mighty  lord  ? 

Sat.  Becaufe  the  girl  fliould  not  furvive  her  fliame, 
-And  by  her  prefence  ftill  renew  his  forrows. 

Tit.  A  resfon  mighty,  ftrong,  and  effeftual, 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  warrant, 
Forme,  moil  wretched,  to  perform   the  like: 
D'\Q,  die,  Laviniciy  and  thy  fhame  with  thee. 
And  with  thy  Ihame  thy  father's  forrow  die  I 

[He  kills  her. 

Sat.  What  haft  thou  done,  unnatural  and  unkind  ?  | 

Tit,  KiU'd    hcr»    for  v/honi  my  tears  have  made 
jiie  blind. 

Ism 
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1  am  as  woful  as  Vir^inlus  was. 

And  have  a  thoufand  times  more  caufe  than  he 

To  do  this  outrage.     And  it  is  now  done. 

Sam  What,  was  (he  ravifh^  ?    tell,  who  did   the 

deed  ? 
Tit.  Will't  pleafe  yoa  eat,  wili't  pleafe  your  High- 

nefs  feed  ? 
Tam.    Why    haft   thou  flain  thine    only   daughter 

thus  ? 
T//.  Not  I,  'twas  Chiron  and   Demett-ius. 
Thty  -ravifri'd  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue, 
Awd  the;/,  'twas  they,  that  did  her 'all  this  wrong. 
Sat.  Go,  fetch  them  hither  to  us  prefently. 
Tit.    Why,    there  they,  are   both,    leaked  in  that 

Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed  , 
Eating  the  iiefh^  that  fhe  herCelf  hath  bred, 
"lis  true.,  'tis  true.;  witnefs,  my  knife's'fharp  point. 

[He  J? ah  the  Emprefs. 
■  Sat.  Die,  frantick  wretch,  for  this  accurfed  deed. 

[He/labs  Titus. 
Luc.  Can  the  fon's  eye  hehold  his  father  bleed  ? 
There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed. 

[Lucius  fahs  the  Enperor. 
Mar.  You  fad-fac'd  nien,  people  and  fofis  of  Rome, " 
By  uprore  fever'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
ScahcrM  by  winds  and  high  tempeRuous  gults. 
Oh,  let  me  teach  you  how  to  knit  again 
This  fcatter'd  corn  into  one  mutual  ilieaf, 
Thefe  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body. 

Goth.  Let  Rome  heri'elf  be  Bane  unto  herfelf ; 
And  fhe  whom  mighty  Kingdoms  curtHe  to. 
Like  a  forloraand  defperate  caft-away. 
Do  fhameful  execution  on  herfeif,  ^ 

Mar.  But  if  my  frofty  figns  and  chaps  of  age. 
Grave  witneffes  c^'  trae  experience, 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, 
Speak,  .Romeh  dear  friend ;  as  crft  our  Anceftor, 

\Ta  L'jcius. 
When  with  his  folemn  tongue  he  did  difcourfe 
To  love-fick  D/Vo's  fad  attending  ear, 
I'he  ftory  of  that  baleful  burning  Night, 

When 
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When  fublle.  Gret!<s  furprizM  King  ^riarns  Troy  : 

Tell  us,  what  Si/7on  hath  bcwiichVl  our  ears, . 

Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in. 

That  gives  our  Tyoy,  our  y?cw£,  the  civil  wound. 

My  heart  is  not  compact  of  Hint,  nor  fteel ; 

Nor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief. 

But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory, 

And  break  my  very  utfrance  ;  even  in  the  time 

When  it  iliould  move  you  to  attend  me  mofi;, 

Lending  your  kind  .commiferation. 

Here  is  a  Captain,  let  him  tell  the  Tale. 

Your  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  fpeak. 
Luc.  Then,  noble  Auditory,  be  it  known  to  you. 

That  curled  Chiron  and  Demetrius 

Were  they,  that  murdered  our  Emperor's  brother ; 

And  they  it  were,  that  ravifned  our.filler : 
For  their  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded. 
Our  father's  tears  defpis'd,  and  bafely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  hand,  that  fought  Romis  quarrel  out, 
And  fent  her  enemies  into  the  grave. 

Laftly,  .rp.y  felf  unkindly  baniHied, 
The  gates -fnut  on  me,  and  turn'd  weeping  out. 
To  beg  relief  among  Reviews  enemies  ^ 
Wha  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears. 
And  op'd  their  arms  t'embrace  me  as  a  friend  ; 
And  I  am  turn'd  forth,  be  it  known  to  you. 
That  have  preferv'd  her  welfare  in  my  blood. 
And  from  her  bofom  took  the  enemy's  point. 
Sheathing  the  fteel  in  my  advcnt'rous  body, 

Alas you  know,  I  am  no  vaunter,  I ; 

My  fears  can  witnefs,  dumb  although  they  are. 
That  my  report  is  juft,  and  full  of  truth. 
But,  foft,  methinks,'  I  do  digrefs  too  much. 
Citing  my  wcrthlefs  praife  :  oh,   pardon  me. 
For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praife  themfelves. 
Mar.  Now  is  my  tongue  to  fpeak :    behold  this 
.  child. 
Of  this  v\'as  Tamora  delivered  ; 
The  ilTue  of  an  irreligious  Moor^ 
Chief  archite<^  and  plotter  of  thefe  WOes ; 
The  villain  is  alive  in  Titui  houfe, 

[a]  Damn'ai 
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{a)  Damn'd  as  he  is,  to  witnefs  this  is  true,' 

Now  judge,  what  caufe  had  Titus  to  revenge 

Thefe  wrongs,  unfpeakable,  paft  patience. 

Or  more  than  any  living  man  could  bear. 

Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  fay  you,  R;)nam? 

Have  we  done  aught  amifs  ?  fhew  us  wherein, 

And  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  ik)w, 

The  poor  remainder  of  JrJronicuSy 

We'll  hand  in  hand  all  head-long  call  us  down*, 

And  on  the  ragged  ftones  beat  out  our  brains. 

And  make  a  mutual  Clofure  of  our  Houfe  : 

Speak,  Romans y  fpeak ;  and,  if  you  fay,  we  fhali, 

Lo,  hand  in  hand,    Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

uEmiL  Come,  come,  thou  reverend  man  of  Rofne^ 
And  bring  -our  Emperor  gently  in  thy  hand,     ' 
Lucius  our  Emperor :  for,  well  I  know. 
The  common  voice  do  cry,  it  fliall  be  fo. 

Mar.  Lucius,  all  hail,  i?i?w/s  royal  Emperor ! 
Go,  go,  into  old  Titus'  forrowful  houfe. 
And  hither  hale  that  mifbelieving  Moor, 
To  be  adjudg'd  fome  direful  flaughtenng  death ; 
As  puniihment  for  his  moft  wicked  life. 
Luciusy  all  hail,  Rome''s  gracious  governour  ? 

Luc.  Thanks,  genlle  RoMafJs :   may  I  govern  fo> 
7'o  heal  Rome's  harm,  and  drive  away  her  woe  ! 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  a  while. 
For  nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  tafk  : 
Stand  all  aloof;  but.    Uncle,  draw  you  near. 
To  fhed  obfequious  tears  upon  this  Trunk  : 
Oh,  ta!:e  this  ^varm  kifs  on  thy  pale  cold  lips, 
Thefe  forrowful  drops  upon  thy  blood-ftain'd  face  ; 
The  laft  true  duties  of  thy  noble  Son. 

Ma)\  Ay,  tear  for  tear,    and  loving  kifs  for  kifs. 
Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  lips : 
O,  were  the  fum  of  thefe  that  I  fhould  pay 
Countlefs  and  infinite,  yet  v/ould  I  pay  them  ? 

Luc.  Come  hither,    boy  ,    come,   come,  and  learn 
of  us 

lia)  Damn'd,     Mf.  Tceshald Vulg.  And.] 

To 
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To  melt  In  fhowers ;  thy  grandfire  lov'd  thee  well ; 
Many  a-time  he  danc'd  thee  on  his  knee  ; 
5ung  thee  afleep,  his  loving  bread  thy  pillow  : 
Manjr  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee. 
Meet  and -agreeing  with  thy  infancy  ; 
In  that  refpedl  then,    like  a  loving  child. 
Shed  yet  fome  fmall  drops  from  thy  tender  fpring, 
Becaufe  kind  nature  doth  require  it  fo  ; 
Friends  fhould  affociate  friends,  in  grief  and  woe,; 
Bid  him  farewel,  commit  him  to  the  grave  ; 
JDo  him  that  kindnefs,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Boy,   O  grandfire,    grandfire!    even  with    all   my 
heart, 
"•Would  I  were  dead,  fo  you  did  live  again 

0  lord,  I  cannot  fpeak  to  him  for  weeping -« 

My  tears  will  choak  me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

SCENE    VII. 
Enier  Romans  %vUh  Aaron. 

Rom.  You  fad  Jndronici,  have  done  with  wocs : 
Give  fentence  on  this  execrable  wretch. 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  thefe  dire  events. 

Luc.  Set  him  breaft-deep  in  earth,  and  familh  hira : 
There  let  him  ftand,   and  rave  and  cry  for  food  : 
If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 
Por  the  offence  he  dies :  this  is  our  doom. 
Some  (lay  to  fee  him  faftned  in  the  earth. 

^ar.     O,   why  ihould  wrath  be  mute,    and  fufy" 
dumb !— — — 

1  am  no  baby,  I,  that  with  bafe  prayers 
I  ihould  repent  the  evil  I  have  done  : 
Ten  thoufand  worfe,  than  ever  yet  I  did, 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will : 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  did, 

I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  foul. 

Luc.    Some   loving   friends    convey    the    Emptor 
hence. 
And  give  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave, 
IVIy  father  and  Lavinia  Ihall  forthwith 
Be  clofed  in  our  Hoi\/hold's  Monument : 

Vol.  VI.  O  A% 
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As  for  that  heinous  tygrefs  Tamora, 

No  funeral  rites,  nor  man  in  mournful  weeds. 

No  mournful  bell  fhall  ring  her  burial ; 

'But  throw  her  forth  to  beafts  and  birds  of  prey  : 

Her  life  was  beaft-like,  and  devoid  of  pity ; 

And,  being  fo,  fhall  have  like  want  of  pity. 

See  jullice  done  on  Jaron  that  damn'd  Moor, 

From  whom  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning ; 

Then,  afterwards,  we'll  order  well  the  State  ; 

That  like  events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate.     [Exeifni  mr^t. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 

DUNCAN,  King  e/' Scotland. 
Malcolm,    I    «      .      r    r,. 
Donalbain,  J  ^^^^  '^  '^^  ^^«^- 

Banquo, '    }  GsneraU  of  the  King's  Arm}u 
Lenox,       S 
Macduff,    y 

Memeth, .  M''^^^^  e/  Scotland. 

Angus,       V 

Cathnefs,    J 

Fleance,  3'5«  /,?  Banquo. 

JSiward,  Genera/  of  the  Englifh  Forces, 

Young  Siward,  his  Son. 

Seyton,  an  officer  attending  on  Macbeth. 

Son  to  Macduff. 

J)o£2or. 

Lady  Macbeth. 

Z«^  Macduff, 

Gefttleivomen  attending  on  Lady  Macbeth. 

Hecate,  and  three  other  njuitches. 

lordsy  Gentlemen,  Officers,  Soldiers  and  Jttendantu 

^he  Ghoji  of  Banquo,  and  federal  other  Apparitions, 

Scene,  /«  the  End  of  the  fourth  ASl,  lyes  in  Eng- 
land i  through  the  reft  of  the  Flay,  in  Scotland ; 
•nd,  chief y^  at  MacbethV  Cafle. 
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A  C  T    I.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

jin  open  Plate. 
Sunder  and  lightning.     Enter  three  Witchiu* 

I  Witch. 

WHEN  Ihall  we  three  meet  again  ? 
In  thunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain  ? 
2  Witch.  When  the  hurly -burly 's  done, 
>  When  the  Battle's  loft  and  won. 
'    3  Witch.  That  will  be  ere  Set  of  Sun. 

1  Wttch.  Where  the  place? 

2  Witch.  Upon  the  heath. 

3  Witch.  There. I  go  to  meet  Macbeth, 

1  Witch.  ]  come,  I  come.  Grimalkin. ^ 

2  Witch.  Padocke  calls anon  ! 

All.  *  Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair, 

Hover  through  the  fog  and  filthy  air. 

[They  rife  from  the  flags  and  fly  a^vsaj. 

1  WUn  tie  Battle" t  loft  and  wow.]  /.  e.  the  battle,  iti  whkh 
Macbeth  was  then  engaged.  Thefe  weyward  fifters,  as  we  may  fc« 
in  a  note  on  the  third  fcene  of  thit  atl,   were  much  concerned  m 

Hx  nominantur  Valkyria  ;  quat  qucdvii  ad  prallum  Odinui  mtttif. 
z  Fair  It  foul,  and  foul  is  fair.]  i.  t.  We  make  tbefe  fudden 
changes  of  the  Weather.     And  Macbttb  fpeaklng  of  thii  d»y,  foon 
after  fays, 

5#  /«/  avi  f»ir  a  day  I  kait  not  far, 

O3  SCEN^ 
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SCENE    IL     Changes  to  the  Palace  at  Foris, 

£nter  King,    Malcolrn„  Dor.albain,    Lenox,  nvitb  aU 
tendants,  meeting  a  bleeding  Captain, 

King.  "1  T  THAT  bloody  man  h  that  ?  he  can  report, 

V  V     As  feemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
The  nevvefi:  ftate. 

Mai.  This  is  the  Serjeant, 
Who  like,  a  good  and  hardy  foldier  fought  • 
'Gainft  my  captivity.     Hail,  hail,  brave  friend  \ 
Say  to  the  King  the  knowledge  of  the  broil„ 
As  thou  didft  leave  it. 

Ca^.  Doubtful  long  it  flood  : 
As  two  fpent  fwimmers  that  do  cling  together^ 
And  choak  their  .^rt :  the  mercilefs  Macdonei 
(Worthy  to  be  i  Rebel  i  fb^  to  That 
The  multiplying  villanies  of  na'Mre 
Do  fwarm  upon  him)  J  from  tlie  weftern  l/Ies 
Of  Kernes  and  Gallo'w-glaJJ'es  was  fupply'd  \ 
And  fortune,  +  on  his  damned  quarrel  fmiling, 
Shewed  like  a  rebel's  whore.     But  aU  too  weakt 
Jor  brave  Macbeth  (well  he  deferves*that  name) 
Difdaining  fortune,  with  his  brandiOit  flee! 
Which  fmoak'd  with  bloody  execution. 
Like  Valour's  Minion  carved  out  his  paflage, 
"Till  he  had  facM  the  flave ; 
Who  ne'er  ihook  hands  nor  bid  farewel  to  him, 
'Till  5  he  unfeam'd  him  from  the  nape  to  th'  chops. 

And 


from  the  ix^tjiern  iJJes 


0/ Kernes  <j«^  Gallow-glalTes  wJj /w/'/'y^ 5]  Whether /«/>- 
flied  ofy  for  fupplted  from  or  tuith,  was  a  kind  of  Grecifm  oi Shake- 
(fear's  expreffion  j  or  whether  of  be  a  corruption  of  the  editors, 
who  took  Kernes  and  Galkiv-glaJJei,  which  were  only  light  and 
heavjr  armed  Foot,  to  be  the  names  of  two  of  the  weftern  iflands,  I 
don't  know.  Huic  C07ije£lura  -vigor em  etiam  adjiciunt  arma  qua- 
dam  Hibernica,  Gallicis  antiquisfimilia,  jacula  nimitum  peditum 
livis  armature  quos  Kernos  vocanf,  nee  non  fecitrei  &  lonca  ferrea 
f^ditum  illorum  gravioris  armaturte,  quoi  Galloglafiios  appellant. 
WiTXl  Antiq.  Hiber,  cap.  6. 

4  — on  his  damned  qyAT(.^r — ]   We  fliould  read  q^uarrel. 

5  — — itf  unfeam'd  bim  from  the  nave  to  tb'  chops, \   We  feldom 

hear 
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And  fix'6  his  head  upon  our  Battlements. 

King.  Oh,  valiant  Coufin  I  worthy  Gentleman  f 
Cap.  ^  As  whence  the  fun  'gins  his  reflexion, ' 

Shipwrecking 

bear  of  fuch  terrible  crofs  blows  given  and  received  but  by  giants  an* 
mifcreints  in  Amadis  de  Gaule.  Befides  i;.  muft  be  a  ftrange  auk- 
v^rd  ftroke  that  Could  unrip  hinn  upwards  from  the  navel  to  the 
chops.     BuCSbakefpear  certainly  wrote, 

he  unfeam^d  him  Jrom  the  nape  to  tF  chops. 
:'.  £.  cut  his  /k-jil  in  two  ;  which  might  be  done  by  a  Highlavdtr^s 
/"word.  This  was  a  reafonable  olow,  and  very  naturally  exprefTed, 
rn  fupppfing  it  given  when  the  head  cf  the  wearied  combstant  wa» 
reclining  downwards  at  the  latter  end  ofa  long  duel.  For  the  w^e 
is  the  hinder  part  of  the  neck,  wheit  thzvertebree  join  to  the  bone 
cf  tbe  flcull.     So  in  Coriolanus, 

0  1  that  you  could  turn  your  eyes  toivjrds  tie  napes  of  your  r.ecls. 
The  word  unfeamed,  likewife,  becomes  very  proper  3  and  aliudw 
to  the  future  which  goes  crofs  the  crown  of  the  head  in  that  direfti- 
on  csWtd  the  future  fjgittalis  i  and  which,  confequently,  muft  be 
opened  by  fuch  a  ftroke.  It  is  remarkable,  that  Mihott,  who  in 
his  ycuthre«J  and  imitated  our  poet  much,  part  cularly  in  hhC^-mus^ 
vas  mifled  by  th's  corrupt  reading.  For  in  the  manuicript  of  that 
poem,    in    '■trinity-College   Library,    the  foiJowicg  lines  ate  »ea«i 

thU9j 

Or  drag  Urn  hy  the  curies,  and  cleave  his  foaJpe 
Down  to  the  hippes.- 
Ad  evident  imitation  cf  this  corrupted  pafTage.     Eat  hs  a'tci'J  It 
with  better  judgment,  to 

■  to  a  foal  'death 

Curi'd  as  ii-s  life. 
6  As  nvhetice  the  fun  'gins  his  rejleBion,'^  Here  are  two  re.id- 
ings  iiv  the  copies,  gives,  and  ^gins,  i.  e.  begins.  But  the  latter  f 
think  is  the  right,  as  founded  on  obftrvarion,  that  flotms generally 
come  from  the  eaft.  As  from  the  place  (fays  he)  ivhence  the  fun 
begins  hiscQurJe  (viz.  the  eaf)  Jhipivreckingjiorms proceed  ;  Jo,  ^c. 
For  the  natural  and  co.-^ftant  motion  of  the  oce.in  Is  from  eafl  to 
weft  ;  and  the  wind  h?s  the  fame  general  diretlion.  Pracipua  ^ 
gtneralis  [ventorum]  cauja  eji  ipje  Sol  qui  a'ercm  rarefacit  ^  atts- 
TiUat.  A'er  er.itn  rarefa^us  multo  myorem  locum  ptjiulat.  Indeft 
ut  A'er  a  fole  impulfus  aliunt  vicinum  a'crem.magr.o  impetu  prctrK- 
iat  J  (uvique  Sol  ab  Oiiente  in  cccidentem  circumrctctur,  pracipum 
ab  eo  ser!S  impulfus  fiet  verfus  occidentem.  Varenix  Giogr,  I,  i, 
f.  i/^.prcp.  10.  Seealfo  Dodor  Halley's  Account  of  the  Trade.ffirJs 
and  A-Jo!:f(,ons.  This  being  fo,  it  is  no  wonder  that  ftorms  Ihould 
come  mcft  frequently  from  thjt  quarter  ;  or  that  they  fhould  be  moft 
violent,  becaufe  there  is  a  concurrence  of  the  natural  motions  of 
vrind  and  wave.  This  proves  the  true  reading  is  ^girs ;  the  other 
reading  not  fixing  it  to  that  quarter.  For  ths  Sun  may  give  its 
O  4  rsfls^i^JJ 
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Shipwrecking  ftorms  and  direful  thunders  break  ; 
So  from  that  Spring,  whence  Comfort  feem'd  to  corae^ 
^Difcomfit  [a]  well'd.    Mark,  King  o£ Scotland,  mark r 
Jvo  fooner  jullice  had,  with  valour  arm'd, 
Compell'd  thefe  ikipping  Kernes  to  truft  their  heels  ; 
But  the  Noriveyan  lord,  furv eying  vantage, 
With  furbifht  arms  and  new  fupplies  of  men 
Began  a  frefh  affault. 

King.  Difmay'd  not  this 
Our  Captains,  Macbeth  ^nd  Banauo? 

Cap.  Yti,  ^ 

As  fparrows,  eagles ;   or  the  hare,  the  lio». 
If  I  fay  footh,    I  muft  report,    they  were 
'As  cannons  overcharged  with  double  cracky. 
So  they  redoubled  flroaks  upon  the  foe  : 
Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wound^> 
5  Or  memorize  another  Golgotha, 

I  cannot  tell 

But  I  am  faint,  my  gafhes  cry  for  help.— — 

King.  So  well  thy  words  become  thee,  as  thy  wounds-: 
They  fmack  of  honour  both.     Go,  get  him  furgcons. 

reflexion  in  any  part  of  its  courfe  above  the  horizon  ;  but  it  caa 
*tgtn  it  oiily  in  one.  The  Oxford  Editor,  however,  flicks  to  the 
other  reading,  gives:  and  fays,  that  bj  the  Sun's  giving  hit 
rtJUaion,  is  meant  the  rainboiv,  the  Jlrongeft  and  moji  remarkable 
rtjleaton  of  any  the  ^u»  gives.  He  appears  by  this  to  have  as  good 
a  hand  at  reforming  our  phyficks  as  our  poetry.  This  is  a  difco- 
tery  j  that  ftiipwrecking  ftorms  proceed  from  the  rainbow.  But 
he  was  milled  by  his  want  of  /kill  in  Shake/pear's  phrafeology,  who, 
by  the  Sun's  refieElion,  means  only  the  Sun's  light.  But  while  he 
"  J-''t<^"5  on  making  his  author  fpcik  correftly,  he  flips  himfelf. 
The  rainbow  is  no  more  a  refleftion  of  the  Sun  than  a  tune  is  a 
fiddle.  And,  the'  it  be  the  mod  remarkable  eftedl  of  refiefted  light, 
yet  it  is  not  thtjirongej}. 

7  Discomfort  w^//' J.]  Shakefpear  without  queftlon  wrote, 
piscoMriT,  i.e.  rout,  overthrow,  from  the  Laf/«,  difconfaui, 
\'  *•  difuptus,  dijfolutus.   And  that  was  the  cafe,  at  the  firft  onfet, 

till  Macbeth  turned  the  fortune  of  the  day. 

8  jis  cannons  overcharged  loith  double  cracks,'^  Double  is  here 
•fed  for  great,  and  not  for  ttvo.  He  ufes  doublg  in  this  Icnfe  i» 
©ther  places,    as  in  Love's  Labour  loji. 

I  underjiand you  not,  my  griefs  are  double. 
See  note  on  the  word  in  Othtllo,  A€t  i.  Scene  4. 

9  Or  memorize  another  Golgotha,]  Memorize,  for  make, 

F(^)         ■    me/rd.     Dr.  Thirlby  .  ,^  'VMl^./weird,} 

Entey 
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Enter  Roffe  and  Angus. 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Mai   The  worthy  Thane  of  KoJ/e. 

Len   What  hafte  looks  through  his  eyes . 
'  So  Ihould  he  look,  that  feems  to  fpeak  things  ftrangc, 

Rofe.  God  fave  the  King  !  ^    ^,        , 

King.  Whence  cam'ft  thou,  worthy  Thane  ? 

Koffe.  From  Fife,  great  King, 
Where  the  Norn^jeyan  Banners  ^  flout  the  Iky, 
And   fan  our  people  cold. 
iV^rot'^y,  himfelf  with  numbers  terrible, 
Affilled  by  that  moft  difloyal  traitor 
The  Thaue  of  C«wM  'gan  a  difmal  conflitt  ; 
'Till  that  BeL'ona's  bridegroom,  lapt  in  proof, 
?  Confronted  him  +  with  felf-companfons. 
Point  a^ainft  point  rebellious,  arm  'gainft  arm. 
Curbing  his  lavilh  fpirit.     To  conclude. 
The  vidory  fell  on  us. 

Kins-  Great  happinefs ! 

RpJ}.  Now  S-zveno,  Norway's  King,  craves  compo-; 

fition  :  .  ,     f  1 . 

Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  mon,    - 
'Till  he  diiburfed,  at  Saint  Colmes-kill-\\\Q 
Ten  thoufand  dollars,  s  to  our  gen'ral  ufe; 

I  Sojhculdhe  hoK  that  kcmuo /peak  things  Jfran^e]  i,e,ihit 
fcems  as  if  he  would  fpeak.  ...  u    »-. 

4  flout  tbe/ky,]   Tofiout  is  to  daft  any  thing  in  another  s 

^'T  Connected  HIM  ivlth  feIf.corr.panfoKS,1  The  dijloyal  Caivjcr, 
favs  Mr.  Tbeoiald.  Then  comes  another,  and  fays,  a  «ninge  tor- 
ce'tfulnels  \n  Sbakefpear,  when  Macktb  had  taken  xhisUane  of 
Ca'z.dcr  prifoner,  not  to  know  that  he  was  fallen  into  the  King  s 
difpleaiare  for  rebellion.  But  this  is  only  blunder  upon  b.und.r. 
The  truth  is.  by  bim,  in  this  verfe,  h  mtmi  Nor'u^ay:  as  the 
j.kin  ccnflruaioD  of  the  EKgUJh  requires.  And  the  affiftance  the 
rbane  of  Cawdor  hzA  ii^tn  Norivay  was  unde.hand  ;  which  ii^yj 
and  yinius,  indeed,  had  difcovered  }  Init  was  unknown  to  Muaah.' 
Catvdor  being  in  the  court  all  this  while,  as  appears  from  Angm  s 
ipeech  to  Macbeth,  when  he  meets  him  to  falute  him  vv.th  the  title, 
and  infinuates  his  crime  to  be  lir.ing  t,;i  rebel  wth  bidden  be^ 
*r.d  vantage.  j       i,« 

4. nvUb  felf-comparifons,]    u  e.  gave  him  as  gocd  as  he 

brought,  fliew'd  he  was  his  equal. 

5  — — /#  6Br  aen'ral  «/>•]  Censral,  f«r  public. 

O5  ^f^'l' 
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King.  No  more  that  'Thane  of  Canjodor  fhall  deceive 
*  Our  bofom-int'reft.     Go,  pronounce  his  death  ; 
And  with  his  former  Title  greet  Macbeth, 

Rofe.  I'll  fee  it  done.     ■ 

King,  What  he  hath  loft,   noble  Macbeth  hath  won. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE     Iir.     Changes  to  the  Heath. 
Thunder.      Enter  the  three  Witches. 
f  ^//f^.TT  7HERE  haft  thou  been,  fifljer  ? 
V  V         2  Witch.  Killing  fwine. ' 
3  Witch.  Sifter,  where  thou  ? 

1  Witch.  A  failor's  wife  had  chefnuts  In  her  lap, 
And  mouncht,    and  mounchr,    and  mouncht.     Give 

me,  quoth  I. 

7  Aroint  thee,  witch  ! the  rump-fed  ronyon  cries. 

Her  huft^and's  to  ^/eppo, gone,  mafter  o'  th'  Ty^er  : 
But  in  a  fieve  I'll  thither  fail. 
And  like  a  rat  without  a  tail,, 
I'll  do I'll  do and  I'll  do, 

2  Witch,  I'll  give  thee  a  wind, 
I  Wifch.  Thou  art  kind. 

3  Witch.  And  I  another. 

I  Witch.  Imyfelfhave  all  the  othcr^ 
And  the  very  points  they  blow  ; 
All  the  quarters  that  they  know, 

I'  th'  fhip-man's  card. - 

I  will  drain  him  dry  as  hay. 
Sleep  ihall  neither  night  nor  day- 
Hang  upon  his  pent-houfe  lid ; 
He  fhall  live  a  man  forbid ; 
Weary  fev'n-nights,  nine  times  nine. 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak  and  pine  : 
Though  his  bark  cannot  be  loft, 

6  Our  bofom-int'reft.—]  Bofom  inrrej},,  for  trofl.     So  fpeakirg 
•f  him  again  afterwards,  he  fays, 

He  'zvas  a  gentleinan  o»  ivlom  I  built 
An  ahfolute  iruji. 

J  Aroint  fi'ff,'— — j  Arn'nt,  or  avaUBt,  be  gone.      Mr,  Pop'* 

Yei 
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Yet  it  fnall  be  tempeft-toft. 
Look,  what  I  have. 

2  Witch.  Shew  me,   ftiew  me. 

I  Witch.  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb,  ^    ^ 

Wreckt  as  homeward  he  did  come.        IDrum  vmhn\ 

3  Witch.  A  drum,  a  drum  ! 

Macbeth  doth  come !  ,       ,  .    ,      , 

All.  s  The  weyward  Mers,  hand  m  hand,. 

i^ofters  of  the  fea  and  land, 

Thus  do  go  about,    about. 

Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine. 

And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine  \ 

Peace  ! —  the  Charm's  wound  up. 

8  The<-u;fyw^r^fifter?,handin  hand,]  Mr. 'ri^.^ia/i  had  W^' 

cut  who  thefe  'r^e.'ivardjijien  were  ;  bot  obferved  they  were  called,. 

ia   his   authentic'i/.//«^/.J,    ?^^i>^ />^^  i/.^'^/^r^it  ° '? 
have  wfvcy^r^  a  corruption  of  the  text,  becaufe  it  fignifies  ^^/-^;^'>, 
fr.'zvard,   &c.  ard  it  is  improbable  (he  fays)  thit  the  -wUches  fcould 
ad-pt  this  ewhct  to  thewjek'es.     It  was  hard  that  when  he  knew 
fo  much,    he  mould  not  know  a  Httie  more;  ^'}';;^0^X:^ 
anciently  the  verv  fame  fcnfe,  as  ir.;r^  ;  and  wa?     indeed,  the  vciy 
fame  word  differently  ipek  ;    having  acquired  Ks    .tor  i'S^'fi"  ;^« 
from  the  qualltv  and  temper  of  thele  imaginary  wkches.     But  th.s. 
is  being  a  Clitic' like  him  who  had  difcovercd  that  there  were  two 
Herc'iWs :  and  yet  did  not  know  that  he  had  tvo  next-door  neigh- 
bour, of  one  and  the  f.me  name.     As  to  thefe  wt^/ward  fift^rs,  thcj 
w^rethcFar^of  the  northern  nations  j    tne  three^hand-maidsof 
(hii>t.     H^  mminartur  Valkyrie,  quai  quodvn  a.  ?ra:liumOdir.us 
vrrtit.     H.^  1-ircs  mzrtl  dejiir.ant,  ^  -viaoriom guoert-.avt.    Gunna,. 
fef  Rota,    ^  Parcarum  tKi.iima  Skullda  :  per  aira  &  ma^ta  cqui- 
tant  fcmper  ad  mcrituro,  clige»dos  ^^  ^  cadrs  in Jotejiate  habsm,. 
Birthohni.s  de  Caufis  contempts  a  Danis  adhuc  Gentilibus  niorti?.. 
I:  is  for  this  reafon  tha;  Skahjpear  makes  them  thne  j   and  caiit^ 

Pojier:;  of  the  fea  and  I^ind  | ; 
And  intent  only  ucon  death  and    mifchief.     However,     *''   g'^ 
thisp-racf  his 'work  the  more  dignity,   he  intermix^,   with  tht 
northern,  the  Greek  and  Kow.i.'J  fuperftitions ;  and  puts  Hecate  at  ttie 
he.d  of  their  enchantments.     And  to  make  it  ilill  more  famUia,r 
to  the  commoi:  audience  (which  was  always  hr  point)  he  adds,  tor 
another  ingredient,  a  fufhcient  quantity  cf  our  own  country  fuper- 
ftitions  concerning  M itches;    their   beards,    the'r  cats,    and   tneir 
broomfticks.  So  that  \i\i  Witch- Scenes  are  like  the ^i-jm  they  prepare- 
in  one  cf  them  ;    where  the  ingredients  are  gathered  t<  om  every  th.ng 
Jhichr.g  in  the  r.atural  world  j  as  here,  from  every  tMng  abjurd  vn-. 
the  v.oral     But  as  extravag;mt  as  all  this  is,  the  play  has  had  the- 
power  tc^baro:  and  bf witch  erfry  audiencs  from  ^bat  tniie  to  th«. 
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SCENE    IV. 

Snter  Macbeth  and  Banquo,  in-ith  Soldiers  and  other 
attendants. 

Mach.  So  foul  and  fair  a  day  I  have  not  feen. 

Ban.  How  far  is't  calPd  to  Foris  ?  -  What 

are  thefe, 
So  withered,  and  fo  wild  in  their  attire. 
That  look  not  like  th'  inhabitants  o'  th'  earth, 
And  yet  are  on't  ?  Live  you,  or  are  you  "aught 
That  man  may  queftion  ?  You  feem  to  underfland  me. 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laying 
Upon  her  fkinny  lips ;  —  You  fhould  be  women. 
And  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret. 
That  you  are  fo. 

Maclf.  Speak,  if  you  can  ;  what  are  you  ? 

1  f^itd>.  All-hail,  Macbeth!  hail  to  thee,  ^hane  of 

Glamis  ! 

2  Witch,  All-hail,  Macbeth  !  hail  to  thee,  Uane  of 

Canvdor  ! 

3  Witch.    All-hail,  Macbeth!   that  Ihalt  be  King 

hereafter. 
Ban.  Good  Sir,  why  do  you  ftart,  and  feem  to  fear 
Things  that  do  found  fo  fair  ?  V  th'  name  of  Truth, 
f  Are  ye  fantaftical,  or  That  indeed      [To  the  Witches. 
Which  outwardly  ye  fhew  ?  my  noble  Partner 
You  greet  with  prefent  grace,  and  great  predidion 
Of  noble  Having,  and  of  royal  Hope, 
That  he  feems  rapt  withal ;  to  me  you  fpeak  not. 
If  you  can  look  into  the  Seeds  of  time, 
And  fay,  which  Grain  will  grow  and  which  will  not  i 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg,  nor  fear. 
Your  favours,  nor  your  hate. 

1  Witch.  Hail !      . 

2  Witch.  Kail ! 

9  Are  ye  fantaftical, ]    ^y  fantaftical  Is  not  meant,  (ac- 

•ording  to  the  common  £gnification)  creatures  of  his  own  brain  j 
Jor  be  could  not  be  fo  extravagant  to  a/k  ^h^m  fuch  a  queftion  s 
|Hit  i:  is  ufcd  ior  frfernmral,  f^irithah 

I  Witch, 
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'iintch.  Hail!  ,.    ,    ,         , 

f  jritch.  Lcffer  than  Ifacheth,  and  greater. 
2  r/^/Vf/^.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 
'7,mtch.  Thou  fhalt  get  Kings,    though  thou  be 
none  ;    ' 
So,  all  hail,  Macbeth  and  Banqiio  f 
I  Witch.  Banquo  and  M^rc^^//',  all -hail! 
Macb.  Stay,  you  imperfea  fpeakers,  tell  me  more  ; 
«By  Sitters  death,  I  know,  I'm  Thane  of  Giamis  ; 
Bat  how,  of  Caivdor  P  the  Thane  of  C^w^sr  lives, 
A  profp  rous  gentleman  ;  and,  to  be  Kin^, 
Stands  not  within  the  profped  of  belief, 
No  more  than  to  be  Cacwdor.     Say,  from  whe^ice 
Yoa  owe  this  ftrange  intelligence  ?  or  why 
Upon  this  blafted  heath  you  flop  our  way. 

With  fuch  prophetick  Greeting  ?  —   ipeak,    T 

charge  you.  [Witches  'vanijh. 

Ban.  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has ; 
And  thefe  are  of  them  :  whither  are  they  vaniih'd  ? 
Macb.  Into  the  air  :  and  what  feem'd  corporal 

Melted,  as  breath,  into  the  wind. • 

'Would  they  had  (laid  ! 

Ban.  Were  fuch  things  here,  as  we  do  fpeak  about  ? 
Or  have  we  *  eaten  of  the  infane  root, 
That  takes  the  Reafon  prifoner  ? 

Macb.  Your  children  fnall  be  Kings. 
Ban.  You  (hall  be  King. 

Macb.  And  Tkane  of  Cazvdor  too  ;  went  it  not  fo  ? 
San.  To  th'  fclf  fame  tunc,  and  words ;    who's 
here  ? 

SCENE    V: 

Eater  RofTe  and  Angus. 

Rqf^.  The  King  hath  happily  received,  Macbeth, 
The  news  of  thy  fuccefs  ;  and  when  he  reads 

1  ByS\neVidea:hj—2  The  filher  of  Macbeth.      Mr,  Fcpe. 

z  eaten  of  the  infane  root,]   Mr.  Theobald,  hrs  a  long  and 

learned  note  on  thefc  words  j  and,  after  much  puzzling,  he  at 
Ifrigib  prgvf 9;   from  H(ifcr  JSsdbivs,  that  this  root  was  a  i^grry. 
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3  Thy  perfonal  'venture  in  the  rebels'  fight. 

His  v/onders  and  his  praifes  do  contend, 

V/hich  fnould  be  thine,    or  hi?.     Silenc'd  with  That, 

In  viewing  o'er  the  reft  o'  th'  felf  fame  day, 

He  Hnds  thee  in  the  float  Norn^jey^^'Tzuks^ 

Nothing  afraid  of  what  thy  felf  didft  make. 

Strange  images  of  death.     As  thick  as  hail. 

Game  Poll  on  Poft  ;  and  every  one  did  bear 

Thy  praifes  in  his  Kingdom's  great  defence  : 

And  pour'd  them  down  before  him. 

J /J  or.  We  are  fent, 
To  give  thee,  from  our  royal  Mailer,  thanks; 
Only  to  herald  thee  into  his  fight, 
Not  pay  thee. 

R{fe.  And  for  an  earnefl  of  a  greater  honour, 
He  bad  me,   from  him,    call  thee  T^a?fg  of  Canxdor  : 
In  which  Addition,  hail,  moll  worthy  T/ja»e  / 
For  it  is  thine. 

Ba'!.  What,  can  the  Devil  fpeak  true  ? 
Macb.  The  Thave  of  Ca^jodor  lives  ; 
Why  do  you  drefo  me  in  his  borrow'd  robes  ? 

Ang.  Who  was  the  Ihatie^  lives  yet  ; 
But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life. 
Which  he  defcrves  to  lofe.     Whether  he  was 
Combin'd  v.ith  Nor^jjay,  or  did  line  the  Rebel 
With  hidden  help  and  vantage  ;  or  that  with  both 
He  labour'd  in  his  country's  wreck,  I  know  not  ; 
But  treafons  capital,  confefs'd,  and  prov'd, 
Have  overthrown  him. 

'    Mach.   GUmis,    and  Thafie  of  Caivdoi-  !     ■      [Afjg. 
-Tlie  greateft  is  behind.     Thanks  for  your  pains, 

\Jo  Angus. 
Tio  you  not  hope,  your  children  Ihall  be  Kings  ? 

\Jo  BanquOi 
When  thofe,    that  gave  the  Ihane  of  Ca^.vdor  to  m.e, 
Promis'd  no  lefs  to  them  ? 

Ban.  That,  trufted  home, 
*  Might  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  Crown, 

3  '^y  p">fi^-^^  *vc>:ture  — ]  /.  e.  adventure. 

4  Might  ye:  enkindle  jiw—]  EnhhiMe,  for  to  'liaiu.'ate  you  tc 

fcikr 

Befidcs 


The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth.     303 

Befides  the  Thane  of  Caivdor.     But  'tis  flraHge  : 
And  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm. 
The  inflruments  of  Darknefs  tell  us  truths ; 
Win  us  with  honeil  trifles,  to  betray  us 
In  deepeft  confequerice.' 

Coufins,  a  word,  I  pray  you.     [Jo  RolTe  and  Angus. 
Macb.  Two  truths  are  told,  \_^jftdt. 

As  happy  prologues  to  the  Uveliing  afl 
Of  the  imperial  theme.     I  thank  you,  gentlemen  — ^ 
5  This  fupernatural  SoUicitir.g 
Cannot  be  ill ;  cannot  be  good. — If  ill. 
Why  hath  it  giv'n  me  earneil:  of  fuccefs. 
Commencing  in  a  truth  r  I'm  Thajie  of  Ca^wdori 
If  good,  ^why  do  I  yield  to  that  fuggeftion^ 
TWhofe  horrid  image  doth  upfix  my  hair. 
And  make  my  feated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs 
Againft  the  ule-  of  nature  ;  ^  prefent  feats 
Are  lefs  than  horrible  imaginings. 
My  thought,  whofe  m'jrther  yet  is  but  fantaftical. 
Shakes  fo  my  fmgle  Hate  of  man,  that  Fun(5tioa 
9  Is  fmotherM  in  furmife  ;  '  and  nothing  is^ 
But  what  is  not. 

5  n?h  fupirnatura!  Stjllicitingj  So/Iiciting,  for  Informatiora. 

6  —  ff^hy  do  I  yield ]  Tieldy  not  for  confent,  but  for  io 

te  fubdued  by. 

7  Whofe  borrid  image  doth  unfix  try  bair,'j  But  horror  dees 
nnt  unfix  the  hair,  but  makes  it  fland  flift"  and  upright.  We  fhould 
3fcad   therefore,   upfix. 

8 ______  prefent  fears 

Are  Icfs  tt'an  hcrrihle  ir/tagir.ir.g^,~^  Mjcbetb,  tihile  he  is 
projecting  the  murder,  which  he  afterwards  puts  in  execution,  is 
thrcvn  into  the  moft  agonizing  affright  at  the  profpeft  of  it  : 
which  foon  recovering  from,  thus  iae  reafons  on  the  nature  cf  his 
^iforder.  But  Imaginings  arc  fo  far  from  being  more  or  lefs  than 
frejtnt  fearz^  that  they  are  the  fame  '.hings  under  difiereBt  words, 
Sbakejpear  certainly   wrote  j 

prefent  feats 

Are  lefs  than  horrible  imagiringsi 
i.e.  when  1  come  to  execute  this  murder,  I /hal!  find  it  much  lefs 
dreac^;iui  than  my  frighted  imagination  new  prefents  it  to  me,     A 
confideration  drawn  from  the  nature  of  the  iinagination. 

9  Is  fmcther''d  in  furmife  jj  Surmife,  for  contemplation. 
I  -    ■  ■  • —  .  .     ■■  —  —  and  nothing  is, 

But  tvbat  is  not.]  i.  e.  I  can  give  no  attention  tO  ajiy  thing 
in^  to  the  r»ture  ptofpctt  cf  the  crowu, 

Ban. 
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Ban.  Look,  how  our  Partner's  wrapt ! 

Macb.  If  Chance  will  have  me  King,  why,  Chance 
may  crown  me,  \,^fide. 

Without  my  ftir. 

Ban.  New  Honours,  come  iipon  him. 
Like  our  ftrange  garments  cleave  not  to  their  mould. 
But  with  the  aid  of  ufe. 

Mach.  Come  what  come  may, 
*  Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  rougheft  day. 

Ban.  Worthy  Macbeth^  we  ftay  upon  your  leifure. 

Macb.  Give  me  your  favour :  my    dull  brain  was 
wrought 
With  things  forgot.     Kind  gentlemen,  your,pains 
Are    regiflred  where  every  day  I  turn 
The  leaf  to  read  them  —  Let  us  tow'rd  the  King  ; 
Think,  upon  what  hath  chanc'd;  and  at  more  time, 

\Jq  Banquo. 
(The  Interim  having  weigh'd  it,)  let  us  fpeak 
Our  free  hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban.  Very  gladly, 

Macb.  Till  then,  enough  :  come,  friends.  {Exeunt* 

SCENE    VL     Changes  to  the  Palace. 

flsurip.     Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Lenox, 
and  attendants. 

King.  T  S,  execution  done  on  Canvdor  yet  ? 

X  Or  not  thofe  in  commiilion  yet  returned  ? 
Ma/.  My  liege, 
They  are  not  yet  come  back.     But  I  have  fpoke 
With  one  that  faw  him  die  ;  who  did  report; 
That  very  frankly  he  confefs'd  his  treafons ; 
Jmplor'd  your  Highncfs'  pardon,  and  fet  fortk 
A  deep  repentance,  nothing  in  his  life 
Became  him  like  the  leaving  it.     He  dy*d. 
As  one,  that  had  been  ftudied  in  his  death, 
"To  throw  away  the  deareil  thing  he  ow'd. 
As  'twere  a  carelefs  trifle. 

a  Tr»J<r  and  the  hour ]     Time  is  painted  with  an  hour-jlafe 

in  his  hand.     This  cccafioned  the  exprefflon. 


The  Tragedy  op  Macbeth.     305 

Kiftz-  There's  no  art,  ^ 

1  To  find  the  mind's  conftrudion  m  the  face  : 
He  was  a  gentleman,,  on  whom  1  built 
An  abfolute  truil. 

.  Enter  Macbeth,  Banquo,  Roffe,  fi»i  Angui. 

O  worthieft  Coufm ! 
The  fm  of  my  ingratitude  e'en  now 
Was  heavy  on  me.  Thou'rt  fo  far  before. 
That  fwiftefl  wing  of  recompence  is  flow. 
To  overtake  thee.     'Would,  thou'dft  lefs  aeferv  d. 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 
Might  have  been  mine!-  only  I've  left  to  fay. 
More  is  thy  due,  than  more  than  all  can  pay. 
Mach.  The  fervice  and  the  loyalty  I  owe, 
In  doing  it,  pays  itfelf.    Your  Highnefs'  part 
Is  to  receive  our  duties ;  and  our  duties 
Are  to  your  Throne,  and  State,  children  and  fervants^j 
Which  do  but  what   they  fhould,  *  by  doing  every 

■  thing. 
Fief 'd  tow'rd  your  life  and  honour. 

King.  Welcome  hither  : 
I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing.    Noble  Banquo, 
Thou  haft  no  lefs  deferv'd,  and  muft  be  known 
No  lefs  to  have  done  fo :  let  me  enfold -thee. 
And  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

Ban.  There  if  I  grow, 
The  harveft  is  your  own. 
King.  My  plenteous  joys, 

5  ro/«i/.&e»«mi^iConftruaion ]  The  "letaphor  »  ta- 

ken  from  the  conftruaion  of  a  fcheme  in  any  of  the  arts  ot  pre 
didion. 

» —  by  doing  every  thing 

Safe  toio'rd your  lovz  ard  honour.]  ThU  nonfenfe,  ma<Je 
worfe  by  ill  pointing,  fhould  be  read  thus, 

, i>y   doing  every  tbiiig, 

Fief'd  tow' rd  your  life  and  honour. 
I.  e  their  duties  being  fief'd,  or  engaged  to  the  Jupport  of-y  a« 
feudal  Tenants  to  their  Lord.  And  it  was  an  srtful  preparation  to 
argravate  the  following  murder  to  make  the  fpeaker  here  contcis. 
that  he  was  engaged  the  proteaor  of  the  King's  bfe,  as  bound  by 
bisr.««rrtoprercrveit.  ^^^^^^^ 
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Wanton  in  fulnefs,  feek  to  hide  themfelves 
In  drops  of  forrow.     Sons,  kinfmen.  na»es. 
And  you  whofe  Places  are  the  neareft,  know. 
We  will  eUab^ifn  our  eilare  upon 
Oureld-eft  Malcolm,  whom  we  name  hereafter 
The  Prince  q^ Cumberland :  which  honour  muft. 
Not  unaccompanied,  in  veil  him  only  j 
But  figns  of  Noblenefs,  like  ftars,  ihall  fhine 

On  all  defervers Hence.to  Iri'vernefsy 

And  biiid  us  further  to  you. 

Macb.  The  Reft  is  Labour,  which  is  not  us'd  fqf 
you  ; 
ril  be  my  felf  the  harbinger,  and  make  joyful 
T\it  Hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach  ,• 
So  humbly  take  my  leave. 

Kinr,  My  .worthy   Caivdor  ! 
Macb.  The  Prince  of  Cumberland  f  —  that  is  a  ftep, 
On  which  I  muft  fall  down,  cr  eHe  o'er- leap,     {Afide, 
For  m  my  way  it  lyes.     Stars,  hide  your  fires  ! 
^Letnot  Night  fee  my  black  and  deep  defires ; 
The  Eye  wink  at  the  hand  \  yet  let  that  be. 
Which  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  fee,     [ExU: 
King.  True,  worthy  Banquo -,  he  is  full  fo  valiant : 
And  in  his  commendations  I  am  fed  ; 
It  is  a  banquet  to  me.     Let  us  after  him, 
Whofe  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome  : 
It  IS  a  peerlefs  Kinfman.  [F/ounJb.    Exeunt. 

4  Let  not  xiQUT  fee  my  Had  and  deep  defirez  ;  l  As  the  Poets 
make  the  ftars  theJamps  oi  Nigbt,  and  therr  fires  for  her  ufe,  and 
not  their  own,  I  take  it  for  granted  that  Shakefpear  wrot«. 

Let  not  NIGHT  fee,  Sec, 
which  mends  both  the  expreffion  and  fenfe.  For  light  cannot  well 
be  tijade  a  perfon  ;  but  rigbt  may  :  znd  the  verb/ff  relates  to  per- 
lonality.  The  fenfe  is  finer,  as  it  implies,  in  this  reading,  an  un- 
wih.ngnefs  to  truft  even  Night  with  his  defign,  tho'  /he  be  the  com- 
rnon  Baud  .(as  our  author  fome-where  calls  her)  to  fuch  kind  of 
fccrets.  ^ 

Noaem  pcccatlj,  ^fraudihs  cbjice  r.uhmi 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 

Changes  tff  an  Apartment  in  MacbethV  Cf^fJe,  tit 
Invernefs. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth  alone ,  nvifb  a  letter, 

Lady-T^  H  ^  r  OT^/  me  in  the  day  of  fuccefs ;  W 
J^  ^1  have  learn'' d  by  the  perfeSled  report,  they 
han)e  more  in  them  than  mortal  hioixledge.  When  1 
burnt  in  defire  to  quejiion  them  further,  they  made  them- 
fehes  air,  into  tvhich  they  'vanifid.  While  J  Jiood  rapt 
in  the  nf^onder  of  it,  came  MiJ;ves  from  the  King,  nvho 
cll-haiNme,  Thane  a/ Cawdor;  by  ^hich  title,  before^ 
thefe  ivey^ardjijiers  faluted  me,  a^d  referrd  me  to  the 
coming  on  of  time,  ^ith  hail.  King  that  ihaltbe  I  fhrs 
have  1  thought  good  t^.deli'ver  thee  (my  deareji  Partner 
•fGreatnefs)  that  thou  mighty  not  lofe  the  dues  of  re- 
joicing,  by  being  ignorant  of  nvkat  Greatnefi  is  promised 
thee.     Lay  it  to  thy  heart,    and  JarevjeL 

Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor and  fhalt  be 

What  thou  art  promised.    **  Yet  do  I  fear  thy  na- 
ture ; 
«»  It  is  too  full  o'  th'  milk  of  human  kindnefs, 
"  To  catch  the  neareft  way.     Thou  wouldft  be  great  5 
•*  Art  not  without  ambition  ;  but  without 
"  The  illnefs  fhould  attend  it.     What  thou  wouldft 

highly. 
That  wouldit  thou  holily ;   wouldft  not  play  falie. 
And  yet  wouldft  wrongly  win.     Thou'dft  have,  great 

Glamisy 
That  which  cries,  thus  thou  muji  do,  if  thou  have  it ; 

5  Iha-ve  Jearn\i  by  the  yy.v^rxcT^%T  report.]  We  do  not  find 
who  it  was  that  could  give  him  fo  foil  affurance  that  thefe  women 
b3d  in  them  mnre  than  mortal  knowh-dge.  A  very  ilight  chanes 
will  ret  all  right.     I  arn  perfuaded  we  fhould  read, 

the  PERFECTED  report,  fcpert  for  prediaion. 

».  e.  the  predicTion  fulfilled.  For  he  had  mentioned  before,  in  the 
letter,  what  this  report  ivas,  as  ?ppears  from  the  words,  fVben  I 
burnt  in  defire  to  quejiion  them  further. 

And 
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^nd  Thai  nxjhich  rather  thou  dojl  fear  to  do. 
Than  rwijhejl  Jhould  he  undone.     Hie  thee  hither. 
That  I  may  pour  my  fpirits  in  thine  ear. 
And  chaftife  with  the  valour  of  illy  tongue 
All  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  Round, 
f^Which  fate,  and  metaphyfick  aid,  doth  feem 
To  have  crown'd  thee  withal, 

Enter  Meffenger. 
What  is  your  tidings  ? 

Mef.  The  King  comes  here  to  night. 
Lady.  Thou'rt  mad  to  fay  it. 
Is  not  thy  mailer  with  him  ?  who,  wer't  {o. 
Would  have  informed  for  preparation. 

Mef  So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true  :  our  Thane  is  coming. 
One  of  my  fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him ; 
Who,  almoft  dead  for  breath,  had  fcarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  meffage. 

Lady.  Give  him  tending ; 
He  brings  great  news.     *  7  The  raven  himfelf's  not 
^oarfe,  .  ^Exit  Mef 

^  «., . ,  .  '  That 

6  Which  fate,  and  metaphyfick  aid,  doth  Jeem 

To  have  thee  crown'd  tuitbal]  Metaphyfick  for  fupcrnatural. 
But  doth  feem  to  have  thee  croivri'divitbal,  is  not  fenfe.  To  make 
it  fo,  it  fliould  be  fupplied  thus,  doth  fiem  defirous  to  have.  But  no 
poetick  Jicence  would  excufe  this*  An  eafy  alteration  will  reftore* 
the  poet's  true  reading, 

■ doth  feem 

To  have  croivn^d  thee  ivithal, 

*.  e.  they  ffem  already  to  have  crown'd  thee,    anJ  yet  thy  difpofi^^ 
Hon  at  prefer) t  hinders  it  from  taking  effcdt. 

7  T^e  raven  himfelf  is  hoarfe,  &c.]    What  fenfe  can  bc 

inade  out  cf  this  I^o  not  find.  Had  the  expreflion  been,  The  raven 
*is  boarfe^  -with  croaking,  h  might  have  fignified  her  confidence  that 
Duncan's  entrance  would  bejatal  ;  and  her  impatience  to  put  th* 
decrees  of  fate  in  execution;  fentiments  agreeable  enough  to  her 
fituation  and  temper.  But  h^d  Sbakefpear  meant  this,  he  would 
have  exprefl'ed  his  meaning  properly,  as  he  knew  fo  well  how  to  do 
it.  I  fuppofe,  therefore,  the  text'to  bc  corrupt,  and  that  vfc  HiouW 
read, 

The  raven  himfeJfs   kot  hoarfe. 
The  meffenger  tells  her  of  one  who  has  jaft  brought  the  agreeable 
news  of  Duncan's  coming.     Give  him  tending  (fays  ftie)   he  brings 
great  neivs,  I  e.  treat  him  a«  the  bringer  of  good  newi  deferves. 
This  k  fo  very  acceptable,    that  it  wouW  render  the  moft  Aockmg 
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'  That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance,  of  Duncan 

*  Under  my  battlements.     Come,  all  you  Spirits 

'  That  tend  on  ^  mortal  thoughts,  unfex  me  here ; 

*  And  fill  me,  from  the  crown  to  th'  toe,  top-full    • 

*  Of  direft  cruelty  ;  make  thick. -rny  blood, 

*  Stop  up  th' accefs  and  paffage  to  Remorfe, 
'  That  no  compundlious  vifitings  of  nature 

*  Shake  my  fell  purpofe,  9  nor  keep  peace  between 

*  ThVeffeft,  and  it.     Ccme  to  my  woman's  breaft-^, 

*  And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murth'ring  minifters ! 

*  Where-ever  in  your  fightlefs  fubilances 

*  ^  You^  wait  on  nature's  mifchief. — Come,  thick  night! 

*  -  And  pall  thee  in  the  dunneft  fmoak  of  hell, 

*  That  my  keen  knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes  ; 

*  Nor  heav'n  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark, 

*  To  cry,  liold,  hold  I  — , 

Entfr  Macbeth. 
Great  Glamis  !  worthy  Canvdor  !         [^Embracing  hitni 
Greater'thari  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter  1 
Thy  letters  have  tranfported  mc  beyond 
3  This  ign'rant  prefent  time,  and  I  feel  now 
Tlie  future  in  the  inftant. 

Macb.  Dearefl:  love, 
Duncan  comes  here  to  night. 

voice  harmonious,  the  moft  frightful  bearer  agreeable.  A  thought 
exprefled  in  the  moft  lublime  imagery  conceivable  j  and  beft  adapt- 
ed to  the  confidence  of  her  views.  For  as  the  raven  was  thought  a 
l)ird  of  omen,  it  was  the  propereft  to  inftance  in,  both  as  that  ima- 
gination made  its  hoarfe  voice  ftil!  naturally  more  odicus,  and  as 
that  was  a  notice  of  the  defigns  of  fate  which  Ihe  could  confide  iru 
But  this  effeft  of  the  difpofitions  of  the  mind  upon  the  organs  of  fenfe 
our  poet  delighted  to  defcribe.  Thu??,  in  a  contrary  cafe,  where  thf 
chaunting  of  the  lark  in  Romeo  and  Juliet  brings  ill  news,  he  makw 
the  pcifon  concerned  in  it  fay, 

'"Tit  fa  id  the  hrk  and  loathed  toad  cbang'd  eyes  : 
Oh  now  I  ivot  they  have  chang'd  voices  too. 

8  mortal  tbougbfi, ■ — ]   i.  e.  deadly. 

9  nor  keep  peace  betivfen']  fCeeppeace,  for  go  between  fimply« 

The  allufion  is  to  officers  of  juftice  who  keep  peace  between  riotcfs 
hy  going  between  them. 

I  Tou  -wait  on  nature'^  miJcbief,-~.~^Naturey  for  human. 

1  jind  pall  thee ]  i.  e.  wrap  thy  felf  in  a  pall. 

3  *Tbii  ign'rant  prefent  time^^i.^^'X   Ignorant,  for  bafe,  poor, 
ignobici 
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Ladp  And  when  goes  hence  ? 

Macb.  To  morrow,  as  he  purpofes. 

Lady.  Oh,  never 

Shall  Sun  that  morrow  fee  ! 

Your  face,  my  Thane,  is  as  a  book,  where  men 
+  May  read  ftrange  xiiatters.     To  beguile  the  time. 
Look  like  the  time  ;    bear  welcome  in  your  eye, 
Your  hand,  .your  tongue ;  look  like  the  innocent  flower, 
But  be  the  ierpent  ander't.     He,  that's  coming, 
Muft  be  provided  for  ,  and  you  {hall  put 
This  night's  great  bufmefs  into  my  difpatcb. 
Which  (hall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Q^SQ  folely  fovereign  fway  and  mafterdom. 

Much.  We  will  fpeak  further. 

Lady.  Only  look  up  clear  i 
To  alter  favour,  ever,  is  to  fear. 
Leave  all  the  reft  to  me.  \Exeunt» 

SCENE    VIII.     BeforelAz.zhtK\CsCaftle-Gate. 

Hautboys  and  Torches.  Enter  King^  Malcolm,  Donal- 
bain,  Banquo,  Lenox,  Macduff,  Rofle,  Angus,  and 
Attendants. 

King.^^'T^lilS  Caftle  hath  a  pleafant  feat  j  ihs 

X  air 

Nimbly  and  fwcetly  recommends  itfelf 
f  Unto  our  general  fenfe. 

Ban; 

4  May  rtad  ftrange  Matters,--.--.-^  Strangt,  for  dangerous. 

5  Tbii  cajile  batb  a  fleafant  feat  j ]  Seat  is  the  fame  word 

d«  Site. 

6  Unto  our  centlx  senses.]  How  odd  a  charadler  is  this  of 
tht  air  that  it  could  recommend  itfelf  to  all  the  fenfes,  not  excepting 
she  fight  and  hearii^  ?  Without  doubt,  we  fljould  read, 

Unte  cur  general  sENsfc, 
.meaning  the  touch  ot  feeling  s  which  not  being  confined  to- one  part, 
like  the  reft  of  the  fenfes,  but  extended  over  the  whole  body,  the 
jwet,  by  a  fineperiphrafis,  calls  the^tf^f^^iZ/^ff/e.  There/oreby  tht 
Mtr^s  recommending  itfelf  nimbly  and  fweetly,  muft  be  funderftood 
that  it  was  clear  and  foft,  which  properties  recreated  the  fibres,  and 
aflifted  their  vibration.  And  furely  it  was  a  good  circumftancs  in 
tib6atfof$c«r/affi/>  (bat  it  was  foft  and  yyarm ;  and  this  clj-cujsaance 

he 
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Ban.  This  guell  of  (iimmer. 
The  temple-haunting  martlet,  does  approve 
By  his  lovM  Manf.onry  .that  heaven's  breath 
Smells  wocingly  here,     I'sO  jutting  frieze, 
Buttrice.  nor  coigre  of  vantage,   bat  this  bird 
Hath  made  his  pendai.t  bed,  and  procreant  cradle  : 
Where  they  moll  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  obferv'd, 
TJie  air  is  delicate. 

Enter  Lady. 

King.  See,  fee  !  ocr  honour'd  MoHefs  I 
fThe  love  that  follows  us,  fometimes  is  our  trouble. 
Which  ilill  we  thank  as  love      Herein  I  teach  you, 
7  How  you  fhould  bid  god-yeM  us  for  your  pains. 
And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady.  All  our  fervice 
(In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  double,) 
Were  poor  and  fmgle  bufinefs  to  contend, 
Againft  thofe  honours  deep  and  broad,  whercwitH 
Your  Majelly  loads  our  Houfe.     For  thofe  of  old. 
And  the  late  dignities  heap'd  up  to  them, 
^  We  reft  your  Hermits. 

King.  Where's  the  T^hane  of  Canvdor  ? 
We  courfl  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpofc 
To  be  his  purveyor :  but  he  rides  well, 
And  his  great  love,    ((harp  as  his  fpur,)  hath  liolp 

him 
To's  home  before  us :  fair  and  noble  Hollefs, 
We  are  your  gueft  to  night. 

Lady.  Your  fervants  ever 
Have  theirs,  themfelves,  and  what  is  theirs  in  compt. 
To  make  their  audit  at  your  Highnefs'  pleafure, 
Still  to  return  your  own. 

King,  Give  me  your  hand; 

ht  would  recommend,  as  appaars  from  the  following  wordB, 
'^bis  guefi  of  Summery 
The  temple  bauviing  mart  lit 
General  has  been  corrupted  to  gentU  once  again  in  thij  vejy  p?^ 
See  Note,  A€t  3.  Scene  5. 

7  Hsnu you  Jhiuld  bid  god-ye!d  us ]  To  bid  any  one  god'yeJi 

Urn,  i.  e.  god-yieldbim,  was  the  fame  as  God  reward  him, 
S  Wt  rtji your  Htimiz.l  JJsrmits,  for  Bcadfmen* 

Condu^ 
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Condudl  me  to  mine  Hoft,  we  love  him  highly ; 

And  (hall  continue  our  graces  towards  him. 

By  your  leave,    Hoilefs.  J^Exettnt, 

SCENE    IX. 
Changes  to  an  Apartment  in  Macbeth's  CaJiU, 

Hautboys^    Torches.     Enter  di'vers  fernjant^  nuith  dijhet 
and  fer'vice  over  the  Ji age.     ^hen  Macbeth, 

Mach.  T  F  it  were  donct  when  'tis  done^    then  'twere 

1         well 
It  were  done  quickly  :    if  th'  aflaflination 
Could  trammel  up  the  confequence,  and  catch 
With  its  furceafe,  fuccefs ;  that  but  this  blow 
9  Might  be  the  Be-all  and  the  End-all— i/^r^, 
'  But  here^  upon  this  Bank  and  Shelve  of  time. 
We'd  jump  the  life  to  come. — But,  in  thefe  cafes, 
"  We  ftill  have  judgment  here,   that  we  but  teach  . 
**  Bloody  inftrudions ;  which,  being  taught,  return 
*'  To  plague  th'  inventor.     Even-handed  juftice 
**  Returns  th'  Ingredients  of  our  poifon'd  chalice 
**  To  our  own  lips.     He's  here  in  double  truft  : 
*^  Firft,  as  I  am  his  kinfman  and  his  fubje(5l, 
"  Strong  both  againft  the  deed  :  Then,  as  his  Hoft, 
*'  Who  fhould  againll  his  murth'rer  Ihut  the  door,  • 
**  Not  bear  the  knife  my  felf.     Befides,  this  Duncan 
•'  *  Hath  borne  his  faculties  fo  meek,  hath  been 
**  So  clear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
**  Will  plead,  like  angels,  trumpet-tongu'd  againft 
^  The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking  ofFi 


^  Might  be  the  lie- ally    Sec- 


Til  plague  tb''  inventory  &c.]  The  firrt:  of  thefe  lines  (which 
fn  the  old  edition  is  totally  different  from  all  the  others)  and  the 
iattcr  (which  is  quite  omitted  in  all  the  others)  entirely  reftorc  thii 
very  obfcure  pafljge  to  fenfe,  as  will  appear  upon  comparifon. 

Mr.  Pope, 
1  Buthttt,  upon  this  Bank  and  SCHOOL  of  time,']   We  fliouW 
reai, 

'       '        SHILVE  of  time, 

z  Hatb  borne  bis  facultici  ft  9t*ckf''m>^'\    Fafuldet,  for  cfHce^ 
wercifc  of  power,  &c^ 

«*  And 
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*'  And  Pity,  like  a  naked  new-born  babe, 

**  Striding  the  blaft,  ^  or  heaven's  cherubin  hors'd 

■*'  Upon  the  fightlefs  courfers  of  the  air, 

**  Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  ev'ry  eye  ; 

"  That  tears  {hall  drown  the  wind— I  have  no  fpur 

To  prick  the  fides  of  my  intent,    but  only 

Vaulting  Ambition,  which  o'er-leaps  itfelf. 

And  falls  on  th'other — ; 

SCENE    X. 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

How  now  ?    what  news  ? 

Lady.  He's  almoll  fupp'd  ;    why  have  you  left  the 
chamber  ? 

Mach.  Hath  he  ask'd  for  me? 
^  Lady.  Know  you  not  he  has  ? 

Mach.  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  bufinefs. 
He  harii  honour'd  me  of  late  ;  and  I  have  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  fort  of  people, 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  neweft  glofsj 
Not  call  afide  fo  foon. 

Lady.  Was  the  hope  drunk, 
Wherein  you  dreft  your  felf  ?  hath  it  flept  fince? 
And  wakes  it  now,  to  look  fo  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  fo  freely  ?  from  this  time, 
Such  I  account  thy  love.     Art  thou  afraid 
To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  ai5l  and  valour. 
As  thou  art  in  defire  ?  wouldft  thou  have  That, 
^hich  thou  efteem'ft  the  ornament  of  life. 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  efteem  ? 
Letting  /  dare  not  wait  upon  I  ivould^ 
4-  Like  the  poor  cat  i'  th'  Adage. 

Macb.  Pr'ythee,  peace ; 


•or  heaven' i  cherubin  hors'd 


Upon  the  fight  lefs  couriers  of  the  a/V.]  But  the  clierubin  \k 
the  courier  ;  (o  that  he  can't  be  faid  to  be  bors'd  upon  another 
courier .     We  muft  read,  therefore,  courfers. 

4  Like  the  f^or  cat  V  th*  Adage.]    The  adage  alluded  to  jg, 
^Ibe  cat  ivould  catch  fipt    but  f^e  dare  not  xve:  her  fest, 

VoL.VL  P  I  dare 
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I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man ; 
Who  dares  do  more,  is  none. 

Lady.  What  beaft  was^t  then, 
That  made  you  break  this  enterprize  to  me? 
When  you  durft  do  it,  then  you  were  a  man  ; 
And  (to  be  more  than  what  you  were)  you  would 
Be  fo  much  more  the  man.     Nor  time,  nor  place 
^  Did  then  cohere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both : 
They've  m,ade  themfelves ;  and  that  their  fitnefs  now 
Do's  unmake  you.    J  have  given  fuck,  and  know 
How  tender  'tis  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me  — 
I  would,  v/hile  it  was  fmiling  in  my  face. 
Have  pluckt  my  nipple  from  his  bcnelefs  gums, 
And-dafht  the  brains  out,  bad  I  bxit  fo  fwQrn 
As  you  have  done  to  this. 

Macb.  If  we  (hould  fail,— 

Lady.  We  fail ! 
But.fcrev/  your  courage  to  the  flicking  place, 
And  we'll  not  fail.     When  Duncan  is  afleep, 
fWhereto  the  rather  fiiall  his  day's  hard  journey 
Soundly. invite  him)  his  two  chamberlains 
Will  I  6  Yvith  wine  and  wafiel  fo  convince. 
That  memory  (the  warder  of  the  brain) 
Shall  be  a  fume  ;  and  the  receipt  of  reafoa 
A  limbeck  x^nly  ;  when  in  fvvinifli  fleep 
Their  drenched  natures  lie  as  in  a  death, 
W'hat  cannot  you.  and  I  perform  upon 
1'h'  unguarded  Duncan  ?  what  not  put  upon 
His  Tpun^y  officers,  who  fhall  bear  the  guilt 
Of  our  great  quell  ? 

Mach.  Bring  forth  men-children  only  ! 
For  tliy  undaunted  metal  Ihould  compofe 
Nothing  but  males.   Will  it  not  be  receiv'd, 
V/hen  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  thofe  fleepy  two 
Of  his  own  cliamber,  and  us'd  their  very  daggers, 
'J "hat  they  have  don't  ? 

5  Hid  then  cohere, -•  ■-]  Cclere,  for  fuit,  fit. 

6  tvirb  ivins  and  ivaffel  J3  convince, }     Cc»fh:ce,  for  in- 

toxica fe.     B.ecaufe  c'vcrami  ha*  the  fenfe  both  of  to  ar.vince  and 
ifitixkate^  hs  ufcs  cafrJina  to  iignify  intoxicate. 

Lad)\ 
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tad\\  Who  dares  receive  it  other. 
As  we  fhall  make  our  griefs  and  clamour  roar. 
Upon  his  death  ? 

Macb.  I'm  fettled  and  bei\d  up 
Each  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  Feat. 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  faireft  fhow : 
f  alfe  face  mufl  hide  -what  the  falfe  heart  doth  knbw.. 


ACT     11.     SCENE    I. 

JHallin  Macbeth'.-  Cajlle.    • 

Enter  Banquo,  and.  Fleance  tivtth  a  torch  he/ore  hiin, 

Fan.  T  T  Q  W"  goes  the  night,  boy  ? 

J~X  ^^^-  l^^e  moon  is  down  :  I  have  not  heard 
the  clock. 
"Blin.  And  fhe  goes  down  at  twelve. 
Fie.  I  take't,  'tis  later.  Sir. 

Ban.  Hold,  t?.ke  my  fword.     There's  hufbandr)- iz^ 
heav'n, 
Their  candles  are  all  out — Take  thee  that  too, 
A  heavy  fummons  lies  like  lead  upon  me. 
And  yet  I  would  not  fleep :  Merciful  Pow'rs  f 
Retrain  in  me  the  curfed  thoughts,  that  nature 
Gives  way  to  in  repofe. 

Enter  iMacbeth,  and  a  /errant  nxjitb  a  torch. 

Give  me  my  fword  :  who's  there  ? 

Macb,  A  friend. 

Ban.  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  reft  ?  the  King's  a-beJ, 
He  hath  to-night  been  in  unufual  pleafure. 
And  fetit  great  largefs  to  your  officers ; 
This  diamond  he  greets  your  wife  withal. 
By  the  name  of  moil  kind  Hofleis,  and  ihut  ufc 
In  meafurelefs  content. 

Macb.  Being  unprepar'd. 
Our  will  became  the  fervant  tO  deFedl ; 
'Which  elk  ihould  free  have  wrought, 

P  z  Ban: 
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Ban.  All's  well. 
I  dreamt  laft  night  of  chc  three  weyward  iifters  : 
To  you  they've  fhew'd  feme  truth. 

Macb.  I  think  not  of  them  ;  - 
Yet,  when  we  can  intreat  aii  hour  to  ferve. 
Would  fpend  it  in  fome  words  upon  that  bufinefsi 
Jf  you  would  grant  the  time. 
^  Ban.  At  your  kind  leifure. 

I^Jach.  Mf  you  fhall  cleave  to  my  confent,  when  'tis, 
It  fhall  make  honour  for  you. 

Ban.  So  I  lofe  none 
In  feeking  to  augment  it,  but  ftill  keep 
My  bofom  franchis'd  and  allegiance  clear, 
I  fhall  be  counfell'd, 

Macb.  Good  repofe  the  while  ! 

Ban.   Thanks,  Sir  ;  'the  like  to  you. 

[Exeuni  Banquo  and  Fleance. 

8  C  E  N  £    n. 

Macb.    Go,  bid    thy  miftrefs,  when   my  drink  is 
ready, 
She  llrike  upon  the  bell.  Get  thee  to  bed..  [Exh  Ser^u. 

*  Is  this  a  dagger  which  I  fee  before  me, 

'  The  handle  tow'rd  my  hand  ?    come,  let  jne  dutch 
thee. 

*  I  have  thee  not,  and  yet  I  fee  thee  ftill. 

*  Art  thou  not,  fatal  Vifior,  fenfible 

*  To  feeling  as  to  fight  ?  or  art  thou  but 

*  A  dagger  of  the  rnind,  a  falfe  creation 

'  Proceeding  from  the  heat  opprefTed  brain  ? 

*  I  fee  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable 

«  As  this  which  now  I  draw.  ~ — 

*'  Tiiou  marlharH  me  the  way  that  I  was  going  ,* 

*  And  fach  an  inftrum.ent  I  was  to  ufe.   . 

*  Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'  th'  other  fenfes, 
«  Or  elfe  worth  all  the  reft  —  I  fee  thee  ftill ; 

T  Ifyotijhall  chavc  to  my  confent,  ivh:n  'tis,']  Confent y  for  will. 
"So  th.it  the  fenfe  of  the  line  Is,  If  you  /h.ill  go  into  my  me^fures 
\*4h(:n  I  h^ve  .^-tcrmlicd  of  theiH,  or  when  the  time  comes  that 
I  want  your  aUiftance. 

*  And 
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*  iAnd  on  the  blade  of  th'  dudgeon,  ?  gouts^  of  bloody 
'  Which  was  not  fo  before.— There's  no  fuch  thing. — 
«  It  is  the  bloody  bufinefs,  which  informs 

*  Thus  to  mine  eyes, —  Now  o'er  one  half  the  world, 

*  Nature  feems  dead^  and  wicked  dreams  abufe 

*■  The  curtained  lleep  ;  now  witchcraft  celebrates 

*  Pale  Hecate's  offerings :  and  wither'd  Murther, 
*-  (Alaram'd  by  his  fentinel,   the  wolf, 

*  Whofe  howl's  his  watch)  thus  with  his  ftealthy  pace, 

*  +With  T^r^/^/^'s  ravilhing  flrides,  tow'rds  his  defign 

*  Moves  like  a  gholl. — Thou  found  and  firm-fet  earth, 

*  Hear  not  my  Heps,  which  way   they  walk,  for  fear 

*  Thy  very  ftoiTes  5  prate  of  my  where-about ; 

*  ^And  take  the  prefent  horror  from  the  time, 

*  Which  now  fuks  with  it.— Whilll  I  threat,  he  lives  — 

[J  bell  rings  ^ 
Words  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  gives. 
I  go,  and  it  is  done  j  the  bell  invites  me. 

2  Ar.dcr.  THY  b'.ade  and  dudgeon,  gouts  of  k'vod,]  Certainly 
if  bn  the  blade,  then  rn  the  dudgeon  j  for  dugdcon  fign.fics  a  fmalL 
dagger.     We  fhould.read  therefore 

And  on  T HZ  blade  or  th'  dudgeon,  

,   gou'ts  of  blood,']  Cr  drops,  French.  Mr.  Pope .  ^ 

4  JVith  Tarc^nxns  ra'V!jhirgfr:des,}  The  juflnefs  of  this  fimiJi- 
tude  is  not  very  obvious.  But  a  ftar>za,  in  his  poem  of  Tarquin  and 
Lvcnce,  will  explain  it. 

Now  ftole  upon  the  time,  the  dead  of  night  j 

JVben  heavy  Jleep  had  clcs'd  up  mortal  eyei  j 

No  ccmflrtabli  fiar  did  knd  his  light, 

No  naife  but  iivls  and  wolves  dead- boding  cries  ; 

N'.'iv  ferves  the  feajon  that  they  may  furprije 

'The  ply  lambs .    P ure  thought s are  dead andJiiU, 

Wh-.lft  LUST  and  m  order  wake  toftainand  kill. 

5  prate  of  my  ivhere-abcut  j  ]    /.  e.  Tell  ivhsre  I  am. 

The  Oxfrd  Eoitcr  alters  it  to, 

prate  of  that  ive''re  about'. 

I.e.  Tell  i: hat  we  are  upon.     Dut  tho' a  noife  on   the  paveiTjCnt 
might  do  the  firft,   1  think  it  cculd  fcarce  do  the  latter. 
6   Ai^d  take   the  prefent  horror  from  the  timcy 

Which  new  fuits  ivith  it. — ]  /.  e.  Left  the  noife  from  the 
flones  take  away  from  this  midnight  feafon  that  prefent  horror  which 
fuits  lb  well  with  what  is  going  to  be  ^dled  in  it.  V»  hat  was  tht; 
hoirur  he  means  ?  Silence,  than  which  nothing  can  be  nr.ore  hor- 
rid to  the  perpetrate r  of  an  atrocious  delign.  This  fhows  a  gre.,1 
knowk<^ge  of  human  nature*^ 

P  3  Hear 
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Hear  it  not  Duncan^  for  it  is  a  knell 

That  fummons  thee  to  heaven>  or  to  hell.         [Exit. 

SCENE    III. 
Enter  Lady. 

Lady.   That  which  hath  made  them  drunk,  hath 

made  me  bold : 
What  hath  quench'd  them,,  hath  given  me  fire.  "  Harkl 

peace  ! 
**  It  was  the  owl  that  fhriek'd,  the  fatal  bell -man, 
"  Which  gives  the  flern'Il  good-night he  is  about 

<*  The  doors  are  open;  and  the  furfeited  grooms 

•'  Do  mock  their  charge  w-iih  fnores.     I've  drugg'd 

their  PofTets, 
^*  That  death  and  nature  do-  contend  about  them, 
*'  Whether  they  live  or  die. 

Enter   Macbeth. 

Macb.  Who's  there  ? what  ho  ! 

Lady,  **  Alack  f  I  am  afraid,  they  have  awak'd  ; 
**  And  'tis  not  done  ;  th'attempt,  and  not  the  deed, 

*•  Confounds  us hark  — !  I  laid  their  daggers 

ready, 
•*  He  could  not  mifs  *em. —  7  Had  he  not  refembled 
**  My  father  as  he  flept,  I  had  don't— My  hufband  I 

j!\^lacb.  I've  done  the  deed  —  didft  thou  not  hear  a 
noife  ? 

Lady.  I  heard  the  owl  fcream,  and  the  crickets  cry. 
Pid  not  ycu  Ipeak  ? 

Macb.  When.? 

Ladw  Now. 

Tdacb.  As  I  defcended  > 

Lad)\  Ay. 

y Had  he  not  reftmbkd 

My  fdtkir  asbejjepty  I  had  don  t — ]  This  is  very  artful. 
For,  as  die  Poet  has  drawn  ihe  lady  and  hufband,  it  would  be 
liiought  the  act  fliould  have  been  done  by  her.  It  is  likewife  highly 
JLift  J  for  tho'  ambition  had  fabdued  in  her  all  the  fentiments  of  na- 
ture towzxQS  prejent  oh]t&.%,  yet  the  likenefs  of  one /"jy?,  which  fhe 
had  been  accuftomed  to  regard  vfith  reverence,  made  her  unnatural 
paflions,  for  a  moment,  give  way  to  the  fentiments  of  inftind  and 
huoianitj.' 

Macb, 


The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth.     319 

Mach.  Hark !  —  who  lies  v  th'  fecond  chamber  r 
Laiiy^  Donalhain. 

Mach.  This  is  a  forry  Tight.         [looks  vn  his  hands-, 
lady.  A  foollfh  thought,  to  fny,  a  forry  fight. 
Macb.  "  There's  one  did  laugh  in's  fkcp,  and  on€ 
cry'd,  Murthcr  ! 
"  They  vvak'd  each  other  ;  and  I  flood  and  heard  tliem.j 
"  But  they  did  fay  their  prayers,  and  addrefs  them 
"  Again  to  fleep. 

Ladv.  There  are  two  lodg'd  together. 
Meicb.  **  One  cry'd,    God  bleis  us  \  and,  Amen  ! 
-  the  other  ; 
".  As  they  had  feen  me  with  thefe  hangman's  hands. 
*•  Lidening  their  fear,  i  could  not  fay.  Amen, 
*'  When  they  did  fay,  God  blefs  us. 
Lady.  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply. 
Mach.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce,  Amen  i* 
I  had  moff  need  of  blefling,    and  Amen 
Stuck  .in  -my  throat. 

Lady.  Thefe  deeds  mwft  not  bethought. 
After  thefe  ways ;  fo,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Macb.  '*  Methought,  I  heard  a  voice  cry.  Sleep  no 
more  ! 
**  Macbeth  doth  murther  Sleep  ;  the  innocent  Sleepy 
**  Sleep  that  knits  up  the  ravell'd  fleeve  of  care, 
**  ^  The  birth  of  each  day's  life,  fore  labour's  bath, 
**  Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature's  fe.cond  CourfCj 

**  Chief  nourillier  in- life's  feaft. 

Lady.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Macb.  "  Still  it  cry'd,  ficcp  no  more,  to  all  thb 

houfe  ; 
8  Tie  DEATH  offachdays  life,  f-.i-6  kilo ur^s  lath,  &c.]  To 
this  encommm  upon  (l^ep,  amgngft  the  msny  appellations,  which 
arc  given  it,  figniHc.mt  of  its  beneficence  and  fricndiiners  to  life,  \sra 
find  one  which'ccnveys  a  diflerent  idea,  snd  by  no  mcBns  ajrees  with 
the  reft,  which'  if, 

The  De.ith  ifeazhiiaft  life,  — ^— 
I  make  no  queAion  but  hhAifp;ar  wrcte, 

'^fbe  birth  of  each  dayi  life, > 

The  true  charaaerirtic  of  deep,  which  repairs  the  decays  of  lak^jr* 
and  aiTifts  that  returning  vigoiir  which  fupplies  the  next  day's  aftt- 
vity.  The  Player-Ecitors  feem  to  have  corrupted  it  for  the  fake  oi"  a 
1:1  !y  gingle  between  Ife  and  deaths 

^  A.  **  Clamis 
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"  Glamis  hath  murther'd  Skep,  and  therefore  Carvjdor 
"  Shall  fleep  no  more  ;  Macbeth^ihdW  fleep  no  more  !" 
•    Lady.  Who  was  it,  that  thus  cry'd  ?    why,  worthy 

Thune, 
You  do  unbend  your  noble  flrength,  to  thmk 
So  braui  iickly  of  things,  go,  get  feme  water. 
And  wafh  this  filthy  witnefs  from  your  hand. 
"Why  did  you  bring  thefe  daggers  from  the  place  ? 
They  rnuil  lye  there.     Go,  carry  them,  and  fmear 
The  fleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Mach.  I'll  go  no  more  i 
I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  done ; 
Look  on't  again,  I  dare  not ; 

Lady.  "  Infirm  of  purpofe  ! 
"  Give  me  the  daggers ;  the  deeping  and  ^e  dead 
**  Are  but  as  piftures ;  'tis  the  eye  of  childhood, 
"  That  fears  a  painted  devil.     If  he  do  bleed, 
I'll  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal. 
For  it  muft  feem  their  guilt.  {Exit* 

Knacks  njjithin. 

MacK  Whence  is  that  knocking  !  [^Starting, 

-**  How  is*t  with  me,  when  t\cry  noife  appalls  me  ? 
What  hands  are  here  ?   hah  f.they  pluck  out  mine 

eyes. 
Will  all  great  Neptunis  ocean  wafli  this  blood 
Clean  from  my  hand  ?  no,  this  my  hand  will  rather 
Thy  multitudinous  fea  incarnadine, 
Making  the  green  one  red  ■ 

.    Enter  Lady. 
Lady.  "  My  hands  are  of  your  colour ;  but  I  fliame 
'*  To  wear  a  heartrfo  white  j  I  hear  a  knockiRg 

IKnock. 
**  At  the  fouth  entry.     Retire  we  to  our  chamber; 
"  A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed. 
'*  How  eafie  is  it  then  ?  your  conflancy 
""Hath  left  you  unattended  —  hark,  more  knocking  f- 

[Knock. 
"  Get  on  your  night-gown,  h^  occafion  call  us, 
•'  And  fhew  us  to  be  Watchers  j  be  not  loft 
•*  So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 

Macb^ 
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Macb.  9  To  know  my  deed,    'twere  beft  not  know 

my  felf. 

Wake,    Duncan,   with  this  knocking :    Vould,   thou 

couldll !  -  {Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 
Enter  a  Porter, 

[Knocking  ^vithin.]  Port.  Here's  a  knocking,  in- 
deed :  if  a  man  were  porter  of  hell-gate,  he  Ihould 
have  old  turning  the  key.  {Knock.l  Knock,  knock, 
knock.  Who^s  there,  i'th'  name  oi  Bdzebub?  here's 
a  farmer,  that  hang'd  himfelf  on  the  expedation  of 
plenty  :  come  in  time,  have  napkins  enough  about 
you,  here  you'll  fweat  for't.  {Knock']  Knock,  knock. 
Who's  there  i'  th'  other  devil's  name  ?  faith,  *  here's 
an  equivocator,  that  could  fwear  in  both  the  fcales 
againft  either  fcale,  who  committed  treafon  enough  for 
God's  fake,  yet  could  not  equivocate  to  heav'n  :  oh, 
come  in,  equivocator,  [Knock]  Knock,  knock,  knock. 
Whe's  there  ?  faith,  ^  here's  an  Enolijh  taylor  come 
hither  for  ftealing  out  of  a  French  hofe  :  come  in,  tay- 
lor, here  you  m.ay  roail  your  goofe.  [Knock]  Knock, 
knock.     Never  at  quiet !  what  are  you  ?  but  this  place 

9  To  knoiv  my  deedy  Unvere  b^J}  not  knczv  my  felf.]  i.  ^-  ^^"^f^  I 
have  the  thoughts  of  this  deed  it  wefe  beft  r.oi  knew,  or  be  hfi  to, 
my  felf.     This  is  an  anfwer  to  the  lady's  repioof  j 

, be  not  lofi 

So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 
But  the  0:<ford  Editor,  perceiving  neither  the  fenfe,   nor  the  pertl- 
nemy  of  the  anfwer,  alters  it  to, 

To  unknow  my  deed,  Uivere  befi  not  h.oiv  my  felf. 

1  here^i  an  equi'vocator ,^——ivho  committed  treafon  enough  for 
God's  fake y]  Meaning  a  Jefuit  ;  an  order  fo  trouhlefome  to  the  State 
io  Queen  Elizabeth  and  King  James  the  Firft*"s  limes.  The  inven- 
tors of  the  execrable  i.o&.t\t\tQi fquivocation^ 

2  here's  an  Englifh  taylor  come  hither  for  flealing  out  of  a  Fren<ih 
hofe:'\  The  archnefs  of  the  joke  confiP.s  in  this,  that  z  French 
hofe  being  very  (hort  and  ftrait,  a  tayloi  uiuft  be  mafter  of  his  trade 
who  could  fleal  any  thi;:g  from  thenccf 

P  5  is 
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is  too  cold  for  helL     I'll  devil- porter  it  no  further :  I 
had  thought  to  have  let  In  fbmc  of  all  profeffions,  that 
go  the  primrofe  way  to  th'  everlafting  bonfire.  [Knock] 
Anon,  anon,  I  pray  you,  rcsiiember  the  porter, 
Efiter  Macduff,  anJ  Lenox. 

Macd.  Was  it  fo  late,  friend,  ere  yoH  went  to  bed. 
That  you  do  lie  fo  late  ? 

Port.  Faith,  Sir,  we  were  caroufing  'till  the  fecond 
cock : 
And  Drink,  Sir,  is  a  great  provoker  of  three  things. 

Macd.  What  three  things  doth  Drink  efpecially 
provoke  ? 

Port,  Marry,  Sir,  nofe- painting,  fleep,  and  urine. 
Lechery,  Sir,  it  provokes,  and  unprovokes ;  it  pro- 
vokes the  defire,  but  it  takes  away  the  performance. 
Therefore  much  Drink  may  be  faid  to  be  an  equivo- 
cator  with  lechery ;  it  makes  him,  and  it  mars  him  j 
it  fets  him  on,  and  it  takes  him  off;  it  perfwades  him, 
and  difneartens  him  j  makes  him  fland  to,  and  not 
ftand  to  i  in  concluiion,  equivocates  him  into  a  fleep, 
iand,   giving  him  the  lie^  leaves  him. 

Macd.  I  believe.  Drink  gave  thee  the  lie  laft  night. 

Port.  That  it  did,  Sir,. . i' th*  very  throat  c' me  ;  but 
I  requited  him  for  his  lie;  and,  I  think,  being  too 
ilrong  for  him,  though  he  took  up  my  legs  fpme  time, 
yet  I  made  a  faift  to  caft  him. 

Macd.  Is  thy  maimer  ftirring  ? 
Our  knocking  has  awak'd  him  ;  here  he  comes. 

Len.  Good  morrow,  noble  bir. 
Enter  iVIacbcth. 

Mach.  Good  morrow.  Both. 

Macd.  Is  the  King  furring,  worthy  ^hane  ? 

Math.  Not  yet. 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him.;: 
I've  almoll  flipt  the  hour. 

Macb.  V\i  bring  you  to  him.. 

Macd.  1  knov/,  tliis  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you  : 
But  y&t^  'tis  one. 

Macb.  The  labour,  v/e  delig^ht  in,  phyficks  pain ; 
This  is  the  door,. 

Mac^ 
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V.acd.  ril  make  lb  bold  to  call,  3  for  'tis  my  limit- 
ed fervice.  {_Exit  Macduff. 

hen.  Goes  the  King  hence  to-day  ? 

Muib.  He  did  appoint  To. 

hen.  The  night  has  been  unruly  ;  where  we  lay. 
Our  chimneys  were  blown  down  :  And,  as  they  fay, 
Lamentings  heard  i'  th'  air,  ftrange  fcreams  of  death, 
4  And  prophefying  with  accents  terrible 

g  - . ..   for  "tli  my  limited  fervk;.'\  Limited,  for  appointed, 

4  And  prcphefying  -with  accents  terrible 
Of  dire  combuf.ion,  ard  confui'd  events y 
Neiv  batch' d  to  tF  ivceful  tiv:s :']  Here  ire  groans  and 
fcreams  of  death  heard  in  the  air.  Thus  far  a  ftrong  imagination, 
arm'd  with  fdperftition,  might  go.  But  accerti  terrible  of  dtre  com-' 
bufiion,  that  is,  prophejying  of  them,  in  articulate  founds  or  word?., 
is  a  little  too  far.  However,  admit  this,  we  are  further  told,  that 
thefe  prophefies  are  r.eiv  hatch' d  to  th''  ivceful  time  ;  that  is  accommo- 
dated to  the  prefent  conjunClure.  And  this  muft  ncids  have  another 
author  thin  the  air  inflamed  with  meteors.  To  be  fhort,  the  cafe 
was  this  ;  Thefe  fie ns  and  no'fes  in  a  troubled  heaven  fet  the  old 
■women  upon  earth  a  prophefying,  and  explaining  thole  imaginary 
omens,  which  brought  back  to  their  fri|;htea'd  imaginations  thefe 
prcdtlions  in  the  mouths  of  the  people,  foretellinj  what  wonlri 
happen  when  fuch  f.gns  appeared.  This  he  finely  calls,  Nt-w  hatch- 
ir.g  them  to  the  looefjl  thne.  Ititimatrng  that  thcv  had  been  of  en 
hatcbedy  or  adapted,  before  to  the  misfortunes  of  former  times, 
Sbakefpfar  was  well  acquainted  with  the  nature  of  popular  fuper- 
ftit.on,  and  has  defcribe.i  it  i'o  preciCly  to  the  point,  in  a  beautiful 
ftanza  of  h'.s  VirMs^nd  Adonis,  that  that  will  be  the  bed  commant- 
on  this-pafTige. 

li'''Ok  koiv  the  world's  poor  people  a'-e  awaz'J 

At  apparitions^   f*^^^   ^"d  prodigies. 

Whereon  nvitb  fearful  eyes  they  long  have  gaz.\l, 

ImFUSING    them    with    TREADrUi    PR  Oi'H  E  S  IES-, 

Here  he  plainly  tells  u=  that  figns  in  the  heavens  give  birth  to  prn- 
phefies  on  the  earth ;  and  tells  us  how  too  :  It  was  by  infafing  fan- 
cies into  the  crazy  imaginations  of  the  people.  His  !ar^u?ge  like- 
wife  is  the  fjme  ;  he  ufes  protbefies,  as  in  the  paflage  in  qufe!tio«, 
to  f\%n\{y  forebodings.  As°this  was  the  cfi:ect  of  foperilition  only, 
we  may  reckon  to  meet  with  it  urantlquj^y  v  of  whicli  the  En^i'-jh 
reader  may  take  the  following  account  from  Muicn,  Hi^ory.  of  Etig- 
lundy  Lib.  2.  Of  thefe  erfuing  troubles  many  fn  eyoingjigv.s  appear"  d^ 
certain  women  in  a  kind  of  e.-.tafy  foreecld  of  calamities  to  come  :  In 
the  council  houfeivsre  heard  by  night  barbarMs  noijes',  in  the  theatrs, 
bidtQui  iiiiilmg -J    in  the  (reek^  be  rid  fights,    &c.     Bv  this  timu-, 

ln)s!-.s 
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Of  dire  coiTibufHon,    and  confus'd  events. 
New  hatched  to  th'  woeful  time  : 
The  obfcure  bird  clamour'd  the  live-long  night. 
Some  fay,  the  earth  was  fev'rous,  and  did  fliake. 

Macb.  'Twas  a  rough  night, 

Len,  My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel 
A  fellow  to  it. 

Enter  MacdufF. 

Macd.  O  horror  !  horror  !  horror  ! 
Nor  tongue,    nor  heart,  cannot  conceive,   nor  name 
thee 

Macb.  and  Leju  What's  the  matter  ? 

Macd.  Confufion  now  hath  made  his  m. after- piece; 
Moft  facrilegious  murther  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  temple,  and  Hole  thence 
The  Life  o'  th'  building. 

Macb.  What  is't  you  fay  ?  the  life  ? 

Lett.  Mean  you  his  Majefty  ? 

Macd.    Approach  the  chamber,    and  deftroy  youf 
fight 

With  a  new  Gorgon. Do  not  bid  me  fpeak  ; 

See,  and  then  fpeak  your  felves :  awake  !  awake  \ 

[Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox >. 

Ring  the  alarum-bell murther  !  and  treafon  ! 

Banquo,  and  Donaibain  !  Malcolm  !  awake  ! 
Shake  off  this  downy  fleep,  death's  counterfeit. 

And  look  on  death  itfelf up,  up,  and^ee 

The  great  Doom's  image Malcolm  !  Banquo  f 

As  from  your  graves  rife  up,  and  walk  like  fprights> 
To  countenance  this  horror.. 

I  make  no  doubt  but  the  reader  is  beforehand  with  me  in  conjefturing 
that  Sbakefpear  wrote. 

Aunts  propbefying,  &c, 
f.  e.  Matrons,    old  women.    So  in  Midfummer-Night''s  Dream  he 
fays,  ^ 

The  xuifeji  aunt  telling  the  faddeft  tale. 
Where,  we  fee,  he  makes  them  ftill  employed  on  difmal  fubjc^s, 
^tted  to  difoidet  the  imagination. 
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SCENE    V. 

Bell  rings.     Enter  Lady  Macbeth, 

Lady,  Whafs  the  bufinefs. 
That  fuch  an  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  fleepers  of  the  houfe  ?   fpeak. 

Macd.  Gentle  lady^ 
'Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  fpeak. 
The  repetition  in  a  woman's  ear 

Would  murther  as  it  fell. O  BanquOy  Banquo  * 

Enter  Banquo. 
Our  royal  mailer's  murther'd. 

Lady.  Woe,  alas! 

5  What,  in  our  houfe  ? • 

Ban.  Too  cruel,  any  where. 
liUcduff,  I  pr'ythee,  contradid  thy  felf. 
And  fay,  it  is  not  fo. 

Enter  Macbeth,    Lenox,   and  Roffe. 
Mach.  Had  I  but  dy'd  an  hour  before  this  chance^ 
I  had  liv'd  a  bleffed  time  :  for,  from  this  inftant, 

6  There's  nothing  ferious  in  mortality  i 

All  is  but  toys ;  Renown,  and  Grace,  is  dead  ;     • 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees 
Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  Malcolm,  «»/ Donalbain- 

Don.  What  is  amifs  ? 

Macb.  You  are,  and  do  not  know't : 

tWbat,   incur  hcufeP ]    This  is  very  fine.   Had  Ihe  b«e» 

Innocent,  nothing  but  the  murder  itfeif,  and  not  any  of  its  aggra- 
vating circumftances,  would  naturally  have  affeded  her.  As  it  was, 
her  bufinefs  was  to  appear  h'ghly  oifcrdered  at  the  news.  There- 
fore, like  one  who  has  her  thoughts  about  her,  fhe  feeks  for  an  ag- 
gravating circumflance,  that  might  be  Aippofed  moft  to  affeft  her 
cerfonally  ;  not  confidering,  that  by  placing  it  there,  fhe  difcovered 
rather  a  concern  for  her  felf  than  for  the  King.  On  the  contrary, 
her  hulbaud  who  had  repented  the  aft,  and  was  now  labouring  under 
the  horrors  of  a  recent  murder,  in  his  exclamation,  gives  all  the 
marks  of  forrow  for  the  faft  itfelf. 

i  Tim" i  nothing  kxioyii  in  moTtality]]   5tf''/c»«  for  valuable. 

The 
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The  fpring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  biood 
Is  ftopt  ;  the  very  foiirce  of  it  is  ftopc. 

Macd.  Your  royal  father's  murther'd. 

Mai,  Oh,  by  whom  ? 

Un.  Thofe  of  his  chamber,  as  it  feem'd,  had  don't; 
Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  badg'd  with  blood. 
So  were  their  daggers,  whicli^  un,wip'd,  we  found 
Upon  their  pillows ;    the\'  ftar'H  and  were  diftrafted  ; 
No  man's  life  was  to  be  trailed  with  them^ 

Macb.  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fury-. 
That  i  did  kill  them.-J_. 

Macd.  Wherefore  did  you  (o  ? 

Macb.  Who  can  be  wife,    amaz'd,    temp'rate  and 
furious, 
7  Loyal  and  neutral  in  a  moment  ?  no  man. 
*'  The  expedition  of  my  violent  love 
**  Out-run  the  paufer,  Reafon.     Here,  lay  Duncalt',. 
"  «  His  filver  fkin  laced  with  his  golden  blood, 
«  And  his  gaOi'd  Stabs  look'd  like  a  breach  in  Nature, 
**  For   Ruin's   v/afteful   entrance,-,    there,    the    mur- 

therers, 
**  Steeg'd  in  the  colours  of  their  trade,    their  daggers 
"  9  Unmanly  reech'd  with  gore  :  who  could  refrain, 
"  That  had  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart 
**  Courage,  to  make's  love  known  ? 

7  Loyal  and  neutral  in  a  moment  f]  Neutral,  for  unconcerned, 
incilferent. 

8  His  filver  fiin  Jaced  with  his  golden  blood,}  The  aliufion  is 
io  ridiculous  on  fuch  an  occafjori,  that  ic  difccvcrs  :he  cJecIaimer  not 
to  be  afteded  in  the  n-.anner  he  would  repreient  himfelf.  'Vht 
whole  fpeech  is  an  unnatural  mixture  cf  f2r-{etch'd  and  coir.mon- 
place  thoughts,  that  ihews  him  to  be  afling  a  part. 

9  Unmannerly  breeck'd  tvub  gore: ]This  nonfcnfi- 

cai  account  of  the  ftate  ia  which  the  daggers  wtie  fcu.id,   muft 
fuicly  be  read  thus, 

Unmanlv  reech'd  ivith  gort :  • 
Reech'd,  foiled  with  a  dark  yellow,  which  is  the  colrur  of  any 
reechy  fubfta.nce,  and  aiuft  be  Co  of  fteel  ftain'd  with  bJood.  He 
ules  the  word  very  often,  as  reechy  hangings,  reechy  mck,  &..  So 
that  the  fenfe  is,  that  they  were  unmanly  fljin'd  with  blocd,  and 
that  circumftaace  is  agdcd,  becawe  often  fucLllains  axe  xnofthono"r- 
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Lady.  Help  me  hence,  ho  \ [Seeming  iojaiiit. 

f4acd.  Look  to  the  lady. 
Mai  Why  do  we  hold  our  tongues, 
That  moll:  may  claim  this  argunitiit  for  ours  ? 

Don,  What  fhould  be  fpoken  here, 
Where  our  Fate,  hid  within  an  augre-hole. 
May  rufh,  and  feize  us  ?  Let's  away,  our  tears 
Are  not  yet  brew'd. 

l/lal  Nor  our  flrong  forrow  on 
The  foot  of  motion.  •     .   . 

Ban.  Look  to  the  lady  ;.  wr  r,  >-.. 

[Lady  Mscbeth  ts  carried  cur. 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  fraikies  hid. 
That  fuffer  in  expofure,  let  us  meet. 
And  queftion  this  moft  bloody  piece  of  work. 
To  know  it  farther.  Fears  and  fcruplcs  fhake  us. 
*  In  the  great  hand  of  God  I  ftand,  and  thence, 
Againfl  the  undivulg'd  pretence  I  fight 
Of  treas'nous  malice, 
Mach.   So  do  L 
All.  So,  all. 

Mach.  Let's  briefly  put  on  manfy  readmefi. 
And  meet  i'  th'  hall  together. 

All.  Well  contented.  {'^-xeunt, 

Mai.  What   will  }'ou  do  ?    let's  not  confort  with 
them : 
To  fnew  an  unfelt  forrow,  is  an  on^ce 
Which  the  falfe  man  does  eaiie.     Til  to  England. 

Don.  To  Ireland,  I ;  our  feparated  fortune 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  fafer  ;  where  we  are, 
There's  dagi^ers  in  men's  fmiles  -,  the  near  in  blood. 
The  nearer  nlocdy.     . 

Mai.  This  murtherous  fhaft  that's  Hiot, 
liath  net  yet  lighted  ;   and  our  fafeft  way 

I  Ik  tie  f  teat  band  of  God  I  ft  and  ^  and  thence  ^ 
Agai:Ji  the  und.-i-nlg'd  pretence  1  fight 
Of  treus'r.cus  malhe.]  Vretence,  for  aft.     The  fenfe  of  tlie 
xvhoVe  is',    My  innocence  places  rce  under  the  protea'on  of  Go^', 
and  uivJsr  ihac  {hjdow,  or,  from  thence,   [declare  my  felf  an  enemy 
to  this,  2S  yet  hidden,    ceed  of  mifthief.     This  was  a  very  natoiul- 
%8ali  tcr  llim  wh*  muA^needs  fufoea  the  true  author.. 

Is 
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Is  to  avoid  the  aim.     Therefore,  to  horfe  ; 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking. 
But  fhift  away ;  there's  warrant  in  that  theft. 
Which  Heals  itfelf  when  there's  no  mercy  left. 

[^ExeunK 
S  C  E  N  E    VI. 
The  Outfide  of  Macbeth'j  Cajlle, 
Enter  Roffe,  w///&  an  old  Man. 

O/^M^w.-T^HREESCORE   and  ten  I  can  re- 

X  member  well. 

Within  the  volume  of  which  time,  I've  {ttn 
Hours  dreadful,    and   things  llrange  i    but  this  fore 

night 
Math  trifled  former  knowings. 

Rojfe.  Ah,  good  father. 
Thou  feeft,  the  heav'ns,  as  troubled  with  man's  a£l, 
*  Threaten  this  bloody  flage  :  by  th'  clock,  'tis  day  ; 
And  yet  dark  night  ftrangles  the  travelling  lamp  : 
Js't  night's  predominance,  or  the  day's  (hame. 
That  darknefs  does  the  face  of  earth  intomb. 
When  living  light  fhould  kifs  it  I 

OldM,  'Tis  unnatural, 
Even  like  the  Deed  that's  done.     '*  On  Tue/day  laft, 
**  A  faulcon,  towring  J  in  her  pride  of  place, 
"  Was  by  a  moufing  owl  havvkt  at,  and  kill'd." 

Roffi.  And  Duncan  z  horfes,    (a  thing  moft  i^range 
and  certain !) 
Beauteous  and  fwift,  the  minions  of  their  Race, 
Turn'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  ftalls,  flung  out. 
Contending  'gainft  obedience,  a§  they  would 
Make  war  with  Man. 

a  Threaten  tbh   bkcdy  ftage  : ]  One  might  he  tempted  to 

think  the  pcet  wrote  jlrage,  daughter.  But  I,  who  know  him 
better,  am  perAiaded  he  Mkdfage  for  aSI.  And  becaufe  ftage  may 
be. figuratively  ufed  for  aci^  a  dramatic  reprefentation  j  therefore  he 
wfes  it  for  aB,  a  deed  done.     Threatens  a  tragedy. 

3  '  in  her  pride  of  place,}    Finely  exprefled,  for  confidence^ 

in  in  quality t 

OldM. 
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Old  M.  'Tis  faid^  they  eat  each  other.        ^ 

Roje.  They  did  fo ;  to  the  amazement  of  mine  eye#. 

That  look'd  upon't. 

Enter  Macduft 

Here  comes  the  good  Macduff. 

How  g0€S  the  world.  Sir,  now  ? 

Macd.  Why,  fee  you  not  ?  ■  ,       , ,     j 

;Jc/^.  Is't  known,    who  did  this  more  than  bloody 

Deed  ?  ,     ,   n  • 

Macd.  Thofe,  that  Macbeth  hath  llain. 
Roffe.  Alas,  the  day  ! 
What  good  could  they  pretend  ? 
Macd.  They  were  fuborn^d ; 
ili«/r^/m,  and  Donalbain,  the  Kmg  s  two  Sons, 
Are  ftol'n  away  and  fled  ;  which  puts  upon  them 
Sufpicion  of  the  Deed. 

Rofe.  'Gainft  nature  ftill ; 7- 

Thriftlefs  ambition  !  that  wilt  ravm  up 

Thine  own  life's  means. Then  'tis  moft  hkc. 

The  Sovereigpty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth  ^ 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam'd,  and  gone  to  ^cons. 
To  be  invefted.  ,    j    i 

Roffe.  Where  is  Duncans  body  ? 
Macd.  Cznkd  to  Co/mes- hi I/y  ^ 

The  facred  llorehoufe  of  his  Predecellors., 
And  guardian  of  their  bones. 
Rofe.  Will  you  to  Scone  ? 
Macd.  No,.Coufm,  I'll  to  Fife. 
Rofe.  Well.  I  will  thither. 
Macd.  Well,  may  you  fee  things  well  done  there, 
(adieu ;)  ,1 

Lett  our  old  robes  fit  eaficr  than  our  new  ! 

RoJJe.  Farewel,  Father.  • .  ,t,  r 

OldM.  God's  benifon  go  with  you,  and  with  tnoie 
That  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  friends  ot  toes. 
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A  C  T    in.       S  C  E  N  E     I 

An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Tanquo. 

THOU  haft  irnovv  ;  King,  C^.^-^,,,  QlamU,  all 
^v        \  ^f,;;^^>'^"3^d  women  prc.mis'd  ;  and,  I  fear 

It  Ihould  not  fiand  in  thy  Pofterity  - 

But  that  myfdfawuld  be  the  root;  and  father 

yt  many  Jvings.     If  there  come  truth  from  them, 

wl     "P°",^^^^>  Madeth,  their  fpeeches  Hiine) 

vv  hy,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  eood. 

May  they  rot  be  my  Oracles  as  weff, 

And  fct  me  up  in  hope  ?  but,  hufli,  no  more.       * 

"Trumpets  found.     Enter  Macbeth  as  King,    Ladj  Mac- 
i^eth,  Lenox,  RoiTe,  Lords  and  Attendants, 

Mach,  Uoies  our  chief  gueil. 

Lady,  U  he  had  been  forgotten, 
It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  Feaft,. 
Ahd  all  things  unbecoming. 

Mr^cS.  To-night  we  hold  a  folemn  fupper.  Sir, 
i^nd  Til  requeft  your  pi-efence. 

Ban.  Lay  your  Highnefs' 
Command  upon  me  ;  to  tiie  which,  my  Duties 
^.re  with  a  moll  indilibluble  tye- 
For  ever  knit. 

Mac^.  Ride  you  this  Afternoon  I 

£an.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

MacL  We  fhculd  have  dk  defit'd 
Your  good  advice  (whicli  Hill  hath  been  both  grave 
And  profperous)  in  this  day's  Council ;  but 
We'll  take  to-niorrov/.     is  it  far  you  ride  ? 

Ban.  As  far,  my  lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
*Twixt  this  and  fupper.     Go  not  jny  hcrfe  the  better, 

1  ('yf:  upon  thee,    Macbeth,    tL-ir  ipeechs  PJmJl    Shine,    for 
prciper,  '  yj  ' 

I  mail 
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I  muft  become  a  borrower  of  the  night 
For  a  dark  hour  or  twain. 

Macb.  Fail  not  our  feaft. 

Ban.  My  lord,  I  will  not. 

Macb.  We  hear,  our  bloody  CoufiRS  are  beitow  a 
In  Eng/amiy.  and  in  Ire/afj^  i  not  confefHng 
Their  cruel  Parricide,  filling  their  hearers 
With  ftrange  invention  ;  but  ofThat  to-roorrow  ; 
When  theresvithal  we  fhaii  have  caufe  of  State, 
Craving  us  jointly.     Hie  to  horfe  :  adieu, 
'I'ill  you  return  at  night.     Goes  F/eance  with  you  ? 

Uan.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  our  time  does  calUpon 

Macb>  I  wilh  your  horfes  fwift,  and  fure  of  foot : 
And  lb  I  do  commend  you  to  their  backs. 
Farewel.  .     .  [5.v// Banquo. 

Let  ev'ry  man  be  mafier  of  his  time 
'Till  feven  at  night;   to  make  fociety 
The  fweeter  welcome,  we  will  keep  our  felf      ^ 
'Till  fupper-time  alone  :  'till  then,  God  be  with  yx)u. 
.  [Exeunt  Ladj  Macbeth,,  ahd  Lerds. 

SCENE    ir. 

M/z«(M7/ Macbeth,  arJ  a  Seir<vant; 
iirrah,  a  word  with  you  ;  attend  thofe  men 
Our  pleafure? 

Ser.  They  are,  my  lord,  without  the  Palace- gate.  _ 

hlacb.  Bring  them  before  us  -^ To  ue  tnus,  is 

nothing;  [ExitSei^.: 

But  to  be  fafely  thus. Our'fears  in  Bajjquo 

Stick  deep  ;  and  in  his  Royalty  of  Nature 
Rei-nsThat,  which  would  be  fearM.     Tis  much  he 

dares. 
And  to  that  dauntlefs  temper  of  his  mind. 
He  hath  a  wifdom  that  doth  guide  his  valour 
To  aift  in  fafety.    There  is  none  but  Ke^ 
Whofe  Being  I  do  fear :  and,  under  him. 
My  Gaiius  is  rebuk'd ;    as,  it  is  {aid, 
Jfrtom's  was  by  C^/ar.     He  chid  the  Sifters, 
When  firft  they  put  the  name  of  King  upon  me. 
And  bade  them  fpeak  to  him  ;  then,  Prophet-like, 
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They  hail'd  him  father  to  a  line  of  Kings. 

Upon  my  head  they  plac'd  a  fruitlefs  Crown, 

And  put  a  barren  Scepter  in  my  gripe. 

Thence  to  be  wrenck'd  with  an  unlineal  hand. 

No  Ton  of  mine  fucceding.     If  'tis  fo, 

*  For  Banquo's  iflue  have  I  '/i'cd  my  mind  : 

For  them,  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murther'd  :: 

Put  rancours  in  the  vefTel  of  my  Peace 

Only  for  them  :  and  mine  eternal  jewel 

Giv'n  to  the  common  enemy  of  man, 

To  make  them  Kings :  the  Seed  of  Banquo  Kings : 

"  J  Rather  than  fo,  come  Fate  into  the  Hit, 

"  And  champion  me  to  th'  utterance  [-—who's  there? 

Enter  Serfvant,  and  ttvo  Murtherers. 
Go  to  the  door,,  and  Hay  there,  *till  we  call 

\,Exit  Servant: 
v^  as  It  not  yefterday  we  fpoke  together  ? 
Mu'r..  It  was,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 
Mach.   Well  then,    now 
You  have  confider'd  of  my  fpeeches  ?  know. 
That  it  was  he,  in  the  times  paft,  which  held  yon 
So  under  fortune;  which,  you  thought,   had  been 
Our  innocent  felf ;  thi,  I  made  good  to  you 
In  our  lait  conf 'rence,  paft  in  probation  with  you  : 
How  you  were  borne  in  hand ;    how  croft ;    the  in- 

,ftruments  j 
Who  wrought  with  them;    and  all  things  elfe  that 

might 
To  half  a  foul,  4  and  t©  a  notion  craz'd, 

3  For  Banquo'i  {JJue  have  I  fil'd  my  mind  ;]  We  ihould  read, 

——-I—, 'filed  m      mind: 

i.  e.   de/i!ed. 

3  Rather  than  fo,  come  Fate  into  the  lift. 

And  champion  me  to  tF  utterance! ]    This  is  expreffrd 

with  great  noblenefs  and  fublimiy.  The  metaphor  is  taken  from 
the  ancient  combat  en  champ  ch%  :  in  which  there  was  a  marfhal, 
who  prefided  over,  and  dire<5ted  aJJ  the  pundiiios  of  the  ceremonial. 
Fate  is  called  upon  to  difchnrge  this  Office,  and  champion  him  to 
th^  utterance  ;  that  is,  to  fight  it  cut  to  the  extre/nity,  which  they 
called  combatre  aoultrance.  "But  he  ufes  the  Scotch  word,  utterance 
from  oultrance,  extremity. 

4  •'^'^and  to  a  ootion  cra»'d,'\  Notion^  for  the  underftanding. 

Say, 
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Say,    thus  did  Banquo. 

I  Mur.  True,  yo'i  made  it  known. 

Much.  I  did  fo  j  and  went  further,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  fecond  meeting.     Do  you  find 
Your  Patience  fo  predominant  in  your  nature, 
That  you  can  let  this  go  ?.are  you  fo  gofpell'd, 
To  pray  for  this  good  man  and  for  his  iffue, 
Whofe  heavy  hand  hath  bowM  you  to  the  Grave, 
And  beggar 'd  yours  for  ever  ? 

1  Mur.  We  are  men,  my  lieg«. 

Mach.  "  Ay,  in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  men, 
**  As  hounds,  and  grey-hounds,  mungrels,  fpaniels,  curs, 
*'  Showghes,  water-rugs,  and  demy-wolves  are  cleped 
♦*  All  by  the  name  of  dogs  ;  the  valued  file 
-**  Diftinguiihes  tlie  fwift,  the  flow,  the  fubtle, 
**  The  houfe-keeper,  the  hunter ;  every  one 
**  According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  Nature 
"  Hath  in  him  clos'd  ;  whereby  he  does  receive 
"  Particular  addition,  from  the  bill 
*'  That  writes  them  all  alike  :  and  fo  of  men. 
•*  Now,  if  you  have  a  ftation  in  the  file, 
"  And  not  in  the  worft  rank  of  manhood,  fay  it; 
And  I  will  put  that  bufmefs  in  your  bofoms, 
Whofe  execution  takes  your  enemy  off; 
Grapples  you  to  the  Jieart  and  love  of  us. 
Who  wear  our  health  but  fickly  in  his  life. 
Which  in  his  death  were  perfeft. 

2  Mur.  I  am  one. 

Whom  the  vile  blows  and  buffets  of  the  world 
Have  fo  incens'd,  ^'  that  I  am  recklefs  what 
I  do  to  fpight  the  world. 

I  Mur.  And  I  another, 
^  So  weary  with  difaftrous  tuggs  with  fortune, 

^  That 

5  that  Jam  recklefs  i<jhat'\  i.  e.  carelefs.  Mr.  Pope. 

6  Soivearyivith  visA$T£V.s,  tvgc'd  ivitb  fortune,]  We  iee 
the  fpeaker  means  to  fay  th;.t  he  is  we^ry  with  fh-uggling  wuh  ad- 
verfe  fortune.  But  this  reading  ex-preffes  but  half  the  idea  ;  vix. 
of  a  man  tugs'd  and  haled  by  fortune  w'^thout  making  reftftance. 
To  give  the  compleat  thought,  we  fliouli  r^ad. 

So  lueary  with  disastrous  tuggs   ^irb  fortune. 
This  is  well  exj.r.fTcd,  and  gives  the  reafon  of  his  being  weary, 
4)ecaufe  fortune  always  hitherto  got  the  better.     And  that  Shakejpear 

koew 
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That  T  would  fet  my  life  on  any  chance. 
To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on't. 

Macb.  Both  of  you 
Know,  Ba7iq'!o  was  your  enemy. 

Mnr.  True,  my  lord. 

Macb.  So  is  he  mine;  and  "  in  fuch  bloody  diftance. 
That  every  minute  of  his  Being  thrufts 
Againll  my  nearTi  of  life  ;  and  though  I  could 
With  bare  fac'd  Power  fweep  him  from  my  fight. 
And  bid  my  Will  avouch  it ;  yet  \  muft  not, 
For  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine, 
Whofe  loves  I  may  not  drop  ;  but  wail  his  Fall. 
Whom  I  my  fdf  llruck  down  :  and  thence  it  is. 
That  I  to  your  afnSance  do  make  love, 
Mafking  the  bufinefs  from  the  common  eye 
For  fandrv  weighty  reafons. 

2  Mu/.  We  fhall,  my  lord. 
Perform  what  you  ccmm.and  us. 

I  ri/j.'r,  I'hougii  our  lives 

Macb.  Ycur  fpivits  fnine  through  you.    In  this  hour, 
at  moit, 
I  v/il!  advife  you  where  to  plant  your  (elves ; 
Acquaint  you  with  ^  the  perfect  fpy  o'  th'  time, 
I'he  m.oment  on't :  (for't  mull  be  done  to  night. 
And  fomething  from  the  Palace  :  always  thought, 
That  I  require  a  Clearnefs:)  and  with  him, 
(To  leave  no  rubs  nor  botches  in  the  Work) 
Fle&nce  his  fon,  that  keeps  him  company, 
(Whofe  ab fence  is  no  lefs  m.aterial  to  me. 
Than  is  his  father's)  muft  embrace  the  fate 
Of  tiiat  dark  hour.     Refolve  your  felves  a-part, 
Y'A  come  to  you  anon. 

Mur.  We  are  refolv'd,  my  lord. 

Macb.  I'll  call  upon  you  ilraight ;  abide  within. 

\Rxeunt  Mur t here rs^ 

knew  how  to  exprefs  this  thought,    we  have  an  inftance  in  T^he 
H^iHter's   Tale. 

Let  m)relf  and  Fortune  tugg  for  the  time  to  come. 
Befides,  to  be  tugfd  ivith  Fortune,  is  fcirce  Enyfij'h. 

7  in  fucb  bhcdy  diftance,]   Dijiance,  for  enmiry. 

S   ..■■..       'the  perfeSi  fpy  o"  tb'' ti»:i:  ,'\  i.e.  the  critical  jun£lure' 

It 
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It  is  concluded  ; Bafjquo,  thy  foul's  flight. 

If  it  find  -hcav'n,  muil  find  k  out  to-night. '        [_Exit, 

S  C  E  N  E  III.      Anoiber  Apartment  hi  the  Palace, 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  and  a  Sewant. 

Lady.  TS  Bavouo  gone  from  Court? 

X     ^eyo.  Ay,  Madam,  but  returns  again  to- 
night. 
Lady.  Say  to  the  King;  I  would  attend  his  leifure 
For.a^ew  words. 

Sernj.  Madam,  I  will.  \Exit^ 

Lady.  Nought's  had,  all's  fpent. 
Where  our  defir?  is  got  without  content : 
'Tis  fafer  to  be  That  which  we  deftroy. 
Than  by  dellruction -dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Macbeth. 
How  now,  my  lord,  why  do  you  keep  alone  ? 
Of  forrielt  fancies  your  companions  making, 
Ufmg  thofe  thoughts,  which Ihould,  indeed,  havedy'd 
V/ith  them  they  tliink  en  ?  things  without  all  remedy 
Should  be  without  regard ;  what's  done,  is  done. 
Much.    *'   We  have  (a)  fcotch'd  the  fnake,    not 

kill'd  it 

*'  She'll  clofe,  and  be  herfelf ;  whilft  our  poor  malice 

**  Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 

**  Eut  let  both  worlds  disjoint,  and  all  things  fuffer, 

"  Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and  fleep 

*'  In  the  afHidlion  of  thefe  terrible  Dreams, 

*'  That.fhake  us  nightly.     Better  be  with  the  Dead, 

*'  (Whom  we,  to  gain  our  Place,  have  fent  to  Peace) 

*'  Than  on  the  torture  of  the  niind  to  lie 

"  *In  redlefs  ecftafie Duncan  is  in  his  Grave  ; 

"  After  life's  fitful  fever,  he  fleeps  well ; 

**  Treafon  has  done  his  worll ;  nor  fteel,  nor  poifon, 

"  f  Malice  domeilic,  foreign  kvy,  nothing 

*'  Can  touch  him  further ! 

*   In  refthji  ecjiajle—']  EcJfiyJe^  for  inadneft, 
'j-  Malice  dotnejiic — J  Malta,  for  confpiracy. 

[{a)  —-^fyicb''d,     Mr.  Ti^ffci-rf^.— r—Vu'g./(fWfi6V.j 

Ladv* 


33^     The  Tragedy  of  Macdeth. 

Lady.  Come  on ; 
.Gentle  my  lord,  fleek  o'er  your  rugged   looks ; 
Be  bright  and  jovial,  'mong  your  guefts  to-nigKt. 

Macb.  So  fhall  I,  Love ;  and  fo,  I  pray,  be  you  \ 
Let  your  remembrance  ftill  apply  to  Bo.nquo. 
9  Prelent  him  Eminence,  both  with  eye  and  tongue : 
Unfafe  the  while,  that  we  muft  lave  our  honours 
In  thefe  fo  flattering  ftreams,  and  make  our  faces 
Vizors  t'  our  hearts,  difguifmg  what  they  are  f 
Lady.  You  muft  leave  thi^. 

Macb.  O,  full  of  fcorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife ! . 
Thou  know 'A,  that  Ban  quo,  and  his  fleanccy  lives. 
Lady.  But  in  them  '  Nature's  copy's  not  eternal. 
Mach,  There's  comfort  yet,  they  ar-e  affailable ; 
Then,  be  thou  jocund.     *'  Ere  the  Bat  hath  flown 
*'  His  cloyflier'd  flight  j  ere  to  black  Hecat\  fummons 
''  ^  The  fliard-born  beetle  with  his  drowfie  hums 
"  Hath  rung  night's  yawning  peal,  there  fliall  be  done 
*'  A  Deed  of  dreadful  note. 
Lady.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Mach.  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  deareft  chuck, 
''Till  thou  applaud  the  Deed  :  "  J  come,  feeling  Night, 
"  Skarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day, 
"  And  with  thy  bloody  and  invifible  hand 
•*  Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  bond, 
"  Which  keeps  me  pale.     4  Light  thickens^  and  the 
Crow 

9  Prefent  him  Eminence^ — ]  i.  e.  do  him  the  higheft  honours. 

I  Nature^  copy'':  net  eternal.]   Eternal,  for  immortal. 

a  T^jff  fnari-  born  beetle ]  /.  e.  The  beetle  hatched  in  clefts 

of  wood.  So  in  Antoiy  and  Cleopatra :  Tbey  art  bis  {hards,  anif 
he  their  Beetle. 

3  comey  pealing  Nigbt^l    Thus  the  common  editions   had 

it  j  btU  the  old  one,  feelings  i.  e.  blinding  j  which  is  right.  It  is  a 
term  in  Falconry. 

4  LIGHT  thickens, ]  Either  the  poet  or  h'w  editors 

were  out  in  their  philofophy  :  for  the  more  light  thickens  or  con- 
denfes,  the  brighter  it  is.     I  fliould  think  the  poet  wrote, 

— —  — — —  NIGHT    thickens, 
Tho'  by  thickens,  in  his  licentious  Englijh,  he  might  mean,  grows 
muddy  j  and  take  his  idea  from  a  clear  tranfparent  liquor's  turning 
thick  by  the  infufion  of  an  inky  fubftance  into  it. 

**  Makes 
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"  Makes  wing  to  th'  rooky  wood  : 
**  Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowze, 
**  Whiles  night's  black  agents  to  their  prey  do  rowze,' 
Thou  marveH'fl  at  my  words ;  but  hold  thee  flill  ; 
Things,  bad  begun,  make  ftrong  themfelves  by  111 :     ^ 
So,  pry 'thee,  go  with  me.  lEx£unt4 

SCENE    IV. 

Changes  to  a  Park  ;  the  Cajlle  at  a  dijiance. 

Enter  three  T^^urtherers* 

I  Mur.  T>  UT  who  did  bid  thee  join  with  us  > 
JO   3  ^-^«''.  Macbeth. 

2  Mur.  He  needs  not  our  Miflruft,   fmce  he  dd:J 

livers 
Our  offices,   and  what  we  have  to  do. 
To  the  direflion  juft. 

1  Mur*  Then  fland  with  U2. 

The  weft  yet  glimmers  with  Tome  ftreaks  of  day  ; 
Now  fpurs  the  lated  traveller  apace. 
To  gain  the  timely  Inn  ;  and  near  approaches 
The  fubjeft  of  our  watch. 

3  Mur.  Hark,    I  hear  horfes. 

[Banquo  n.vithin.']  Give  us  light  there,  ho  f 

2  Mur.  Then  it  Is  he  :  the  reft 
That  are  within  the  note  of  expedation, 
Already  are  i'  th^  Court. 

1  Mur,  His  horfes  go  about. 

3  Mur.  Almoft  a  m.ile :  but  he  does  ufuallyj 
(So  all  men  do,)  from  hence  to  th'  Palace-gate 
Make  it  their  Walk* 

Enter  Banquo  ana  Fleance,  nvith  a  ^orch. 

2  Mur,  A  light,  a  light*. 

3  Mur.  'Tis"he. 

I  Mur.  Stand  to't. 
Ban.  It  will  be  rain  to-night. 
1  Mur.  Let  it  come  down,       tj^ey  ajhit/t  Banqu#. 
Ban.  Oh,  treachery  ! 
Fly,  Iltance,  fly,  fly,  fly, 

Vol.  VI.  Q^  Thoii 
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Thou  may'ft  revenge.     Oh  flave  ! 

[Dies.     Fleance  e/capes. 
3  Mur.  Who  did  ftrike  out  the  light? 

1  Mur.  Was't  not  the  way  ? 

^  Mur.  There's  but  One  down  ;  the  fon 
Is  fled. 

2  Mur,  WeVe  loft  beft  half  of  our  affair. 

I  Mur.  Well,    let's  away,    and  fay   how  much   is 
done.  ^l^Exeunt. 

SCENE    V. 

Changes  to  a  Room  of  State  in  the  Cajlk. 

A  Banquet  prepay'' d.     Enter  Macbeth,    Lady,  Rofle, 
Lenox,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Ilaclf.'XT 0\J  know  your  own  degrees,  fit  down: 
JL     At  firft  and  laft,  the  hearty  welcome. 

Zords.   Thanks  to  your  Majefty. 

Mach.  Our  felf  will  mingle  with  fociety, 
And  play  the  humble  Hoft  : 
Our  Hoftefs  keeps  her  State,    but  in  beft  time 
We  will  require  her  welcome.  [They  Jit » 

Lady.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  Sir,  to  all  our  friends. 
For  my  heart  fpeaks,  they're  welcome. 
Enter  fir Ji  Mart  her  er. 

Mach,  See,  they  encounter  thee  with  their  hearts' 
thanks. 
"Both  fides  are  even  :  here  I'll  fit  i'  th'  midft  j 
Ee  large  in  mirth,  anon  we'll  drink  a  meafure 

The  table  round There's  blood  upon  thy  face. 

\Jo  the  Murthsrer,  afide,  at  the  door, 

Mur,  'Tis  Banquo\  then. 

Macb.  'Tls  better  thee  without,  than  he  within. 
Is  he  difpatch'd  ? 

Mur.  My  lord,  his  throat  is  cut.  That  I  did  for  him* 

Mach.  Thou  art  the  beft  of  cut-throats ;    yet  he's 
good, 
That  did  the  like  for  Fleance  :  if  thou  didft  it. 
Thou  art  the  non-pareil. 

Mur.  Moft  royal  Sir, 
France  is  'icap'd. 
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Macb.  "  Then  comes  my  Fit  again :  I  had  elfe  bee^ 
perfedl ; 
**  Whole  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock ; 
**  As  broad,  and  gen'ral,  as  the  cafing  air  : 
**  But  now  I'm  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confin'd,  bound  in 
**  To  fawcy  Doubts  and  Fears.     But  Banquo's  fafe?— ■ 

Mur.  Ay,  my  good  lord  :  fafe  in  a  ditch  he  bides. 
With  twenty  trenched  galhes  on  his  head  ; 
The  leaft  a  death  to  Nature. 

Macb.  Thanks  for  that ; 
**  There  the  grown  ferpent  lies  :  the  worm,  that's  fled, 
**  Hath  Nature  that  in  time  will  venom  breed, 
**  No  teeth  for  th'  prefent.     Get  thee  gone,  to-morrow 
Well  hear't  our  felves  again.  \_Exit  Murtherer, 

Lady.  My  royal  lord, 
You  do  not  give  the  cheer ;  the  feaft  is  fold, 
That  Is  not  often  vouched,  while  'tis  making, 
'Tis  given  with  welcome.      To  feed,    were  befl  at 

home  ; 
From  thence,  the  fa  wee  to  meat  is  ceremony  j 
Meeting  v.'ere  bare  without  it. 

\Jhe  G^(J/?  o/Banquo  rifeSy  andf.ts  in  Macbeth*s  ^/<7r^4 
Macb.  Sweet  remembrancer  ! 
Now  good  digeiiion  v/ait  on  appetite, 
i^nd  health  on  both  ! 

Len.  May't  pleafe  your  Highnefs  fit  ? 
Macb.  Here  had  we   now  our  Country's  Honour 
roof'd, 

Were  the  grac'd  perfon  of  oar  Banqtio  prefent, 

(Whom  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkindnefs. 
Than  pity  for  mifchance  !) 
Rojfe.  His  abfence,  Sir, 
Lays  blame  upon  his  promife.     Pleas't  your  Highnefs 
To  grace  us  with  your  royal  company  ? 

Macb.  The  table's  full.  [Starting. 

Len^  Here's  a  place  referv'd,  Sir. 
Macb.  Where  ? 
Len.  Here,  my  good  lord. 
What  is't  that  moves  your  Highnefs? 
Macb,  "  Which  of  you  have  done  this  ? 
Lords.  What,  my  good  lord  ? 

0^2  MacL 
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Macb.  "  Thou  canft  not  fay,  I  did  it  :  never  Ihake 
I'  Thy  goary  locks  at  me." 

Roffe*  Gentlemen,  rife ;  his  Highnefs  is  not  well. 
Lady.  Sit,  v/orthy  friends,  my  lord  is  often  thus. 
And  hath  been  from  his  youth.     Pray  you,  keep  feat. 
The  Fit  is  momentary,  on  a  thought 
He  will  again  be  well.     \^  much  you  note  him, 
Vou  Ihall  offend  him,  and  extend  his  paflion  ; 
Teed,  and  regard  him  not.— —Are  you  a  man  ? 

[To  Macbeth  a  fide. 
Mach>  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  That, 
|Which  might   appal  the  Devil. 

Lady.  O    proper   ftuif! 
*'  This  is   the  very  Fainting  of  your  fear  ;     [Ajtde, 
*'  This  is  the  air-drawn  dagger,  which,  you  faid, 
**  Led  you  to  Duncan.     ^  Oh,  thefe  fiaws  and  ilarts 
**  (Impoftors  to  true  fear,)  would  well  become 
■**  A  woman's  flory  at  a  winter's  fire, 
*'  Authorized  by  her  grandam.     Shame  itfelf!— • 
V/hy  do  yea  make  fuch  faces  ?  when  all's  done, 
.You  look  but  on  a  ftool. 

i¥^f^.  Pr'ythee,    fee  there! 
behold!  look!  lo  !  how  fay   you? 

{Pointing  to  the  Ghof^ 
*'  Why,  what  care  I  ?  if  thou  can'Unod,  fpeak  too.— 
If  Charnel-houfe*  and  our  Graves  muft  fend 
Thofe,  that  we  bury,  back ;  our  "Monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites.  [The  Ghoji  I'anijhesi 

Lady.  What?  quite  unmanned  in  folly? 

Mach.  If  I  ftand  here,    I  faw  him. — ^ 

Lady.  Fie,   for  fname  ! 

Micb.   ''  Blood  hath  been  fhed  ere  now,  i'  th'  olden 
time, 
^*  "  Ere  human  Statute  purg'd  the  gen'ral  weal ; 

"  Ay, 

6  .  ..>-in — Cb,  thcje  fiaivs  dnd  ft  arts 

(Irr.poflorz  to  trut  fear,j]  i.  e.  thefs  flavvs  and  ftsrts.as  they 
are  indjcations  of  your  needlel's  feats,  are  the  imitators  cr  impoftrs 
cnly  of  tbcfe  which  ariie  from  a  fear  wall  grounded. 

7  Ere  h'uTKan  Statute purgd  the  g e  N T  l  e  Wf^/ }]  Thtssall  tha 
editions ;  1  have  reformed  the  text,    gsn'rai.  ivtal;  And  it  is  a 

terjr 
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*•  Ay,  and  fince  too,   Murthers  have  been  perform'd 
"  Too  terrible  for  th'  ear  :   the  times  have  been, 
7'hat,  v.'hen  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die.^ 
And  there  an  end  ;  but  now  they  rife  again 
With  twenty  mortal  Murthers  on  their  crowns. 
And  pufli  us  from  our  llcols ;  this  is  moje  ilraiige- 
Than  fuch  a  murther  is. 

Lady.   My  worthy  lord, 
Your  noble  friends  do  lack  yon. 

Mad.   1  do  forget.— 

Do  not  mufe  at  n-e,  my  moil  worthy  friends, 

I  have  a  llrange  Infirmity,  which  is  nothing 

To  thofe  that  knov/  me.   Come,  Love  and  Heath  to  all ! 

Then  I'll  fit  down  :  give  me  fom.e  wine,  fill  full * 

I  drink  XO  th'  general  joy  of  the  v.'holc  table. 
And  to  our  dear  friend  Ba^quo^  whom  we  mifs  j 
Would  he  were  here  !    to  all,    and  him,   wc  thirft, 
s  And  all  to  al!. 

Loi  ds.   Our  Duties,  and  the  Fledge. 

\_-  he  Ghojl  rifes  aga'i7j. 

Mach.  Avaunt,  and  quit  my  fight !   Lee  the  eartk 
hide  thee  ! 
**  Thy  bones  are  marrov.lefs,   thy  blood  is  cold s 
**  Thou  hail:  no  fpeculation  in  thofe  eyes,- 
''  Which  thou  doll  glare  with." 

Lady\.   Think  of  this,   good  Peers, 
But  as  a  thing  cf  cuftcm  ;  'tis  no  other; 
Only  it  fpoils  the  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Macb.   What  man  dare,   I  dare  : 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  RvJJian  bear. 
The  arm'd  rhinoceros,    or  Hyrcanlan  tyger, 
*•  Take  any  fhape  but  That,    and  my  firm  nervcis  • 
*'  Shall  never  tremble  :  Or,  be  alive  again, 
**  And  dare  me  to  the  Defert  with  thy  fword  ; 

very  fine  Peripbrajii  to  fignify,  ere  a'lfil  Societies  ivere  injiituted* 
For  the  early  mur  hers,  recorded  in  Scripture,  are  here  alluded  to  : 
and  Macbeth's  apologizing  for  muitherfrom  the  antiquity  of  the 
example  is  veiy  natural.     The  term  hs  ufes  again  in  Timon, 

that  his  particular  to  forefend 

Smells  from  the  gen'ral-woal. 
8  And  all  to  all.]    i.  e.  all  good  wllhes  to  all  J    fuch  as  he  ha<J 
named  above  Icve^  health  and  joy. 

0.3  V.  '  « 
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*'  9  If  trembling  I  inhibit,  then  proteft  me 

*'  The  baby  of  a  girl.     Hence,  horrible  fhadow  ? 

"  Unreal  mock'ry,  hence  !  Why,  fo, —  being  gone, 

\_The  Ghoji  'vanijhes. 
J  am  a  man  again  :  pray  you  fit  flill.     [^I'he  Lords  rife. 

Lady    You  have  difplac'd  the  mirth,  broke  the  good 
Meeting 
With  moft  admir'd  diforder.     ^  Can't  fuch  things  he,. 
And  overcome  us  like  a  Summer's  doud. 
Without  our  fpecial  wonder  ? 

Much.   *  You  make  me  ftrange 
*'  Ev'n  to  the  difpofition  that  I  owe,  ' 

**  When  now,  I  think  you  can  behold  fuch  fTghts  j 
**  And  keep  the  natural  Ruby  of  your  Cheeks, 
**  Wlien  mine  is  blanched  with  fear." 

i?  <?/?«-.  What  fights,   my  lord  ? 

Lady.  I  pray  you,  fpeak  not;    he  grows  worfe  and 
worfe  ; 
Qiieftion  enrages  him. :  at  once,  good  night. 
Stand  not  upon  the  Order  of  your  Going, 
Bat  go  at   once. 

Len.  Good  night,    and  better  health 
Attend  his  Majeftyf 

Lady.   Good  night,    to  all.  \Exeunt  Lords. 

Macb    !t  will  have  blood,  they  fay;  blood  will  have 
blood  ; 

9   If  trembling  I  \n\nh'X,']    Inhibit,  for  refufe. 

J    Macb.   CAn  Jucb  things  be, 

yini  r,'vercinie  us  like  a  fummer''s  cloud, 

Without  cur  fpecial  -wonder  .?]  Why  not,  if  they  be  only  like 
»  fummer''s  cloud  ?  The  fpeech  is  given  wrong;  it  is  part  of  the 
Lady's  foregoing  fpeech  j  and,  befides  that^  is  a  little  corrupt.  We 
foould  read  it  thus, 

Can't    fuch  things  be, 

And  overcome  us  liki    a  fuwmer''s   chad. 
Without  our   fpecial  luonder  f 
i.  e.  cannot  thefa  vifions,    without  fo  much   wonder   and   amaze- 
rnent,  be  prefented  to  the  ^//^?<r/^^J  imagination  in  the  manner  that 
air-vifions,  in  fummer-clouds,  are  prefented  to  a  ivar.ton  one  :  which 
fometimes  fhew  a  lion,    a  caftle  or  a  promontory  ?     The  thought  is 
fine,  and  In  characler.      O'vercome  is  ufed  for  decei-ve. 
2   Yju  make  me  ji range 

£'?•'«  to  the  difpofition  that  lo'we,'\  Which  in  plain  Englifi  is 
only,  Toti  make  me  juji  mad. 

Stones 
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Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to  fpeak  ; 
3 Augurs,  that  underftood  relations,  have 
By  magpies,  and  by  choughs,  and  rooks  brought  forth 
The  fecret'll  man  of  blood.    •     —  What  is  the  night  ? 

Lady^    Almolt   at    odds  with   morning,    which  i« 
which. 

Mach.  How  fay'fl  thou,  that   Macduff  denies  hi* 
perfon, 
At  our  great  bidding  ? 

Lady.  Did  you  fend  to  him,  Sir  ?" 

Much.  I  heard  it  by  the  way  ;  but  I  will  fend  ; 
There's  not  ^  (a)  Thane  of  them,  bat  in  his  houfe 
I  keep  a  fervant  fee'd.     I  will  to-morrow 
(Betimes  I  will)  unto  the  weyward  fifters  : 
More  fhall  they  fpeak  j  for  now  I'm  bent  to  know. 
By  the  woift  means,  the  woril,  for  mine  own  good. 
All  caufes  Ihall  give  v»ay  ;  I  am  in  blood 
Slept  in  fo  far,'  that,  fnauldl  wade  no  more, . 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o'er  : 
Strange  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand  j 
Which  muft  be  acled,  ere  they  may  be  fcann'd. 

Lady.  You  lack  the  feafon  of  all  Natures,    Sleep. 

Mdcb.  Come,  well  to  fleep ;  my  ftrange  and  felf- 
abufe 
^  Is  the  initiate  fear,    that  wants  l;ard  ufe  : 
We're  yet  but  young  in  Deed.  {Eofeiint. 

3  Augur i,  that  urderjlood  rplations,  —  ]  By  relations  is  m-ant 
the  relation  one  thiug  is  fuppoieJ  to  bear  to  another.  Theanciefit 
fucthfayers  of  ail  denominitions  ptaclifed  their  art  upon  the  prindpic 
ti  Analify.  Which  anaicgits  were  founcicd  in  a  fuperftitious  philo- 
ibphy  arifing  out  of  the  nature  of  ancient  iduiatry  ;  v/hich  wouM 
require  a  volume  to  explain.  If  Shakejpiar  meant  what  I  fuppofe 
he  did  by  relations,  this  fliews  a  very  profound  knowledge  of  anti- 
quity. Bur,  after  ail,  in  his  licentious  way ,  by  r^/ar/dwi,  he  might 
only  mean  languages,  i.  e.   the  languages  of  birds.  ' 

4  /i  rif-^  initiate  fear,  that  ivants  hd^xi  u^t;  ]  Initiate  fear,  for 
that  fear  which  attends  thofe  who  are  but  newly  initiated  in  ill  ; 
and  haidufe,  for  ufe  that  makes  hardy.  So  that  the  fenfe  is,  my 
extravagant  and  imaginary  vifioas  aiife  only  from  that  fear  whick 
leginners  in  ill  are  afFedled  with,  and  which  ufe  foon  overcomes. 

{(a)  Thane.     Mr.  Theobald. ^YmI^,  $fie.] 

Q4  SCEni 
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SCENE    VI.     Changes  to  the  Heath. 

thunder.     Enter  the  three  Witches^  meeting  Hecate. 

^  ^"'V^^^-IXZHY,  hownow,   Hecat\  you  look  an- 

Hec.  Have  I  not  realbn.  Beldams,  as  you  are? 
Savvey,  and  over-bold  !  how  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffic k  with  Macbeth, 
In  riddles,  5  and  affairs  of  death  ? 
And  I  the  miflrefs  of  your  Charms, 
The  clofe  contriver  of  all  harms, 
Was  never  call'd  to  bear  my  part. 
Or  fiiew  the  glory  of  our  Art  ? 
And,  which  is  worfe,  all  you  have  done 
Hath  been  but  for  a  weyward  fon  ; 
Spightful  and  wrathful,  who,  as  others  do. 
Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 
Bat  make  amends  now  ;  get  ycu  gone. 
And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron 
Meet  me  i'  th'  morning  :  thither  he 
Will  come,  to  know  his  delliny ; 
Your  vefTels  and  your  fpells  provide. 
Your  Charms  and  every  thing  befide. 
I  am  for  th'  Air  :  this  night  I'll  fpend 
Unto  a  difmal»  fatal  end. 
Great  bufinefs  mull  be  wrought  ere  noon : 
Upon  the=  corner  of  the  Moon 
Yrhere  hangs  a  vap'rous  drop,  profou     n 
I'll  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground  ; 
And  that,  diilill'd  by  magick  flights, 
ishall  raife  fuch  artificial  fprights. 
As,  by  the  llrength  of  their  illufion. 
Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  confufion. 
Ke  fhall  fpurn  fate,  fcorn  death,  and  bear 
His  hopes  'bove  vvifdom,  grace,  and  fear: 
And  you  all  know,  Security 

Js  mortals'  chiefefl:  eneiiiy.  \}/hjJick  and  a  Song, 

Kark,  I  am  call'd  ;  my  little  fplrit,  fee. 
Sits  in  the  foggy  cloud,  and  flays  for  me. 

\_Shig  ^within.     Come  attjay,  came  aijuay^  Sec. 

5 iJ»J  affairs  of  death  ?J  Alluding  to  their  office^  as 

eiioIaineQ  in  Note  S,  A€l  i.  Scene  5. 

I  mtck 
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1   fFiech.  Come,   let's  make  hafle,  ihe'II  foon  be 
b^ck  again.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    VII.     Changes  to   a  Chamber. 

Enter  Lenox,  and  another  Lord* 

ten,  TV/T  Y   former  fpeeches    have    but   hit  your 

IVi  thoughts, 

Which  can  interpret  farther  :  only,    I  fay. 
Things  have  been  Itrangely  borne.  The  gracious  "Duncan 
Was  pitied  of  Macbeth  —  marry,  he  was  dead  :  — 
And  the  right- valiant  Banquo  walk'd  too  late. 
Whom,  you  may  fay,  if 't  pleafe  you,  Fkance  kill'd,j 
For  Fleance  fled  :   men  mutt  not  walk  too  late. 
Who  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monftroustoo 
It  was  for  Malcolm^    and  for  Donalhain 
To  kill  their  gracious  father  ?  damned  fad ! 
How  did  it  grieve  Macbeth  ?  did  he  not  flraight 
In  pious  rage  the  two  delinquents  tear. 
That  were  the  flaves  of  drink,  and  thralls  of  fleep? 
Was  not  that  nobly  done  ?  ay,  wifely  too  ; 
For  'twould  have  anger'd  any  heart  alive 
To  hear  the  men  deny't.     So  that,  I  fay,  ^ 
He  has  borne  all  things  well ;  and  I  do  think. 
That  had  he  Duncans  fons  under  his  key, 
(As,  an't  pleafe  heav'n,  he  fhall  not ; )  they  Hiould  find 
What  'twere  to  kill  a  father  :  fo  fhould  hleance. 
Bat  peace  !  for  from  broad  words,  and  'caufe  he  fail'd 
His  prefence  at  the  tyrant's  feall,  I  hear, 
MacduJfVwQs  in  difgrace.     Sir,  can  you  tell 
Where  he  beftows  himfelf  ? 

Lord.  The  fon  of  Duncan, 
From  whom  this  tyrant  holds  the  due  of  Birth, 
Lives  in  the  En^UJh  Court  ;  and  is  receiv'd 
Of  the  moil  pious  Ed^jcard  with  fuch  grace. 
That  the  malevolence  of  fortune  nothing 
Takes  from  his  high  refped  Thither  Macduff 
Is  gone  to  pray  the  King  upon  his  aid 
To  wake  'Northumberland,  and  warlike  Shvard  ; 
That  by  the  help  of  thefe,  (with  Him  above 
To  ratifie  the  work,)  we  may  again 

Q.5  |5^v^ 
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Give  to  our  tables  meat,  fleep  to  our  nights ; 
Free  from  our  fealls  and  banquets  bloody  knives  ; 
Do  faithful  homage,  ^  and  receive  free  honours* 
All  which  we  pine  for  now.     And  this  report 
Hath  fo  exafpVated  their  King,  that  he 
Prepares  for  fome  attempt  of  War. 

Len.  Sent  he  to  Macduff? 

Lord.  He  did  ;  and  with  an  abfolute,  5/>,  not  /> 
The  cloudy  meflenger  turns  me  his  back. 
And  hums ;  as  who  ihould  fay,  you'll  rue  the  time. 
That  clogs  me  with  this  anfwer. 

Len.  And  that  well  might 
Advife  him  to  a  care  to  hold  what  diftance 
His  wifdom  can  provide.     Some  holy  An<yel 
Fly  to  the  Court  of  England,  and  unfold'' 
His  meffage  ere  he  come;  that  a  fwift  BlefTing 
May  foon  return  to  this  our  fuffering  Country, 
'Under  a  hand  accurs'd  \ 
^  Lord,  ril  fend  my  prayVs  with  him.  \_Exeunu 


A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

'A dark  Cave;  in  the  middle,  a  great  Cauldron  burning. 

thunder.      Enter  the  three  Witches^, 

1  ^F/V./f.^  ^-pHRICE  the  brinded  cat  hath  mew'd. 
X      2  Witch.  Twice,  and  once  the  hedge- 
pig  whin'd. 
3  Witch.  Harpr  crys,  'tis  time,  'tis  time. 

I   Witch. 


an 


d  receive  free  honours,']  Free,  for  gratefuL 


1  rKncethc  bnr.dedc^thathfn,iv^d.]  A  cat,  from  time  Im- 
•nemo;  I,  ha^  beer-,  the  agent  a:,d  favourite  of  witche-.  This  fu- 
Frftitio'js  fancy  is  pagan,  an<i  very  ancient  j  and  the  original,  oer- 
hsps,  rliJS  Prhen  Galiiithi.  ivas  changed  into  a  cat  by  the  F-nts 
(Jays  Antonius  LiLeralis  Metam.  C.p.  29$  by  Witches,  (f,y] 
P.u'an,as  .«£,..  Bceot>cv,)  Hecate  took  pity  of  her,  and  made  her 
inejiejij    m  -whicb  c§ce  Jhe  antimcs  to  this  daj,     Hecate  her 

'  feJf 
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I  Witch.  Round  about  the  cauldron  go, 
*  In  the  poifon'd  entrails  throw. 

[They  march  round  the  cauldron^  and  throiu  in  the 
feveral  ingredients,  as  for  the  preparation  of  their 
Charm, 
Toad,  that  under  the  cold  ftone 
Days  and  nights  has,  thirty-one, 
Swelter'd  venom  fleeping  got : 
Boil  thou  firft  i'  th'  charmed  pot. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble  ; 
Fire  burn,   and  cauldron  bubble. 

I  Witch.  Fillet  of  a  fenny  fnake,  . 
In  the  cauldron  boil  and  bake  ; 
Eye  of  newt,  and  toe  of  frog  ; 
Wool  of  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog  ; 
Adder's  fork,  and  blind-worm's  fling,  , 
Lizard's  leg,  and  owlet's  wing  : 
For  a  Charm  of  pow'rful  trouble, 
Like  a  hell-broth,  boil  and  bubble. 

AIL  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble,  , 
Fire  barn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

3  Witch.  Scale  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf,  ■, 
Witches'  mummy ;  maw,  and  gulf 
Of  the  ravening  fait  fea-fliark  ; 
Root  of  hemlock,  dlgg'd  i'  th'  dark  5  , 
Liver  of  bUfpheming  Je^ : 
Gall  of  goat,  and  flips  of  yew,  , 
Sliver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipfe  ; 
Nofe  of  Turk  J  and  Tartar't  lipsj  ; 

herfelftoo,  lohen  Tyi^hon  forced  all  the  Gods  and  Goddejfei' t9  bids 
themjel-vti  In  animals,  ajjumed  thejhape  of  a  cat.  So  Ovid, 
F.  Je  f'jror  Phcebi  latuit. 
"2.  Intbe  pof^.nd  entrnils  ^/"-ow.]  Every  thing  thrown  into  the 
cauidrcn  is  p;.rticularly  enumerated,  and  yet  we  find  no  poifori' d  et-^ 
trails  amongft  them  ;  or  if  we  did,  why  were  they  to  be  thus  dii- 
tinguifli'd  from  the  reft  ?  I  believe  Sbakefpear  wrote,. 

pciJon''d  ENTREMES  • 

An  eld  word  ufed  for  ingredients  '^  which  the  Editors,  not  knowing 
vhat  to  make  of,  tum'd  to  entrails'^  meaning,  I  fuppofe,  the  «:•»' 
t'-ails  of  the  Toad^  which  goes  firft  to  pot.  The  old  ftage  diredicn 
feems  to  juftify  this  change.  [They  march  round  the  cauldr.n^  andi 
ibtQiu  in  pbeftvetal  itiCK-EhizsTs,  8iC,'\ 

Finger  . 
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Finger  of  birth-ftrangled  babe,  "J 

Ditch-deliver'd  by  a  drab  ;  J 

Make  the  gruel  thick,  and  flab.  3 

Add  thereto  a  tyger's  chawdron, 
For  th'  ingredients  of  our  cauldroi. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble, 
Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

2  Witch.  Cool  it  with  a  baboon's  blood. 
Then  the  Charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Hecate,  a7id  other    three    Witches. 

Bee.  Oh !  well  done !  I  commend  your  pains, 
And  every  one  fhall  fhare  i'  th'  gains. 
And  now  about  the  cauldron  fmg^ 
Like  elves  and  fairies  in  a  ring, 
Enchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 

Mufick  and  a  Song. 

Black  fpirits  and  nxihite» 

Blue  fpir its  and  grey y 
Mingle,  mingle,  mingle y 

You  that  mingle  may. 

1  Witch.  By  the  pricking  of  my  thumb's 
Something  wicked  this  way  comes  : 
Open  locks,  whoever  knocks. 

SCENE    ir. 

Enter  Macbeth, 

Mach.  How  now,  you  fecret,  black  and  midnight 
hags  ? 
What  is't  you  do  ? 

ylll.  A  deed  without  a  name. 

Mach.  I  conjure  you,  by  that  which  you  profefs, 
(Howe'er  you  come  to  know  it)  anfwer  me. 

*  Though  you  untie  the  winds,    and  let  them  fight 
'  Againft  the  churches  ;  though  the  yefly  waves 

*  Confound  and  fvvallow  Navigation  up  ; 

*  Though  bladed  corn    be  lodg'd,   and  trees  blown 

down, 
J  Though  caftles  topple  on  their  warders'  heads ; 

Thougli 
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'  Though  palaces  and  pyramids  do  dope 

*  Their  heads  to  their  foundations ;  though  the  trealure 
<  Of  Nature's  Germins  tumble  all  together, 

♦  Even  'till  deitruaion  ficken  :  aniwer  me 
To  what  I  ask  you. 

I  IVitch.  Speak. 
zWitcb'  Demand. 
5  Witch.  We'll  aiifwer. 

I  Witch.  Say;  if  th'  hadfl  rather  hear  it  from  our 
mouths, 
Or  from  our  mafters  ? 

Macb.  Call  'em  :  let  me  fee  'em. 
I   Witch.  Pour  in  fow's  blood,  that  hath  eaten 
Her  nine  farrow  ;  greafe,  that's  fweaten 
From  the  murth'r«r's  gibbet,    throw 
Into  the  flame  : 

All.  Come  high  or  low: 
Thy  felf  and  office  deftly  ihow.  ^       [TkundeF, 

Apparition  of  an  armed  head  rifes, 

Mach.  Tell  me,  thou  miknown  Power 1 

1  Witch.  He  knows  thy  thought  : 
Hear  his  fpeech,  but  fay  thou  nought. 

App.  Macbeth!  Macbeth!  Macbeth!  beware  Mac- 
duff! 
Beware  the  -ihane  of  Fife  —  difmifs  me  —  enough. 

{^Dejcends. 
Macb.  What-e'er  thou  art,  for   thy  good   caution, 
thanks. 
Thou'ft  harp'd  my  fear  aright.    But  one  word  more— 
1  Witch  H^  will  not  be  commanded ;  here's  another 
More  potent  than  the  firil:.  _^      _         [thunder. 

Apparition  of  a  bloody  chi!d  rifes. 
Jpp.   Macbeth!   Macbeth!  Macbeth! 
Mach.  Had  I  three  ears,  I'd  hear  thee. 
App.  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  refolute ;  laugh  to  fcorii 
The  pow'r  of  man  ;  for  none  of  woman  bom 
Shall  harm  Macbeth.  ^  ^  ^  iDefc€nds. 

Macb.  Then  live,  Macduff":  what  need  I  fear  of  thee.? 
But  yet  I'll  make  afl'urance  double  fure. 
And  take  a  bond  of  Fate  i  thou  fhalt  not  live, 

.Thalf 
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That  I  may  tell  pale-heartcd  fear,  it  lyes ; 

And  lleep  m  fpight  of  thunder.  [Thunders. 

Jpparition  of  a  child  cronvnecly    tvith  a  tree  in  his 
hand,    rifes. 
Vv^hat  is  this, 

That  rifes  like  the  ifTue  of  a  King, 
And  wears  upon  his  baby-brow  the  round 
And  top  of  Sovereignty  ? 

JIl.  Liilen,  but  {peak  not. 

Jpp.  Be  lion-mettled,  proud,  and  take  no  care,  . 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  confpirers  are  : 
I^iacheth  fliall  never  vanqaifh'd  be,  until 
Great  Bimam-woo^  to  Dunjtnanis  high  hill 
Shall  come  againft  him.  {Defcends* 

Mach.  That  v/ill  never  be  : 
V/ho  can  imprefs  the  foreii,  bid  the  tree 
Unfix  his  earth-bound  root  ?  Sweet  boadments !  good? 
3  Rebellious  head  rife  never,  'till  the  wood 
Of  Birnam  rife,  and  our  high-plac'd  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  leafe  of  Nature,    pay  his  breath 

To  time  and  mortal  cuilom  ! Yet  my  heart 

Throbs  to  know  one  thing  ;  Tell  me,  (if  your  Art 
Can  tell  fo  much)  fhall  Banquo\  ifiue  ever  . 
Reign  in  this  Kingdom  ? 

AIL  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

[The  Cauldron  /inks  into  the  <^ round, 

Mach.  I  will  be  falisfy'd.     Deny  me  this. 
And  an  eternal  curfe  fall  on  you  !  let  me  know. 
Why  fmks  that  cauldron  ?  and  what  noife  is  this  ? 

[  Hautboys 
1  Witch.  Shew  ! 

2  jvitch.  Shew  r 

3  Witch.  Shew  ! 

^//.  Shew  his  eyes,    and  grieve  his  heart; 
Come  like  ihadows,  fo  depart. 

3  ReLeHicus  dead  rife  re-ver, ]    We  fliould  read,  • 

Rebellious  head 


;.  e.  Let  rebeliiun  never  get  to  a  head  and  be  fuccefsful  tiJl— 
and  then , 


iEighf 
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[Eight  Kings  appear  and  pafs  O'ver  in  order ^    and 
Banquo  ;  the  laji,  njjith  a  glafs  in  his  hand. 
Nach.  Thou  art  too  like  the  fpirit  of  Banquo;  (fovvn ! 
Thy  crown  do's  fear  mine  eye  balls. ^ — And.  thy  [a]  air 

(Thou  other  gold-bound  brow)  is  like  the  frll 

A  third  is  like  the  former — filthy  hags  I 
Why  do  you  (hew  me  this  ? — A  fourth  ?  — Start,  eye  ! 
What  I  will  the  line  ftretch  out  to  th'  crack  of  Doom : — > 
Another  yet  ? — A  feventh  !  I'll  fee  no  more — 
And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  glafs. 
Which  fliews  me  many  more  ;  and  fome  I  fee, 
4-  That  twofold  balls  and  treble  fcepters  carry. 
Horrible  fight !  nay,  now,  I  fee,  'tis  true ; 
For  the  5  blood-bolter'd  Banquo  fmilcs  upon  me. 
And  points  at  them  for  his.     What,  is  this  fo  ? 
I  Witch.  Ay,  Sir,  all  this  is  fo.     But  why 
Stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly  ? 
Come,  fillers,  chear  we  up  his  fprights. 
And  Ihew  the  bell  of  our  delights  ; 
I'll  charm  the  Air  to  give  a  Sound, 
While  you  perform  your  antick  round  : 
That  this  great  King  m.ay  kindly  fay. 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay.  [Mujick. 

[The  switches  dance  and  <vanijh, 
Mach.  Where  are  they  ?    gone  ? Let  this  perni- 
cious hour 
Stand  ay  accurfed  in  the  kalendar  ! 
Come  in,  without  there  ! 

Enter  Lenox. 
Len.  What's  your  Grace's  will  ? 

4  That  fivefold  balls  and  treble  fcepteri'carry.'\  This  was  intended 
as  a  complimcnc  to  King  James  iht  f  irft,  who  fiifl  united  ihe  two 
ifluj)di  and  the  thjee  kingdoms  under  one  head  j  whofe  houfe  too 
was  faid  to  be  defcer  l-d  from  Borquo. 

5  the  blood  bolter' d  Bznc^viO^  GUdort  has  ridiculoufly  inter- 
preted blood-bolter'' d,  in  a  thing  he  calls  a  G'/;;^'-_y,  to  fignify  fmear''(l 
ivith  dry  blood  -J  he  micht  as  well  have  faia  with  extreme  urSiion. 
Blocd-bcltt-r^d  means  one  whofe  blood  hath  iffued  out  at  many 
•wounds,  as  flour  of  corn  partes  thro'  the  holes  of  a  fieve.  Sbakefpear 
ufed  it   to  infinuate  the  barbarity  of  Banquo''^  murderers,    who  co- 

,vered  h'm  with  wounds. 

^(o)  air,    Anon/m  us.— Vulg.  i'air.] 

Macb» 
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Macb,  Saw  you  the  weyward  fillers  ? 

Len.  No,  my  lord, 

Macb.   Came  they  not  by  you  ? 

Len.  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Macb,  Infe(5led  be  the  air  whereon  they  ride. 
And  damn'd  all  thofe  that  truft  them  !  I  did  hear 
The  galloping  of  horfe.     Who  was't  came  by  ? 

Len.  'Tis  two  or  three,    my  lord,    that  bring  you 
word, 
Macduff  is  fled  to  England, 

Macb.    Fled  to  England? 

Len.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Macb.  6  Time,  thou  anticipat'ft  my  dread  exploits : 
"  The  flighty  purpofe  never  is  o'er-took, 
Unlefs  the  deed  go  with  it.     From  this  moment. 
The  very  firftlings  of  my  heart  fnall  be 
The  iirlilings  of  my  hand.     And  even  now 
To  crown  my  thoughts  with  ads,    be't  thought  and 

done  ! 
The  Caflle  of  Macduff  I  will  furprife. 
Seize  upon  Fife,  give  to  the  edge  o'  th'  fword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  fouls 
That  trace  him  in  his  lint.     No  boalling  like  a  fool. 
This  deed  I'll  do  bet'bre  this  purpofe  cool. 
But  no  more  fights.     Where  are  thefe  gentlemen  .? 
Come,   bring  me  v/here  they  are.  [Exeunt. 

6  Time,  thou  amicipat'Jl  my  dread  exploits ;]  To  anticipate  otitis 
deeds  is  properly  to  do  them  for  one  j  but  the  contrary  to  this  is  the 
freaker's  meaaing.  Shake/pear  therefore  ufes  anticipat'fi  for  defeat - 
tf,  very  licentioufly.  But  to  anticipate,  being  to  do  a  thing  belide 
expeaation,  tho'  for  one  ;  and  to  defeat  the  doing  a  thing  befide 
expeaation,  tho'  againft  one  ;  there  was  likenefs  enough  in  the  ideas 
for  him  to  ufe  one  word  for  the  other. 

7   The  fiigbty  purpofe  never  js  o'er-took^ 

miejs  the  deed  go  ivitb  it J    O'enook  is  here  uf-d  for 

coming  to  efTeft.    The  exprefTion  is  bad,   but  the  fenfs  good  ;  which 
is,  that  purpcfes  delayed  are  generally  defeated. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    HI. 

tkangcs  to  MacdufF's  Cajile  at  Fife. 

Enter  Lady  Macduif,    her  Sony    /7«/f  Roffc. 

r   Macd  WJ^'^^  had  he  done,    to  make  him  fly 

iJ-;/'^.  You  muil  have  patience,  Madam. 
Z:.  M«r(/.  He  had  none; 
His  flight  was  madnels ;    when  our  anions  do  not. 
Our  fears  do  make  us  traitors. 

Rojfe.  You  know  not. 
Whether  it  was  his  wifdom,  or  his  fear. 
'     L,  Macd,  Wifdom  >    to  leave  his  wife,  to  leave  his 

babes, 
His  manfion,  and  his  titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  hLmfelf  does  fly  ?  he  loves  us  not. 
He  wants  the  nat'ral  touch ;  for  the  poor  wren. 
The  moft  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight. 
Her  young  ones  in  her  neft,  againit  the  owl : 
All  is  the  fear,  and  nothing  is  the  love  ; 
.  As  little  is  the  wifviom,  where  the  flight 
So  runs  againll  all  rcafon. 

RoJJe.  iV:y  dearelT:  Coufm,  ,    /r     j 

I  pray  you,  fchooi  your  ielf ;  but  for  your  hufban^l. 
He's  noble,  wife,  judicious,  and  beft  knows 
The  jits  o'  th'  feafon.    I  dare  not  fpeak  much  further. 
But  cruel  are  the  times,   ^  when  we  are  traitors. 
And  do  not  know  our  felves :  9  when  we  hold  rumoui 
From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear ; 

8 when  ive  are  traitors, 

And  do  not  know  cur fel-ves : ]   /.  c  We  think  cur  felves 

innocent,  the  government  thinks  us  trnko.s  5  '^'"'^^'^^Tl'^^, 
rant  of  oar  felves.  This  is  the  ironkal  argunfient.  The  Oxford  Edi- 
tor alters  it  to, 

yhd  do  not  know't  our  fehes : — • 

But  fure  they  did  know  what  they  faid,  that  the  State  efxemed 
them   tiaitors. 

q ivben  ive  held  rumour 

From  <ivhat  ive  fear— ]   To  bold  ru^ncvr  ,\  fgnUies   to  be  go- 
vern'd  by  the  authority  of  rumoar.  ^ 
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But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  fea 

Each  way,  and  move.     I  take  my  leave,  of  you  ; 

Shall  not  be  long  but  Til  be  here  again  : 

Things  at  the  worft  will  ceafe,  or  elfe  climb  upward 

To  what  they  v/ere  before  :  My  pretty  Coufm, 

Bleffing  upon  you ! 

I.  Macd.  Father'd  he  is,  and  yet  he's  fatherlefs. 

Koffe.  I  am  lo  much  a  fool,  fiiould  I  flay  longer 
It  would  be  my  difj^race,  aiidyour  difcomfort. 
I  take  my  leave  at  once.  [^Exit  RoH*. 

h.  Mncd.   Sirrah,  your  father's  dead, 
And  what  will  you  do  now  ?  how  will  you  live  ? 

So?i,  As  birds  do,  Mother. 

L.  Macd.   What,  on  v/orms  and  flies  ? 

Son.  On  what  I  get,  I  mean  ;  and  fo  do  they. 

L.  Macd   Poor  bird  !    Thoud  it  never  fear  'the  n«t, 
nor  lime : 
The  pit- fall,  nor  the  gin. 

So?2.   Why  flioald  i^  Mother?    poor  birds,  they  are 
not  fet  for. 
My  father  is  not  dead,  for  all  your  Saying. 

L.  Macd.  Yes,   he  is  dead  ,•    how  wilt  tnou  do  for  a 
father.' 

*^^.7.  Nay,  how  v/ill  you  do  for  a  hufoand  ? 

,  L.  Macd.  Why,  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any  market. 

Son.^  Then  you'll  buy  'em  to  fell  again. 

I.  Macd.  Thou  fpeak'il  with  all  thy  wit,    and  yet, 
i' faith,. 
With  wit  enough  for  thee. 

Son.  Was  my  father  a  traitor,  iix>ther  ? 

L.  Macd.  Ay^  that  he  was. 

Son.   What  is  a  traitor  ? 

/^:  Macd.  Why,  one  that  fwears  and  lies. 

Son.  And  be  all  traitors,  that  do  fo  ? 

L  Macd   Every  one  that  does  (o,    is  a  traitor,    and 
muil  be  hang'd. 

Son.  And  muft  they  all  be  hang'd,    that  fwear  and  - 
lie  }  ° 

L'  Macd.  Every  one. 

Son.   Who  muft  hang  them  ? 

L,  Macd.  Why,  the  honell  men. 
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Son  Then  the  liars  and  fwearers  are  fools;  for 
there  are  liars  and  (wearers  enow  to  beat  the  honefl 
men,  and  hangup  them.  ,    i    , -. 

L.  MacJ.  God  help  thee,  poor  monkey !  but  how 
wilt  thou  do  for  a  father  ?  r     ..         -r 

Son.  If  he  were  dead,  you'd  weep  for  him'-,  it  you 
would  not,  it  were  a  good  fign  that  I  fhould  quickly 
have  a  new  father. 

L.  Macd.  Poor  pratler!  how  thou  talk  it  ? 

Enter  a  yujftnger. 
Mef.  Blefs  you,  fiiir  dame  I  I  am  not  to  you  known. 
Though  in  your  flate  of  honour  I  am  perfed ; 
I  doubt,  fome  danger  does  approach  you  nearly. 
If  you  will  take  a  homely  man's  advice, 
Ee  not  found  here  ;  hence  with  your  little  ones. 
To  fright  you  thus,  m.ethinks,  I  am  too  favage  ; 
1  To  do  worlhip  to  you  were  fell  cruelty. 
Which  is  too  nigh  your  perfon.    Heav'n  prefer ve  you  ! 
I  dare  abide  ro  longer.  [^-v//  Mejfenger. 

L.  Kacd.  Whither  Ihould  I  fly  ? 
Fve  done  no  harm.     But  I  remember  nmv, 
I'm  in  this  earthly  world,   where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  laudable  ;  to  do  good,  fometime 
Accounted  dang'rous  folly.  Why  then,  alas ! 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence. 
To  fay,  rd  done  no  harm  ?— what  are  thefe  faces?, 
'E.nter  Murtkerers. 
Mur.  Where  is  your  hufband  ?  _      ^ 

L.  Macd.  I  hope,  in  no  place  fo  unfandifiid, . 
Where  fuch  as  thou  may'ft  hnd  him. 
Mur.  He's  a  traitor. 

1  ro  do  worfe  to  you  -were  fell  cruelty,']  Who  can  doubt  it  ?  But 
this  is  rot  what  he  would  fay.  A  ftranger,  of  ordinary  comhtion, 
accoft?  a  woman  ofqualitv  without  ceremony  ;  and  tells  her  abrupt- 
ly, that  her  life  and  her  children's  lives  are  in  imminent  danger.^  But 
feeing  the  eftVa  this  had  upr-n  her,  he  adds,  as  we  fhnuld  read  it, 
'To  fright ycu  this,  methinks,  I  am  too  Jai' age. 
To  do  woiOilf  to  youivere  fell  cruelty,  j     i    K 

That  is,  but  at  this  junfture  to  wafte  my  time  m  the  gradual  OD- 
fervances  due  to  your  rank,  would  be  the  expofing  your  life  to  im- 
mediate deftruftion.  7o  do  ivorjhip  fignified,  in  the  phrafe  ot  ttiac 
time,  to  pay  objei'var.oe,  _ 
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San.  Thou  ly%  thou  fhag  ear'd  villain. 
A/«r What,  you  egg  ?  [StaUi^rg  hin. 

1  oung  fry  of  treachery  ? 

Son,  He'a3  kilj'd  me,   mother. 
Ran  away,  pray  you. 

lExii  L.  Macduff,  crying  Mtcrtheri   Murtheren 
pur j lie  her. 

SCENE    IV. 
Changes  to  the  King  of  England^  Palace, 
£;;/f;- Malcolm  rtWxMacduF. 

Mai,  ^  y    E  T  us  feek  out  fome  defolate  flude,  and 

R  J        there 
Weep  our  fad  bcfoms  empty. 

Macd.  **  Let  us  rather 
!!  ?'^^^  '^^^^  ^^^  mortal  nvord  ;  and,  like  good  men, 
J  Beflride  our  downfaln  birth  doom  :  each  new  m.orn. 
New  widows  ho>Al,  new  orphans  cry  ;    new  forrowi. 
*'  Strike  heaven  on  the  face,-  that  it  rcfounds 
*'_  As  if  it  felt  with  ^cotlarJ,  4  and  yell'd  out 
Like  fyllabie?  oi  dolour. 

MaL  "   What  I  believe,   T'll  wail; 
*'  ^yhatknovv,  believe;   and,   wh?:  I  can  redrefs, 
"  As^  I  Ihall  find  the  time  to  friend,   I  will. 
"  ^^'Z':^-  >'^^  ^^'-"^  fpoke,  it  may  be  fo,  perchance  ; 
"  This  tyrant,  whofe  fole  name  blifters  our  tongues, 
^"  Was  once  thought  honeft;  you  have  lov'd  hinTwell, 
*'  Ke,iiath  not  touched  you   yet.     I'm  young;    but 
fomething 

t  Ut  us  feek  cut  f  me  defolate  _/^j^;, J  Defolate,  for  foJItary 
fiir.ply.  Fcr  the  fcene  is  in  England,  in  profound  peace,  not  amidft 
the  d;rrraa:ions  of  Scotland, 

3  Bcfiiide  our  doivn/ah  blrtb-doom  ;]  To  croteft  it  from  utter 
defa-uaion.  Txhe  allufion  is  to  the  Hyperafpifts  of  the  ancients, 
who  beftrode  their  fdiovvs  fain  :n  battJe^  and  covered  them  with 
their  fhieJds. 

4  — ; And  ydVd  out 

L^i'^f  fyllables  of  do/our.']  This  prefents  a  ridiculous  image. 
Bat  what  is  infmuated  under  it  is  noble  ;  that  the  portents  and  pro- 
digies in  the  fkies.  of  which  mention  is  made  before,  fliewed  that 
Heaven  fympathifed  with  Scotland, 

"  5  You 
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«  5  You  may  defcrve  of  him  through  me,  and  wifdom 
To  offer  up  a  weak,  poor,  innocenc  lamb, 
T'  appeafe  an  angry  God. 

Macd.  I  am  not  treacherous. 

Mai.  "  But  Macbeth  is. 
**  A  good  and  virtuous  nature  may  recoil 
^'  In  an  imperial  Charge.     I  crave  your  pardon  : 
That  which  you  are,  my  thoughts  cannot  tranfpofe ; 
Angels  are  bright  ftill,  though  the  brighteft  fell  : 
•**  Though  all  things  foal  would  bear  the  brows  of 

Grace, 
<*  Yet  Grace  mufl  ftill  look  (o. 

Macd.  Tve  loft  my  hopes.  ^  ' 

Mai.  *'  Perchance,  ev'n  there,  where  I  did  find  my 
doubts. 
«  Why  in  that  rawnefs  left  you  wife  and  children, 
"  6  Thofe  precious  motives,  thofe  frrong  knots  of  lov€, 
^«  Without  leave-taking  ?  —  I  pray 'you. 
Let  not  my  jealoufies  be  your  diflionours, 
But  mine  own  fafeties  :  you  may  be  rightly  jutt, 
Whatever  I  fhall  think. 

Macd.  '*  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  Country  ! 
•«*  Great  Tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  Bafis  furc, 
-*♦  For  goodnefs  dares  not  check  thee  !  Wear  thou  thy 

wrongs, 
7  His  title  isafrear'd.     Fare  thee  well,  lord- : 
I  would  not  be  the  villain  that  thou  think'ft. 
For  the  whole  fpace  that's  in  the  tyrant's  grafp, 
And  the  rich  Eaft  to  boot. 

Mai.  Be  not  offended^ 
1  fpeak  not  as  in  abfolute  fear  of  you. 
I  think,  our  country  fmks  beneath  the  yoak  \ 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds,  and  each  new  day  a  ga(h 
Is  added  to  her  wounds.     I  think  withal; 
There  would  be  hands  up-lifted  in  my  Right  : 
And  here  fi-om  gracious  England  have  I  Offer 

5  Ton  may  disc*:p>'  of  htm  through  mi,—}  By  M^c^/jf' s  an- 
fwer  it  appears  we  fhould  read, 

. DESERVE  of  him  

6  Tfy-fc  precious   irotivef.  —1   Motives,  for  pledge?. 

9  fLs  f'>/^ '5  aftear'd.— 1  j/ear'd,  a  law-term  for  confirmed* 
■  Mr.  Fofiji, 

or 
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Of  goodly  thoufands.     But  for  all  this. 
When  I  ftiall  tread  upon  the  Tyrant's  head, 
Or  wear  it  on  my  fword,  yet  my  poor  Country 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before  ; 
More  fufFer,  and  more  fundry  ways  than  ever. 
By  him  that  fhall  fucceed. 
Macd,  What  fhould  he  be  ? 
I^a/.  ^  It  is  my  felf  I  mean,  in  whom  I  know 
All  the  particulars  of  vice  fo  grafted, 
That,  when  they  fhall  be  open'd,  black  Macbeth 
Will  feem  as  pure  as  fnow,  and  the  poor  State 
Eileem  him  as  a  lamb,  being  compared 
With  my  coniinelefs  harms. 
Macd.  Not  in  the  legions 
Of  horrid  hell  can  come  a  devil  more  damn'd. 
In  Evils  to  top  Macbeth. 

Mai.  I  grant  him  bloody. 
Luxurious,  avaricious,  falfe,  deceitful, 
9  Sudden,  malicious,  fmacking  of  ev'ry  fin 
That  has  a  name.     But  there's  no  bottom,  none. 
In  my  voluptuoufnefs :  your  wives,  your  daughters. 
Your  matrons,  and  your  maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  ciflern  of  my  lull ;  and  my  defire 
All  continent  impediments  would  o'er-bear. 
That  did  oppofe  my  will.     Better  Macbeth^ 
Than  fuch  an  one  to  reign. 

Macd.  •'  Boundlefs  intemperance 
'*  In  nature  is  a  tyranny ;  it  hath  been 
*'  Th'  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  Throne, 
**  And  fall  of  many  Kings.     But  fear  not, yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours  :  you  may 
•Convey  your  pleafures  in  a  fpacious  plenty. 
And  yet  feem  cold,  the  time  you  may  fo  hoodwink  : 
We've  willing  dames  enough  ;  there  cannot  be 
That  Vulture  in  you  to  devour  fo  many. 
As  will  to  Greatnefs  dedicate  themfelves, 
Pinding  it  fo  inclined. 

8  It  is  my  felf  I  mean,  in  lahom   /  l/7iw]    This  conference  of 
Malcolm  with  Macduff^  is  taken  out  of  the  chronicles  of  ScotLnd, 

Mr,  Poj>e. 

9  Suiden,  malicious^ — J  Sudden j  for  csorkious. 

Mat: 
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Mai.  With  this,  there  grows, 
In  my  moft  ill-compos'd  alfedion,  fuch 
A  iianchlefs  Avarice,  that,  were  I  King, 
I  fhould  cut  oft  the  Nobles  for  their  lands ; 
Defire  his  jewels,  and  this  other's  houfe  ; 
And  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  fawce 
To  make  me  hunger  more  ;  that  I  fhould  forge 
Quarrels  unjuft  againll  the  good  and  loyal, 
Dertroying  them  for  wealth. 

Macd.  "  ^  This  Avarice 
"  Strikes  deeper ;  ^  grows  with  more  pernicious  root 
•"  Than  fummer-teeming  lull ;  and  it  hath  been 
*'  The  Sword  of  our  flain  Kings  j  yet  do  not  fear  ; 
Scotland  hath  5  foyfons,  to  fill  up  your  will. 
Of  your  mere  own.     All  thefe  are  portable. 
With  other  Graces  weigh'd. 

Mai.    **    But  I  have   none  j    the    King-becoming 
graces, 
**  As  juflice,  verity,  temp'rance,  ftablenefs, 
"  Bounty,  perfev'rance,  mercy,  lowlinefs, 
**  Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude  ; 
"  I  have  no  relifh  of  them,  but  abound 
"  In  the  divifion  of  each  feveral  crime, 
"  Adling  it  many  ways.     Nay,  had  I  power,  T  fliould 
**  Pour  the  fweet  milk  of  Concord  into  Hell, 
"  Uproar  the  univerfal  peace,  confound 
^*  All  unity  on  earth. 

Macd.   0)i  Scotland!   Scotland!  ■. 

Mai.  If  fuch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak  : 
I  am  as  I  have  fpoken. 

1    This  Avarice 

Sticks  deeper '^  grcws  t^ith  morepernicicui  root"]  We  never 
fay,  the  roots  fiick  deep  in  the  ground,  but  strike  deep  j  which, 
doubdels,  is  the  true  reading. 

Z grcivs  ivith  more  pernicioui  root 

Than  /un:mer.  {eem'ing  lufl  ;  J  Hummer-feeming  has  no  man- 
ner of  fenfe  :   corre£t, 

Iban  fufnmer -teeming  Jufl  j  .    . 
i.  e.   The  paflion,  which   lafls  no  longer  than  the  heat  of  life,   and 
which  goes  off  in  the  'winter  of  age. 

3  _.y5y/j;;i, ]  Plenty,  Mr.  Pop f. 

Macd» 
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Macd.  "  Fit  to  govern : 
**  No,  not  to  live.     O  nation  mlferable  f 
*'  With  an  untitled  tyrant,  bloody-fcepter'd  f 
**  When  fhalt  thou  fee  thy  wholefome  days  again  ? 
"  Since  that  the  trueft  IfTue  of  thy  Throne 
**  By  his  own  interdiclion  ftands  accurfl. 
"  And  does  blafpheme  his  Breed.     Thy  royal  father 
Was  a  moll  fainted  King  ;  the  Queen,  that  bore  thee, 
Oftner  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet, 
Dy'd  evVy  day  fiie  liv'd.     Oh,  fare  thee  well  I 
Thefe  evils,  thou  4-repeat'ft  upon  thy  felf, 
Have  baniih'd  me  from  Scotland.     Oh,  my  breaft ! 
Thy  hope  ends  here. 

Mai.  "  Macduffy  this  noble  PafTion, 
"  Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  foul 
Wip'd  the  black  fcruples ;  reconciled  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.     Devilifh  Macbeth 
By  many  of  thefe  trains  hath  fought  to  win  me 
Into  his  pow'r :  and  modeft  wifdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  halle ;  But  God  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me  !  for  even  now 
I  put  my  felf  to  thy  diredion,  and 
Unfpeak  mine  own  detraction  ;  here  abjure 
The  taints  and  blames  I  laid  upon  my  felf. 
For  ftrangers  to  my  nature.     I  am  yet 
Unknown  to  woman,  never  was  forfworn, 
Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own, 
At  no  time  broke  my  faith,  would  not  betray 
The  devil  to  his  fellow,  and  delight 
No  lefs  in  truth,  than  life  :  my  firft  falfe-fpeaking 
Was  this  upon  my  felf      What  I  am  truly. 
Is  thine,  and  m.y  poor  Country's,  to  command ; 
Whither,  indeed,  before  thy  here-approach. 
Old  Siqj:nrd  with  ten  thouiand  warlike  men, 
5A11  ready  at  appoint,  was  fetting  forth. 

4 repeat' 11  upon  thyfelf,']    Repeat,  for  feckoij  ttj*, 

charge  upon. 

5  Already  at  A  point, ]  At  a  point,  may  mean  all  rea- 
dy at  a  time  ;  but  Shakefpear  meant  more  :  He  meant  both  time 
and  place,  and  certainly  wrote. 

All  ready  at  appoint. 

i.  e.  at  the  place  appointed,  at  ths  rendezvous. 

Now 
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Now  we'll  together,  ^  and  the  chance  of  goodnefs. 
Be  like  our  warranted  quarrel  I  Why  are  you  filent  ? 
Macci.  Such  welcome,    and   unwelcome  things  at 
once  ; 
7  'Tis  hard  to  reconciled 

SCENE    V. 
Enter  a  DoSlor. 

Mai.  Well ;    more  anon.     Comes  the  King  forth, 
I  pray  you  ? 

Do£i,  Ay,  Sir ;    there  are  a  crew  of  wretched  fouls. 
That  Hay  his  cure  ;  ^  their  malady  convinces 
The  great  afTay  of  art.     But,  at  his  Touch, 
Such  fandlity  hath  heaven  given  his  hand, 
They  prefently  amend.  [Exit. 

Mai.  I  thank  you,   Dodor. 

Macd.  What's  the  Difeafe  he  means  ? 

Mai  'Tis  call'd  the  Evil ; 
A  moft  miraculous  Work  in  this  good  King, 
Which  often  ilnce  my  here  remain  in  England 
I've  feen  him  do.     How  he  follicits  heav'n, 
Himfelf  bell  knows  ;  but  ftrangely-vilited  people. 
All  fwoln  and  ulc'rous,  pitiful  to  the  eye, 
The  mere  defpair  of  furgery,  he  cures ', 
Hanging  a  golden  Stamp  about  their  necks. 
Put  on  with  holy  prayers  :    9  and  'tis  fpoken. 

To 

6  ■  ■■  ■  and  the  chance  of  goodnefs, 

Be  like  car  ivananted quarrel l'^  i.e.  May  the  lot  provi- 
dence has  decreed  for  us  be  anfwerable  to  the  juftice  of  our  quarrcli 
The  Oxford  Editor  alters  it  to, 

our  chance  in  goodnefs, 

A  poor,  cold,  unmeaning  expreflion. 

7  ^Tis  bard  to  reconcile.']  To  reconcile ,  for  to  bear  with  temper* 

8  ■  their  malady  convinces]  Con'vinces,  for  defeats,  over- 
comes. Becaufe  in  difputations,  thofe  who  are  convinced  by  others 
arguments  are  faid  to  be  overcome,  therefore,  where  he  wants  to 
cxprefs  the  idea  of  being  defeated,  tho*^  not  by  arguments,  he  ufes 
tonvince, 

9  and  V/j  fpoken, 

To  the  fucceeding  Royalty  he  leaves 

The  healing  Benediffien ]  It  muft  be  own'd,  that  Shah^ 

Vol.  VI.  R  fpiar 
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To  the  fucceeding  Royalty  he  leaves 

The  healing  Benediftion.     With  tliis  ftrange  virtue. 

He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  Prf:phccy  ; 

And  fundry  bleffings  hang  about  liis  Throne, 

1'hat  fpeak  him  full  of  Grace. 

SCENE     YL 

Enter  RofTe. 

Macd.  See,  who  comes  here  ! 
jMa/.  My  countryman  ;  but  yet  I  know  him  not. 
Macd.  My  ever-gentle  Coufin,  v.-elcome  hither. 
Ma/.  I  know  him  now.    Good  God  betimes  remow 
The  means  that  makes  us  flrangers  I 
RoJJe.  Sii-,  Anien, 

Macd.  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did  ? 
Rojfe.  *  Alas,  poor  Country, 

*  Almoft  afraid  to  know  itfelf     It  <;annGt 

*  Be  caird  our  Mother,  but  our  Grave  ;  where  nothing, 

*  But  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  feen  to  fmile  : 

'  Where  iighs  and  groans,  and  fhrieks  that  rend  the  air, 

*  Are  made,  not  mark'd  ;  where  violent  forrow  feems 

*  *  A  modern  ecftafie  :  the  dead- man's  Knell 

*  Is  there  fcarce  ask'd,   for  whom  :    and  good  men^s 

lives 
•*  Expire  before  the  flowers  in  their  caps  5 

*  Dying,  or  ere  they  ficken. 

Macd.  Oh,  relation 
Too  nice,   and  yet  too  true  ? 

§pear  is  often  guilty  of  Orange  abllirdities  in  point  of  hiftory  and 
chronology.  Yet  here  he  has  artfully  avoided  one.  He  had  a  mind 
to  hint  that  the  cure  of  the  Ei>il  was  to  defcend  to  the  fucceflo  s  in 
the  Royal  line  in  compliment  to  James  the  Firft.  But  the  Confcflbr 
was  the  firft  who  pretended  to  this  gift :  How  then  could  it  be  at 
that  time  generally  fpoken  of  that  the  gift  was  hereditary  ?  this  he 
has  folved  b/  telling  us  that  Edward  had  the  gift  of  prophecy  alo«ig 
■with  it. 

I  A  modern  ecjiafie .^    That  is  no  more  regarded  than  the 

^ontorfions  that  Fanatics  throw  themfelves  into.  The  author  was 
tliinking  of  thofe  of  his  own  times, 

Mai. 
.IV   . 
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Mai.  What's  the  r.eweft  grief  ? 
Ro/fe.  That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hifs  the  fpeaker. 
Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 
Macd.  How  does  my  wife  ? 
KoJJe.  Why,  well  — 
Macd,  And  all  my  children? 

Roffe.  Well  too 

Macd.  The  tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  Peace  ? 
Rojfe.  No  ;  they  were   well  at  peace,  when  I  did 

leave  'em. 
Macd.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  fpeech  :  how  goes 

it? 
Rojfe.  When  I  came  hither  to  tranfport  the  tidings, 
Which  I  have  heavily  borne,  there  ran  a  rumour 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out. 
Which  was  to  my  belief  *  witnefs'd  the  rather. 
For  that  I  faw  the  Tyrant's  Power  afoot; 
Now  is  the  time  of  help  ;  your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  foldiers,  and  make  women  fight. 
To  doff  their  dire  diftreiTes. 

Mai.  Be't  their  comfort 
We're  coming  thither  :  gracious  England  hatk 
Lent  us  good  ^inx:ard  and  ten  thoufand  men  ; 
An  older,    and  a  better  foldier,  none 
That  Chriftendom  gives  out. 

Rcjfe.  **  'Would,    I  could  anfwer 
^*  This  comfort  with  the  like !  But  I  have  words, 
**  That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  defart  air, 
"  Where  Hearing  Ihguld  not  catch  them." 

Macd.  What  concern  they  ? 
The  gen'ral  caufe  ?  Or  is  it  a  fee-grief. 
Due  to  fome  fmgle  breaft  ? 

A  6^.  No  mind,  that's  honeft. 
But  in  it  fhares  fome  woe  ;  though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

Macd.  Jf  it  be  mine. 
Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it, 

^ojfe.  let  not  your  ears  defpife  my  tongue  forevc>^ 
Which  (hall  pofiels  tliem  with  the  heavieft  Sound, 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

a  — —  witnefs'd  thi  rather^   Witnt^idy  forconfirm'd. 

R  2  Mad, 
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Macd.  "  Hum !  I  guefs  at  it. 

'Rojfe.  Your  Caftle  is  furpriz'd,  your  wife  and  babes 
Savagely  flaughter'd  ;  to  relate  the  manner. 
Were  on  the  Quarry  of  thefe  murther'd  deer 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

Mai  Merciful  heav'n  ! 
What,  man  !  ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows ; 
Give  forrow  words  ;  the  grief,  that  does  not  fpeak, 
[Whifpers  the  o'er-fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd,  "  My  children  too! 

RoJfe.  Wife,   children,    fervants,    all  that  could  be 
found. 

Macd.  And  I  muft  be  from  thence  I  my  wife  kill'd 
too ! 

Hojfe.  I've  faid. 

Mai.   Be  comforted. 
Let's  make  us  med'cines  of  our  great  Revenge, 
To  cur€  this  deadly  grief. 

Macd.  "  He  has  no  children. All  my  pretty 

ones  ? 
«'  Did  you  fay,  all  t  what,  all  ?  oh,  hell-kite  !  all  ? 
•*  What,  all  my  pretty  chickens,  and  their  dam, 
''  At  once  fell  fvvoop  ? 

Mai.  Difpute  it  like  a  Man. 

Macd,  '*  1  fliall  do  fo  : 
**  But  I  mull  alfo  feel  it  as  a  Man. 
"  I  cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were^^ 
'*  That  were  moft  precious  to  me  :  did  heav'n  look  on, 
"  And  would  not  take  their  part  ?  fmful  Macduff, 
■**  They  were  all  ftrack  for  thee  !  naught  that  1  am, 
*•  Not  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  mine, 
'*  Fell  Slaughter  on  their  fouls :  heav'n  reft  them  now  ! 
^    Mai.    Be  this    the   whetftone  of  your  fword,    let 

grief 
Convert  to  wrath  :  blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 

Macd.  O,  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  ^y&%. 
And  braggart  with  my  tongue.    *'  But,  gentle  heav'n ! 
«  Cut  Ihort  all  intexmifllon :  front  to  front, 
"  Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland  and  my  felf ; 
^*  Within  my  fword's  length  fet  him,  if  he  'fcape, 

'  "  Then 
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*'  Then  heav'n  forgive  him  too  I 
MaL  This  tune  goes  manly  : 
Come,  go  we  to  the  King,  our  Power  is  ready  j 
Our  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave.     **  Macbeth 
**  Is  ripe  for  Ihaking,  and  the  Powers  above 
"  Put  on  their  Inftruments.     Receive  what  cheer  you 

may  ; 
The  night  is  long,  that  never  finds  the  day.     [Exeunt. 


A  C  T     V.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

An  Ante-chamber  in  Macbeth'i  CaftU. 

Enter  a  DoSior  of  Phyjicky  and  a  Gentknuoman. 

DoS.  T  H  A  V  R  two  nights  watch'd  with  you,  but 
X  can  perceive  no  truth  in  your  report.     When 
was  it,  Ihe  laft  walk'd  ? 

Gert.  Since  his  Majefty  went  into  the  field,  I  have 
feen  her  rife  from  her  bed,  throw  her  night-gown  upon 
her,  unlock  her  clofet,  t^e  forth  paper,  fold  it,  write 
upon't,  read  it,  aftervvards  feal  it»  and  again  return  to 
bed  ;  Yet  all  this  while  in  a  mofl  fall  fleep. 

Do6i.  A  great  percurbation  in  nature  !  to  receive  at 
once  the  benefit  of  fleep,  and  do  the  efFedls  of  watching. 
In  this  Aumbry  agitation,  befides  her  walking,  and 
other  aftual  performances,  what  (at  any  time)  have  you 
heard  her  fay  ? 

Gent.  '  That,  Sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her.' 

DoSi.  You  may  to  me,  and  'tis  moft  meet  you 
ihould. 

Gent.  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one,  having  no  wit- 
nefs  to  confirm  my  fpeech. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth  njoith  a  Taper. 
Lo,  you  !  here  fhe  comes  :  this  is  her  very  guife,  and^ 
upon  my  life,  fall  alleep ;  obferve  her,  fland  clofe. 

1  Ihat^  Sir,  ivhich  I  ivUl  not  report  after  her,'\  I  think  it 
fliould  rather   be  repeat, 

R  \  VoSl. 
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Do^.  How  came  fhe  by  that  light  > 

G../  Why  it  flood  by  her:  fhe" has  light  by  her^ 
eontinually,  'tis  her  command.  ^ 

Doa.   You  fee,  her  eyes  are  open. 

Gent.  Ay,  but  their  fenfe  is  fhut. 

A?.?  What  is  it  Ihe  does  now  ?  look,  how  ihe  rubs 
ner  hands. 

Gern.h  is  an  accullom'd  Adion  with  her,  to  feem 
thus  wafiimg  her  hands :  I  have  known  her  to  continue 
m  this  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Ladj    Yet  here's  a  fpot. 

D^a.  Hark,  fhe  fpeaks.  I  will  fet  down  what 
comes  from  her,  -  to  fortify  my  remembrance  the  more 
ftrongly. 

^^  Laiy.  «  Outf    damned  fpot;  out,    I  fay onei 

«  two  I  why  tnen,  'tis  time  to  do't hell  is  murky. 

^^  l^ie    my  lord,  fie  !  a  foldier,  and  afraid  ?  what  need 

we  tear  who  knows  it,  when  none  can  call  our  power 

to  account  ?  -  yet  who  would  have  thought  the  old 

man  to  have  had  fo  much  blood  in  him  ? 

D.a.  Do  yoa  mark  that  ? 

Lady.  Tiie  Tha^ie  of  Fife  had  a  wife  ;    where  is  fhe 

now  ;  «  what,    will  thefe  hands  ne'er  be  dean  ? 

*'  no  more  o'  that,  my  lord,  no  more  o'  that :  yoii 
"  mar  all  with  this  ftartmg. 

DoSl.  Go  to,  go  to ;  you  have  known  what  you 
ihoula  not. 

Gent.  She  has  fpoke  what  fhe  fhould  not,  I  am  fure 
of  that :   heav'n  knows,  what  fhe  has  known. 

lady.  •'  Here's  the  fmell  of  the  blood  flill :  all  the 
perfumes  of  ^'rabia  will  not  fweeten  this  little  hand. 
Oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! 

Doa.  What  a  figh  is  there  ?  the  heart  is  forely 
charg'd, 

Gent.  I  would  not  have  fuch  a  heart  in  my  bofom, 
for  the  dignity  of  the  whole  body. 

Doa.  Well,  well,  well 

a  /OSATISFIE  ffiy  remembrance  the  more  ftrongly.]  Both  the 
icnfe  and  exprefiion  require  we  fhould  read, 

fOFORTiFiE   my  remembrance. 

Cent. 
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Gent.  Pray  God,  it  be.  Sir. 

DoSl.  This  difeafe  is  beyond  my  pradice  :  yet  I  have 
knoun  thofe  which  have  vvalk'd  in  their  fleep,  who 
have  died  holily  in  their  beds. 

Lady.  '*  Wafh  your  hands,  put  on  your  Night- 
"  gown,  look  not  fo  pale — I  tell  you  yet  again.  Ban- 
"  guo\  buried  ;  he  cannot  come  out  of  his  Grave. 

Dod.  Even  fo  ? 

Lady.  "  To  bed,  to  bed  ;  there's  knocking  at  the 
*'  gate  :  come,  come,  come,  come,  give  me  your 
**  hand :  what's  done,  cannot  be  undone.  To  bed,  to 
"  bed,  to  bed.  iExit  Lady. 

DoSl.  Will  Ihe  go  now  to  bed  ? 

Gent.  Diredly. 

DoSl.  Foul  whifp'rings  are  abroad  ;  unnat'ral  deeds 
Bo  breed  unnat'rai  troubles,     infefced  minds 
To  their  deaf  piliows  will  difcharge  their  Secrets. 
More  needs  f^ic  the  Divine,  than  the  Phyfician. 
God,  God,  forgive  us  all  !  Look  after  her  ; 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance. 
And  dill  keep  eyes  upon  her  ;  fo,  good  night. 

3  My  mind  fhe'as  mated,  and  amaz'd  my  fight, 
I  think,  but  dare  not  fpeak. 

Gent.  Good  night,   good  Dodlor.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Changes  to  a  Tieldy  nuith  a  Wood  at  a  difianeel 

Inter  Menteth,  Cathnefs,  Angus,  Lenox,  and  SolJierS* 

Ment.^nr^H  E  Engli/h  Power  is  near,    led  on  by 

X  Malcolm, 

His  uncle  Steward,  and  the  good  Macduff. 
Revenges  burn  in  them  :  for  their  dear  caufes 

4  Would  to  the  bleeding  and  the  grim  alarm 


3  My  mind  /he" as  mated, ]   Conquer 'd  or  fubduedi 

I  the  grim  alarm]  This  line 
lio.  M) 

R  4  5  ExciW 


4  Would  to  the  bleeding  and  the  grim  alarm]  This  line  omittefi 
in  all  but  the  firft  edition  in  Folio.  Mr.  Pofe» 
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5  Excite  the  mortified  man. 

Ang.  Near  Bimam-'WQod 
Shall  we  well  meet  them  ;    that  way  are  they  coming. 

Cath.  Who  knows,  if  Donalbain  be  with  his  bro- 
ther ? 

Len.  For  certain.  Sir,  he  is  not :  I've  a  fil^ 
Of  all  the  Gentry  ;  there  is  Sinjuarcfs  fon 
And  many  unrough  youths,  that  even  now, 
Protefl  their  firll  of  manhood. 

Ment.  What  does  the  tyrant  ? 

Cath.  Great  Dunfinane  he  flrongly  fortifies  ; 
Some  fay,  he's  mad  :  others,  that  lefTer  hate  him, 
Do  call  it  valiant  fury  :  but  for  certain. 
He  cannot  buckle  his  diftemper'd  Caufe 
Within  the  belt  of  Rule. 

Ang.  Now  do's  he  feel 
His  fecret  murthers  flicking  on  his  hands ; 
Now  minutely  Revolts  up-braid  his  faith -breach  > 
Thofe,  he  commands,  move  only  in  command, 
Nothing  in  love  :  now  does  he  feel  his  Title 
Hang  loofe  about  him,  like  a  giant's  robe 
Upon  a  dwarfifh  thief. 

Ment.  Who  then  fliall  blame 
His  pefter'd  fenfes  to  recoil,  and  Hart, 
When  all  that  is  within  him  does  condemn 
Itfelf,  for  being  there  ? 

Cath.  Well,  march  we  on. 
To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  ow'd : 
"^  Meet  we  the  med'cine  of  the  ficklyWeal, 
And  with  him  pour  we,  in  our  Country's  purge, 

5  Excite  the  mortified  wa»,]  Mr.  Theobald  will  needs  explain 
this  expreflion.  It  meam  (fays  lie)  the  man  ivho  has  abandoned 
bitnfelfto  defpair,  who  has  no  f pi r it  or  refolution  left.  And  to  fup- 
port  this  feofs  ai  mortififd  man,  he  quotts  mortijjcd  fpitit  in  ano- 
ther place.  But  if  this  was  ths  meaning,  Shakejpear  had  not  wrote 
the  mortijied  mar.  but  <2  mortijiid  man.  In  a  word  by  the  morti- 
Jiedman^  is  meant  a  Religious:,    one  who  has  fubdued  his  paflions, 

is  dead  to  the  world,  has  abandoned  it,    and  all  the  aftairs  of  it  j 
an  AJcetic. 

6  Meet  ive  the  med'cinf J  We  fhould  read  medecin, 

7.  e.  the  phylician.     Both  the  fenfe  and  pronoun  him,  in  the  next 
•line,  require  it. 

Each 
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Each-  drop  of  us. 

Len.  Or  fo  mach   as  it  needs. 
To  dew  the  fovereign  flower,  and  drown  the  weeds. 
Make  up  our  March  towards  Bimam. 

SCENE     III. 

The  Cajlle  ^/  D  u  n  s  i  n  A  N  E. 

Enter  Macbeth,  DoSlor,    and  Attendants', 

Mach  T>  R  I  N  G  me  no  more  Reports,    let  them 

J3  fly  all : 

'Till  Birnam-^00^  remove  to  Dunjtnane, 
I  cannot  taint  with  fear.     What's  the  boy  Malcolm  f 
Was  he  not  born  of  woman  ?  Spirits,  that  know 
7  All  mortal  confequences,  have  pronounc'd  it : 
Fear  not,  Macbeth  j  no  man  that's  horn  ofnvoman^ 
Shall  e'er  hanje  po'wer  upon  thee.\  '    Then  fly,  falfe 

Thanes, 
And  mingle  with  the  Englijh  Epicures. 
The  mind  I  fway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear. 
Shall  never  fagg  with  doubt,  nor  (hake  with  fear; 

Enter  a  Ser'vant. 
The  devil  damn  thee  black,   thou  cream-fac'd  lown  J 
Where  got'ft  thou  that  goofe-look  ? 

Ser.  There  are  ten  thoufand 

Macb.  Geefe,   villain  r 
Ser.  Soldiers,  Sir. 

Macb.   Go,  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear, 
Thou  lilly-liver'd  boy.     What  foldiers,  patch  ? 
Death  of  thy  foul !  « thofe  linnen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counfellors  to  fear.     What  foldiers,  whey-face  ? 
Ser.  The  Englijh  force,   fo  pleafe  you. 
Macb,  **  Take  thy  face  hence— 5^j/o«  / —I'm  fick 
at  heart, 

"  When  I  behold Seyton,  I  fay  ! This  pufli 

"  Will  cheer  me  ever,    or  difeafe  me  now. 

7  y?//wor/d/ confequences, ]  Conjequencei ,  for  CYcnts. 

8 thoje  Um-.en  cheeks  of  thine 

Are  Counfelhrs  to  fear.-\  The  meaning  is,    they  inftft  otherr 
v/ho  fee  tiiem   with  cowardice. 

R  5  **  I  -^^^'^ 
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"  I  have  liv'd  long  enough  :  9  niy  way  of  life 
"  Is  falPn  into  the  Sear,  the  yellow  leaf  : 

*  And  that,  which  Ihould  accompany  old  age, 

*  As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 

*  I  mufl  not  look  to  have  :  but,  iu  their  ftead, 

*  Curfes  not  loud  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath, 

*  Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  not» 
Seytofiy '—   ' 

Enter  Seyton; 

Sey.  What  is  your  gracious  pleafure  ? 

Much.  What  news  more? 

Sey.  All  is  confirm'd,  my  lord,  which  was  reported. 

Macb,  I'll  fight,    'till  from  my  bones  my  flefh  b« 
hackt  ; 
Give  me  my  armour. 

Sej.  'Tis  not  needed  yet. 

Mack  I'll  put  it  on. 
Send  out  more  horfes,  Ikirre  the  country  round  ; 
Hang  thofe,  that  talk  of  fear.     Give  me  mine  armour* 
Haw  do's  your  Patient,  Dodlor  ? 

Do^.  Not  fo  fick,  my  lord, 
As  fhe  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  fancies. 
That  keep  her  from  her  reft, 

Mncb.  Cure  her  of  that  : 

*  Canil  thou  not  minifter  to  a  mind  difeas'd, 

*  Fiuck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  forrow, 

*  Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain  ; 

*  And,,  with  fom.e  fweet  oblivious  antidote, 

*  Cleanfe  the  ftufF'd  bofom  of  that  perilous  liufF, 
^  Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  I 

Doa^  Therein  the  Patient 
Muil  minifter  unto  himfelf. 

Macb^  "  Throw  phyfick  to  the  dogs.    111  none 
of  it 

9  '   '     gay  way  of  life 

UfalCn  into  the  Sear, ]   An  Anonymous  would  have  it, 

-  my  May  of  life  : 

But  he  did  nor  confider  that  Macbeth  is  not  here  fpeaking  of  his 
rule  or  governmei)t,  or  of 'any  fudden  change  j  but  of  the  gradual  de- 
cline cf  life,  as  .->ppears  from  this  line, 

And  that,  ivbicb  Jhould  accompany  old  age. 
And  Wtf^>  is  uied  fcr  ccurffj  progr^fs* 

Come, 
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Come,  put  my  armour  on  ;  give  me  my  ftafF. 
Seytorty  fend  out — Do^lor,  the  Thanes  fly  from  me— ♦ 
Come,  Sir,  difpatch — If  thou  couldft,  Doftor,  call 
The  water  of  my  Land,  find  her  difeafe. 
And  purge  it  to  a  found  and  prilline  health ; 
I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  Echo, 
That  fhould  applaud  again.    Pull't  off,  I  fay— 
»  What  rubarb,  fenna,  or  what  purgative  drug, 
Would  fcour  thefe  Englijh  hence  !  hear'ft  thou  of  themf 

Doa.  Ajy  my  good  lord  -,   your  royal  Preparation 
Makes  us  hear  fomething. 

Macb,  Bring   it  after  me  j 
I  will  not  be  afraid  of  death  and  bane, 
'Till  Birnant-forei}.  come  to  Dunfinane* 

DoSi.  Were  I  -from  Dunfinane  away  and  clear. 
Profit  again  fhould  hardly  draw  me  here.       \JE,xeunf» 

SCENE    IV.     Changes  to  Birnam-JTW. 

Enter  Malcolm,  Siward,  MacdufF,  Siward'j  Sotty  Men- 
teth  ;  Cathnefs,  Angus,  and  Soldiers  marching', 

Mai.  A^OUSINS  ;    I  hope  the  days  are  near  at 

V!>i         hand, 
That  chambers  will  be  fafe. 

Ment.  We  doubt  it  nothing. 

Sinju.  What  wood  is  this  before  us  ? 

Ment,  The  wood  of  Bimam, 

Mai.  Let  every  foldier  hew  him  down  a  bough. 
And  bear't  before  him  ;  thereby  Ihall  we  lliadow 
The  numbers  of  our  Hoft,  and  make  difcov'ry 
Err  in  report  of  us. 

Scld.  It  fhall  be  done. 

Sinxj.  We  learn  no  other,  *  but  the  conlin'd  tyrant 

Keeps 

1  WbatrMhzTh,  fenna, ■»  ■  ]  Sbahefpear  {hon\A  nothive  in- 
ftanced  in  the  tribe  of  gentle  purgatives  when  he  talked  of  fcouring 
out  the  EngVJh. 

X  — Awf  r^e  CONFIDE KT  tyrant'\  The  editors  have  here  fpoU'd 
the  meafure  in  order  to  give  a  tyrant  an  epithet  that  does  not  be- 
long to  him  ;  (naniely  confidena,  or  repofing  hinafelf  fecurely  in 
any  thing  or  perfon)  while  they  rejefted  the  true  one,  expreflive  of 

a  tyrant** 
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Keeps  ftill  in  Dunfinane,  and  will  endure 
Our  fetting  down  before't. 

Mai.  'Tis  his  main  hope  : 
For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given, 
Both  more  and  lefs  have  given  him  the  Revolt  i 
And  none  ferve  with  him  but  conftrained  tilings, 
Whofe  hearts  are  abfent  too. 

Macd.  Let  our  juft  cenfures 
'Attend  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
Induftrious  foldierihip. 

SHv.  The  time  approaches, 
"  That  will  with  due  decifion  make  us  know 
*'  3  What  we  fhall  fay  we  have,  and  what  we  owe : 
**  Thoughts  fpeculative  their  unfure  hopes  relate  -, 
**  But  certain  iffue  Strokes  muft  arbitrate  : 
Towards  which,  advance  the  war.    {Exeunt  marching. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Changes  to  the  Cafile  of  Dunfmane. 

'^nter  Macbeth,  Seyton,  and  Soldiers  luith  drums  and 
colours. 

^ach.\irAl<lG   out  our  banners  on  the  outward 

XX         walls, 
The  Cry  is  ftill,  they  come :    our  Caftle's  ftrength 
Will  laugh  a  fiege  to  fcorn.     Here  let  them  lye, 
'Till  famine  and  the  ague  eat  them  up  : 
^  Were  they  not  forc'd  with  thofe  that  fhould  be  ours, 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful,    beard  to  beard. 
And  beat  them  backward  home.     What  is  that  noife  ? 

[^  cry  IV i thin  of  ijoomtn, 

Sey.  It  IS  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  lord. 

Mach.  I  have  almoft  forgot  the  tafte  of  fears : 
The  time  has  been,  my  fenfes  would  have  cool'd  1 

a  tyrant's  jealoufy  and  fufpicion,    and  declarative  of  the  faft.     W« 
muft  furciy  read* 

tbe  confik'd  tyrant. 

3  ff^bat  ive  Jhallfay  ««  have,  and -what  five  owe  :!  ;,  e.  pre 
ftrty  and  allegia-nte.  -^  '  ^ 

4  V/ert  they  nca  forc'd  ivitb  tbofe ]  Forced,  for  re-Jnforc'd. 

Mr.  Pot>e. 

Te 
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To  hear  a  night-lhriek  ;  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  difmal  treatife  rouze  and  iHr, 
As  life  were  in't.     5  I  have  fupt  full  with  horrors ; 
Direnefs,  familiar  to  my  flaught'rous  thoughts. 
Cannot  once  ftart  me.     Wherefore  was  that  Cry  ? 

Sey.  The  Queen,  my  Lord,  is  dead. 

Macb.  She  Ihould  have  dy'd  hereafter  : 
There  would  have  been  a  time  for  fuch  a  word. 

*  To  morrow,  and  to  morrow,  and  to  morrow, 

*  Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day, 

*  To  the  laft  Tillable  of  recorded  time ; 

*  And  all  our  yefterdays  have  lighted  fools 

*  ^  The  way  to  dufky  death.     Out,  out,  brief  candle ! 

*  Life's  but  a  walking  Ihadow,  a  poor  Player, 

*  That  ftruts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  Stage, 
'  And  then  is  heard  no  more  !  It  is  a  Tale, 

<  Told  by  an  ideot,  full  of  found  and  fury, 

*  Signifying  nothing  ! 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Thou  com'ft  to  ufe  thy  tongue :    thy  ftory  quickly. 

Mef.  My  gracious  lord, 
I  {hould  report  That  which,  I  fay,  I  faw, 
But  know  not  how  to  do't. 

Macb.  Well,  fay  it,  Sir. 

Mef.  As  rdid  Hand  my  watch  upon  the  hill> 
I  lookM  toward  Bimam,  and  anon,  methought. 
The  Wood  began  to  move. 

Macb.  Liar,  and  fiave  !  [Striking  him. 

Mef.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if't  be  not  fo: 
Within  this  three  mile  may  you  fee  it  coming ; 
I  fay,  a  moving  grove. 

5  1  have  fup''t  full  with  horrors  j]  The  Oxford  Editor  al- 
ters this  to, 

Jurfeited  ivitb  horrors ; 

And  fo,  for  the  fake  of  >  polittt  \  hrafe,  h^s  made  the  fpeaker 
talk  abfurdly.  Frr  the  thing  we  forfeit  of,  wc  behod  with  uneafi- 
nefs  and  abhorrence.  But  the  fpaker  fays,  the  things  he  fupt  full 
</,  were  grown  Jamil. ar  to  tim,  and  he  7iewed  them  without 
emotion. 

6  Theioay  to-DVsyy  death.—  "]  We  fliould  read  dusky,  as  ap- 
pears from  the  figurative  term  lighted.  The  Oxford  Editor  has  con- 
sefccnded  to  approve  of  it« 

Macb. 
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Macb,  If  thou  fpeak'll  falfe. 
Upon  the  next  tree  fhalt  thou  hang  alive, 
'Till  famine  cling  thee  :    If  thy  fpeech  be  footh, 

I  care  not,  if  thou  doll  for  me  as  much 

7  I  pull  in  Refolution,  and  begin 

To  doubt  th'  equivocation  of  the  fiend. 

That  lies  like  truth.     Fear  not,  'till  Birnzmcwood 

Do  come  to  Dunfinane, and  now  a  wood 

Comes  towards  Dunftnane.     Arm,  arm,  and  out ! 

If  this,  which  he  avouches,   does  appear. 

There  is  nor  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here. 

I  'gin  to  be  a  weary  of  the  Sun  j 

And  w;fh  the  ftate  o'  th'  world  were  now  undone. 

Ring  the  alarum  Bell ;  blow,  wind  !  come,  wrack  .' 

At  leall,  we'll  die  with  hamefs  on  our  back.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VI.     Before  Dunfmane. 

Enter  Malcolm,    Siward,    Macduff,    and  their  Army 
'with   Boughs, 

^^^'  IVT^^'    "^^^  enough:    your  leafy  fcreens 

X^  throw  dovvn, 

And  Ihew  like  thofe  you  are.     You  (worthy  uncle) 
Shall  with  my  Coufin,  your  right  noble  fon. 
Lead  our  firft  battle.     Brave  Ma cduf  and  we 
Shall  take  upon's  v/hat  elfe  remains  to  do^ 
According  to  our  order. 
Siiv.  Fare  you  well  : 
Do  We  but  find  the  Tyrant's  Power  to-night. 
Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight. 

Macd  Make  all  our  trumpets  fpeak,    give  them  all 
breath, 
Thofe  clam'rous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death.  [E^se, 

[Alarums  continued. 
Enter  Macbeth. 
Macb.  They've  ty'd  me  to  a  ftake,  I  cannot  fly, 
iSut,  bear-like,  I  muft  fight  the  courfe.     What's  he, 

tfJr'f word!"  ^^^''^"'^"' J  Resolution,  /or  confidence  ;n  ano- 

That 
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That  was  not  born  of  woman  ?  fuch  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  young  Siward. 
To.  Sinv.  What  is  thy  name  ? 
Mach.  Thou'lt  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 
To.  Siiv.  No  :   though  thou  call'ft  thy  felf  a  hotter 
name. 
Than  any  is  in  hell. 

MacL  My  name's  Macbeth. 
To.  Siw,  The  devil  himfelf  could  not  pronounce  a 
title 
More  hateful  to  mine  ear. 
Macb.  No,  nor  more  fearful. 
To.  Sinv.  Thou  liell,    abhorred  Tyrant  j    with  my 
fword 
I'll  prove  the  lie  thou  fpeak'll. 

[Fight,  and  young  Sivvard'j  Jlain^ 

Mach.  Thou  waft  born  of  woman  ; 

But  fwords  I  fmile  at,   weapons  laugh  to  fcGrn, 
Brandifti'd  by  man  that's  of  a  woman  born.       [Exit. 
Alarums.      Enter  Macdufr. 
MacdJY\i2l  way  the  noife  is  :  Tyrant^  (hew  thy  face  5. 
If  thou  be'il  {lain,  and  with  no  ftroke  of  mine. 
My  wife  and  children's  ghofts  will  haunt  me  ftill. 
I  cannot  ftrike  at  wretched  Kernes,  whofe  arms 
Are  hir'd  to  bear  their  ftaves  :  Or  thou,  Macbeth^ 
Or  elfe  my  fword  with  an  unbatter'd  edge 
I  (heath  again  undeeded.     There  thou  fhould'ft  be- 
By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greateil  note 
Seems  bruited      Let  me  find  him,  fortune? 
And  more  I  beg  not.  [Exit.  Alarum. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Siward. 
Siiv.  This  way,   my  lord,    the  Cattle's  gently  ren- 
der'd : 
The  tyrant's  people  on  both  fides  do  fight ; 
The  noble  Thanes  do  bravely  in  the  war  ; 
The  day  almoft  itfelf  profefles  yours. 
And  little  is  to  do. 

Mai.  We've  met  with  foes. 
That  ftrike  befide  us. 
Si^.  Enter,  Sir,  the  Caftle.        [Exeunt.    Alammi 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VIL 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Mach.  Why  Ihould  I  play  the  Roman  fool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  fword  ?  whilft  I  fee  lives,  the  gafhes 
Do  better  upon  thenri. 

To  himy  enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  Turn,  hell-hound,  turn. 

Macb.  Of  all  men  elfe  I  have  avoided  thee : 
But  get  thee  back,  my  foul  is  too  much  charg'd 
With  blood  of  thine  already. 

Macd.  I've  no  words ; 
My  voice  is  in  my  fword !  thou  bloodier  villain, 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out.         {Eight,    Alarum. 

M^r^.  Thou  lofeft  labour  J 
As  eafie  may 'ft  thou  the  intrenchant  air 
With  thy  keen  fword  imprefs,  as  make  me  bleed  : 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crefts, 
I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  muft  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  born. 

Macd,  Defpair  thy  Charm  ! 
And  let  the  Angel,  whom  thou  ftill  haft  ferv'd, 
Tell  thee,  Macduff  was  from  his  mother's  womb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Mach,  Acturfed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  io. 
For  it  hath  cow'd  my  better  part  of  man  ; 
And  be  thefe  juggling  fends  no  more  believ'd. 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  fenfe  j 
That  keep  the  word  of  promife  to  our  ear. 
And  break  it  to  our  hope  !   I'll  not  fight  with  thee. 

Macd.  Then  yield  ::hee,  coward. 
And  live  to  be  the  fhew ,   and  gaze  o'  th'  time. 
We'll  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monuerc  are. 
Painted  upon  a  pole,  and  under-writ. 
Here  may  you  fee  the  tyf^nt. 

Mach.  I  will  YiOi  yield. 
To  kifs  the  ground  before  young  Malcolms  feet : 
And  to  be  baited  wifh  the  rabble's  Ci  j :  e. 
Though  Birnam-woQ^  be  come  to  D',:.ijinanep  y^ ,  _ 
And  thou,  oppos'd,  be  of  no  woman  bom,;' ■*''^" 

■    Yet 
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Yet  I  will  try  the  laft.     Before  my  body 

I  throw  my  warlike  fliield.     Lay  on,  Macduff  \ 

And  damn'd  be  he,  that  firft  cries,  "  hold,  enough. 

{Exeunt  fighting.     Alarums. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Retreat  and  fiourilh.     Enter  nvith  Drum  and  Colours^ 
Malcolm,  Si  ward,  Rofle,  Ihanes,  and  Soldiers. 

Mai.  I  would,  the  friends,  we  mifs,  were  fafe  arriv'd. 

Sirixj.  Somemuft  go  ofF:  and  yet,  by  thefe  I  fee. 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

Mai.  Macduff  is  miffing,  and  your  noble  fon. 

Roffe.  Your  fon,  my  lord,  has  paid  a  foldier's  debt  j 
He  only  liv'd  but  'till  he  was  a  man. 
The  which  no  fooner  had  his  prowefs  confirmed. 
In  the  unfhrinking  llation  where  he  fought. 
But  like  a  man  he  dy'd. 

Sinx).  Then  is  he  dead  ?  ^ 

Roffe.  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  field:  your  caufe  of 
forrow 
Muft  not  be  meafurM  by  his  worth,   for  then 
It  hath  no  end. 

Si^v.  Had  he  his  hurts  before  ? 

Ro/Je.  Ay,  on  the  front. 

Sinv.  Why  then,  God's  foldier  be  he  ! 
Had  I  as  many  fons  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  wifh  them  to  a  fairer  death  J 
And  fo  his  knell  is  knoU'd. 

Mai.  He's  worth  more  forrow. 
And  that  I'll  fpend  for  him. 

Sin.v.  He's  worth  no  more  i 
They  fay,  he  parted  well,  and  paid  his  fcore. 
So,  God  be  with  him  !— Here  comes  newer  comfort. 
Enter  Macduff,  r^ith  Macbeth'^  head. 

Macd.  Hail,  King  !  for  fo  thou  art.    Behold,  where 
ftands 
Th'  Ufurper's  curfed  head  ;  the  time  is  free  : 
I  fee  thee  compaft  with  thy  Kingdom's  Peers, 
That  fpeak  my  falutation  in  their  minds : 


37^     The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth. 

Whofe  voices  I  defire  aloud  with  mine; 
Hail,  Kingcf  icot/an^if 

JIL  Hail,  King  of  Scotland!  [Flounjh. 

Mai.  We  fhall  not  fpend  a  large  expence  of  time,  ' 
Before  we  reckon  with  your  fev'ral  loves. 
And  make  us  even  with  you.     "[haves  and  kinfmen. 
Henceforth  be  Earls,  tae  iirlt  that  ever  Scotland 
Jn  fuch  an  honour  nam'd.     What's  more  ro  do. 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  uirh  the  time/ 
As  calling  home  our  exii'd  friends  abroad. 
That  fled  the  fnares  of  watchfjl  tyranny  ; 
Producing  forth  the  cruel  minUers 
Of  this  dead  butcher,  and  his  fiend-like  Queen  j 
(Who,  as  'tis  thought,  by  felf  and  violent  hands 
Took  off  her  life ;)  this,  and  what  needful  elfe 
That  calls  upon  us,    by  the  grace  of  God, 
We  will  perform  in  meafure,  time  md  place  : 
So  thanks  to  all  at  once,  and  to  eacli  one. 
Whom  we  imvite  jto  fee  ws  crown'd  at  Scone. 

\JkuriJh^     Exsunt  mmt^ 


C.  MAR. 


C.  MAR  CI  us 


CORIOLANUS. 


Dramatis   Perfonee. 


Caius   Marcius    Goriolanus,    a  nolle  Roman, 

hated  by  the  common  People, 
Titus  Lartius,       \    Generals  againii  the  Volfcians,  and 
Cominius,  J  Friends  to  Goriolanus. 

Menenias  Agrippa,  Friend  to  Goriolanus. 
Sicinius  Velu.us,  )    Tribunes  of  the  People,  and  enemies 
Jiinios  Brutus,      J  to  Goriolanus. 

Tallus  Auiidius,  General  of  the  Volfcians, 
Lieuten-^nt  to  Aufidius. 
Toun^  ^  'arcius  Son  to  Goriolanus. 
Conjpirators  nxiith  Aufidius, 


Volumnia,  Mother  to  Goriolanus, 
yirgilia.  Wife  to  Goriolanus. 
Valeria,  Friend  to  Virgilia, 

Roman  and  Volfclan  Senators,  Mdihs^  tiBors,  Soh 
dierSf  Common  People,  Ser^vants  to  Aufidius,  and 
other  Attendants. 

The  S  G  E  N  E   is  partly  in  Rome  ;  and  partly  in  the 
Territories  of  the  Volfcians,  ^W  Antiates. 
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CORIOLANUS. 

A  C  T.    I.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

J  Street  in  ROM  E. 

j^nter  a  company  of  mutinous  Citizens  ijoith  JIa'ves,  cluhsp 
and  other  ^weapons. 

I  CITIZEN. 

BEFORE  we  proceed  any  farther,   hear  me 
fpeak. 
Ml.  Speak,  {peak. 
I  Cit.  You  are  all  refolv'd  rather  to  die,   than  to 
fami(h  ? 

AIL  Refolv'd,  Refolv'd. 

1  Cit.  Firfl,  you  know,  Cains  Marcius  is  the  chief 
€nemy  to  the  people. 

All.  We  knovv't,  we  know't. 

1  Cit.  Let  us  kill  him,  and  we'll  have  Corn  at  our 
own  price.     Is't  a  Verdid  ? 

AIL  No  more  talking  on't,  let't  be  done ;  away,  away, 

2  Cit,  One  word,  good  Citizens: 

!  Cit,  We  are  accounted  poor  Citizens ;  the  Pa- 
tricians, good  :  what  Authority  furfeits  on,  would  re- 
lieve us:  if  they  would  yield  us  but  the  fuperfluity, 
while  it  w^re  wholefome,  we  might  guefs,  they  re- 
lieved us  humanely  :  but  they  think,  we  are  too  dear  j 
the  leannefs  that  afflids  us,  the  objeft  of  our  mifery, 
is  as  an  inventory  to  particularize  their  abundance; 
our  fuiferance  is  a  gain  to  them.     '  Let  us  revenge 

this 

I  htt  u%  rtveage  ourfehes  with  our  Pikes,  ere  nvt  become  Rakes  ij 
It  was  ^bakejpear'%  deijga  to  makt;  this  iiellow  ciuibblc  all  the  way, 

Bat 
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this  with  our  pikes,  ere  we  become  rakes :  for  the  Gods 
know,  1  fpeak  this  in  hunger  for  bread,  not  in  thirft 
for  revenge. 

2  Cit.  Would  you  proceed  efpecially  againft  Caim 
Marcius  ? 

All.  Againft  him  ftrft  :  he's  a  very  dog  to  the  Com- 
monalty. 

zCit.  Confider  you,  what  fervices  he  has  done  for 
his  Country  ? 

I  Cit.  Very  well ;  and  could  be  content  to  give 
him  good  report  for't ;  but  that  he  pays  himfelf  with 
being   proud. 

Al'.  Nay,  but  fpeak  not  malicioully. 

\  Cit,  I  fay  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  famoufly, 
he  did  It  to  that'  end  ;  though  foft-confcienc'd  men 
can  be  content  to  fay,  it  was  for  his  Country  ;  he  did 
It  to  pleafe  his  njother,  and  to  be  partly  proud;  which 
he  is,  even  to  the  altitude  of  his- virtue. 

2  Cit.  ^  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature,  you 
account  a  vice  in  him  :  you  muft  in  no  ways  fay  he 
is  covetous,  •^' 

I  Cit.  If  I  muft  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of  accu- 
lations  i  he  hath  faults,  with  furplus,  to  tire  in  repe- 
tition. {Shouts  rivithin:]  What  Ihouts  are  thofe  ?  the 
other  fide  o^  th'  City  is  rifen  ,•    why  ftay  we  prating 

here  r     To  the  Capitol i'        h 

Ali  Come,    come. 

I  Cit.  Soft —  who  comes  here  ? 

But  Time,  who  has  done  Greater  things,  has  here  flifled  a  miferabfe 
]oke  ;  which  was  then  the  fame  as  if  it  had  been  now  wrote  Let  us 
teuenge  cut  fehes  ivitb  forks  ere  we  becoive  rakes  :  For  Pihs  then 
iignified  the  fame  as  Forks  does  now.     So  Jeive!  in  his  own  tranJla- 

U^ncifhxsylpolo^,   turns  Cbri/Iiams  ad  imc2s  condemtiare    to 

To  condemn  Chrifiians  to  the  pikes.  But  the  Oxford  Editor  with- 
out  knowing  any  thing  of  this,  has  with  greot  fagacity  found  out 
the  loke,  and  reads  on  his  own  authority  Pitch-forks. 

2  What  he  cannot  help  in  bis  nature,  you  count  a  -vice  in  him.-l 
Vice  js  heie  ufed  inaccurately  for  crime.  For  a  -vice,  that  is  a  de- 
ieft  in  his  nature,  it  was,  by  the  coafeflion  of  the  fpeaker. 
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SCENE     IL 

£■77/^^  Menenius  Agrippa. 

7.  Cit.  Worthy   Menenius  -Agrippa ;    one  that  hatli 
always  lov'd  the  People. 

1  Cit.  He's  one  honeft  enough;  'would,  all  the  reft 
were  {o  ! 

Men.  What  Work's,    my  Countrymen,     in  hand  ? 
where   go   you 
With  bats  and  clubs?  the  ma-ter — Speak,  I  pray  you. 

2  Cit.  Our  bufmefs  is  not  unknown  to  the  aerate  ; 
they  have  had  inkling,  this  fortnight,  what  w«  intend 
to  do,  which  now  we'll  fhew  'em  m  deeds  :  they  fay, 
poor  Suiters  have  ftrong  breaths ;  theyihall  know,  we 
have  ftrong  arms  too. 

Mien.  Why,  Mafters,    my  good  Friends,   mine  ho- 
nell  Neighbours^ 
Will  you  undo  your  felves  ? 

2  Cit.  We  cannot,   Sir,   we  are  undone  already. 

Men.  I  tell  you.  Friends,  moll  charitable  care 
Have  the  Patricians  cf  you  :  For  your  wants. 
Your  fufFerings  in  this  Dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  Heaven  with  your  ftaves,  as  lift  them 
Againft  the  Roman  State  ;  whofe  Courfe  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,    cracking  ten  thoufand  Curbs 
Of  more  ftrong  Links  afunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  Impediment.     For  the  Dearth, 
The  Gods,   not  the  Patricians,  make  it ;    and 
Your  Knees  to  them  {not  Arms)  muft  help.     Alack, 
You  are  tranfported  by  Calamity 
Thither  where  more  attends  you  j   and  you  flander 
The  Helms  o'  th'  State,  who  care  for  you  like  Fathers, 
When  you  curfe  them  as  Enemies. 

2  Cit.  Care  for  us  ! true,  indeed! they  ne'er 

car'd  for  us  yet.  Suffer  us  to  famifti,  and  their  Store- 
houfes  cramm'd  with  grain  :  make  Edids  for  Ufury, 
to  fupport  Ufurers;  repeal  daily  any  vvholefome  Aft 
eftabliftied  againft  the  Rich,  and  provide  more  piercing 
Statutes  daily  to  chain  up  and  reftrain  the  Poor.  If 
the  Wars  eat  us  not  up,  they  will  1  and  there's  all  the 
love  they  bear  us. 

M(n, 
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Men.  Either  you  mufl 
Confefs  yourfelves  won'drous  malicious. 
Or  be  accus'd  of  folly.     I  ihall  tell  you 
A  pretty  Tale,  (it  may  be,  you  have  heard  it ; ) 
But,  fmce  it  ferves  my  purpofe  ,  ?  I  will  venture 
To  fcale't  a  little  more. 

2  Cit.   Well, 
I'll  hear  it,  Sir,  —  yet  you  muft  not  think 
To  fob  off  our  difgraces  with  a  Tale  i 
But,  an't  pleafe  you,  deliver. 

Men.  There  was  a  time,  when  all  the  body's  memberi 
Rcbeird  againft  the  belly  :  thus  accus'd  it  ;  — 
That  only,  like  a  Gulf,  it  did  remain 
r  th'  midft  o'  th'  body,  idle  and  una6live. 
Still  cupboarding  the  Viand,  never  bearing 
Like  labour  with  the  reft  ;  where  th'  other  inftruments 
Did  fee,  and  hear,  devife,  inftruft,  walk,  kt\. 
And  mutually  participate,  did  minifter 
Unto  the  appetite,  and  afFeilion  common 
Of  the  whole  body.     The  belly  anfwer'd 

2  Cit.  Well,  Sir,  what  anfwer  made  the  belly  ? 

Men.  Sir,  I  (hall  tell  you.— With  a  kind  of  fmile. 
Which  ne'er  came  from  the  lungs,  but  even  thus  , 

(For  look  you,  J  may  make  the  belly  fmile. 
As  well  as  fpeak)  it  tauntingly  reply 'd 
To  th'  difcontented  Members,  th'  mutinous  Parts, 
That  envied  his  receit  :  4-  even  fo  molt  fitly. 
As  you  malign  our  Senators,  for  that 
They  are  not  fuch  as  you  -— 

2  Cit.  Your  belly's  anfwer  ..  what ! 

The  kingly-crowned  head,  the  vigilant  eye. 


I  ivill  venture 


To  scale't  a  little  more.^  Thus  all  the  editions,  as  Mr, 
Theobald  confeffes,  who  ajters  it  KofiaWt.  And  for  a  good  reafon, 
becaufe  he  can  find  no  fenfe  (he  fays)  in  the  common  reading.  For 
as  good  ar  eafon,  I,  who  can,  have  reftored  the  old  one  to  its  place. 
To  jcaWt  fignifying  to  weigh,  examine  and  apply  it.  The  author 
ufes  it  again,  in  the  fame  fenfe,  in  this  very  play. 

Scaling    hi%  prejent  bearing  ivitb  his  pafi. 
And  fo  Fletcher  in  The  Maid  in  the  Mill, 

What  SCALE  my  invention  before  band  f  you  pall  pardon  me  for  tbat* 
4  — —  — .  —  —  even  Jo  tnojl  litly.]  ;',  r,  exact  J  v. 

The 
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TThe  counfellor  heart,  the  arm  our  foldier. 
Our  fleed  the  leg,  the  tongue  our  trumpeter  ; 
With  other  muniments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabrick,  if  that  they 

Men.  What  then  ?-  'Fore  me,  this  fellow  rpeak5. 
What  then  ?  what  then  ? 

2,  Cit.  Should  by  the  cormorant  belly  be  reilrain'd, 
Who  is  the  fmk  o'th'  body,- • 

Men.  Well, — what  then  r 

2  Cit.  The  former  Agents,  if  they  did  complain. 
What  could  the  belly  aiifwer  ? 

Men.  I  v/ill  tell  you, 
If  you'll  beliow  a  (mall  (of  what  you.  have  lirlc) 
Patience,  awhile;  you'll  hear  the.  belly's  anrv,cr. 

2  Cit.  Y'are  long  about  it. 

Men.  Note  me  this,  good  Friend ; 
Your  moll  grave  belly  was  deliberate. 
Not  ralh,  like  his  accufers  j  and  thus  anfwer'd  ; 
True  is  it,  my  incorporate  Friends,  quoth  he. 
That  I  receive  the  general  food  at  firil. 
Which  you  do  live  upon  ;  and  fit  it  is, 
Becaufe  I  am  the  ilore-hoafe,  and  the  iliop 
Of  the  whole  body.     But,  if  you  do  rememJbcJr, 
I  fend  it  through  the  rivers  of  your  blood. 
Even  to  the  Court,  the  Heart ;  to  th'  feat  o'th'  brain  ; 
And,  through  the  cranks  and  offices  of  man. 
The  flrongcil:  nerves,  and  fmall  inferior  veins. 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency, 
Whereby  they  live.     And  tho'  that  all  at  once. 
You,    my  good  Friends,    (this  fays   the   belly)   mark 
me 

2  Cit.  Ay,  Sir,  well,  well. 

Men.  Though  all  at  once  cannot 
See  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each, 
Yet  I  can  make  my  audit  up,  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  fiow'r  of  all, 
And  leave  me  but  the  bran.     What  fay  you  to't  ? 

z  Cit.  It  was  an  anfvver  ; hov/ app-y  you  this> 

Men.  The  Senators  of  Romezre  this  good  belly. 
And  you^the  mutinous  Members ;  for  examine 
Their  Counfels,  and  their  Cares ;  digeft  things  riz^tly. 

Vol.  VI.  S  Touching 


jS(J 
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Touching  the  weal  o'th*  Common ;  you  fhall  find. 
No  publick  benefit,  which  you  receive. 
But  it  proceeds,  or  comes,  from  them  to  you, 
And  no  way  from  your  felves.     What  do  you  think'? 
You,  the  great  toe  of  this  Affembly  f 

2  Cit    I  the  great  toe  !  why,  the  great  toe  ? 

Men.  For  that,  being  one  o'th'  loweft,  bafeft,  poor« 
eA, 
Of  this  moft  wife  Rebellion,  thou  goeft  foremoft  : 
Thou  rafcal,  that  are  worft  in  blood  to  run, 
iiead'fl  firft,  to  win  fome  vantage.  ■ 

But  make  you  ready  your  ftifF  bats  and  clubs, 
Rome^ind  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle  : 
The  one  fide  muft  have  5  bale. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Caius  Marcius. 
Hail,  noble  Marcius! 

Mar.  Thanks.     What's  the  matter,  you  diffcntioua 
rogues. 
That,  rubbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  opinion. 
Make  your  feives  fcabs  ? 

2  Cit.  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 
Mar,  He,  that   will  give  good  words  to  thee,  will 
flatter 
Beneath  abhorring.   ^  What  would  you  have,  ye  Curs, 

That 


baU."]     This  word  fpelt  right  by  Mr.  Theobald* 


(,  .  What  ivould  you  ba've,  ye  Curs. 

That   LiK^    NCR  feace^  mr  "war  f     ~ he  one  effrightt  ycu, 

The  ctbtr  maht  yow  prord.  ]  That  they  did  net  like  war 

Is  evident  from  tiu  rcafon  afficnfd,  cf  its  frighting  them  j  but  why 
they  (hnuU  not  like  peace  (and  the  realon  cf  tha*^  too  is  affigned) 
will  be  vej-y  hard  to  coure've.  Peace,  he  f'.ys,  made  them  prcud, 
by  bringing  v.ith  it  an  iiKit ale  of  Wilth  3nd  power,  for  thofe  are 
what  make  a  people  p"Oud  ;  but  then  thofe  ai?  what  th^y  like  but  too 
well,  and  io  mufr  needs  like  peace  the  parent  cf  them.  This  being 
eontrary  to  what  the  text  fays,  we  may  be  aiTuied  it  is  corrupt, 
and  tliat  Shakejpear  wrote, 

Tf:>ttt  t'lKEs  "HOT  peace f  tiorxvar?  — 

/j  e.  Whom  neither  p«acc  nor  war  fits  cr  agrees  yrith;  m  makiflg 

them 
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That  likes  not  peace,  nor  war  ?  The  one  affrights  youi 

The  other  makes  you  proud.     He  that  trulls  to  you. 

Where  he  ftiould  find  you  lions,  finds  you  hares : 

Wher€  foxes,  geefe :  You  are  no  furer,  no. 

Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  ice, 

Or  hailftone  in  the  Sun.     Your  virtue  is. 

To  make  him  worthy,  Whofe  offence  fubdues  him. 

And  curfe  that  jufticc,  did  it.  Who  deferves  Greatnefs, 

Deferves  your  Hate  ;  and  your  alfeftions  are 

A  fick  man's  appetite,  who  defires  moft  That 

Which  would  encreafe  his  evil.     He,  that  depends 

Upon  your  favours,  fwims  with  fins  of  lead. 

And  hews  down  oaks  with  rulhes.     Hang  ye— — — 

trull  ye ! 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind. 
And  call  him  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate  i 
Him  vile,  that  was  your  garland      What*s  the  matter. 
That  in  the  feveral  places  of  the  City 
You  cry  againft  the  noble  Senate,  who 
(Under  the  Gods)  keep  you  in  awe,  which  clfe 
Would  feed  on  one  another  ?  what's  their  Seeking  f 

Men.  For  corn  at  their  own  rates,  whereof,  they  fay. 
The  city  is  well  llor'd. 

Mar.  Hang  'em  :  they  fay  f. 
They'll  fit  by  th'  fire,  and.prcfume  to  know 
What's  done  i'th'   Capitol  5  who's  like  to  rife  ; 
Who  thrives,    and  who  declines :  fide  fadions,   an^ 

give  out 
Conjedural  marriages  5  making  parties  flrong^ 
And  feebling  fuch,  as  Hand  not  in  their  Liking, 
Below   their  cobled  Ihooes.     They  fay,  there's  Grain 

enough  ! 
Would  the  Nobility  lay  afide  their  ruth, 

them  either  proud  or  cowardly.  By  this  reading,  f't^fe  and  tvaf, 
from  being  the  accufatives  to  likes,  become  the  nominative?.  But 
the  Editors  not  undarltanding  this  conftru£tion,  aad  feein \ ///f«  a 
verb  lingular,  to  Curs  a  noun  p'ural,  which  they  fuppos'd  the 
nominative  to  it,  would,  in  order  to  fhew  their  skill  in  gra-nmar, 
alter  it  to  like  j  but  likes  for  pleafes  was  common  with  the  writer* 
of  this  time.  So  FUtcbcr\  Maid's  Tragedy  j 
What  Uok  Uktsycu  btjl  ? 

S  2  And 
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And  let  me  ufe  my  fword,  I'd  make  a  quarry 
With  thoufands  of  thefe  quarter'd  Slaves,  as  high 
As  I  could  pitch  my  lance. 

Men.  Nay,  thefe  are  aimed  thoroughly  perfuaded : 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  difcretion. 
Yet  are  they  pafling  cowardly.     But,  I  befeech  you. 
What  fays  the  other  troop  ? 

Mar.  They  are  diflblv'd  ;  hang 'em. 
They  faid  they  were  an  hungry,  figh'd  forth  Proverbs  j 

That  hunger  broke  Jlone  nvalis that  dogsmuj}  eat,  - 

That  meat  nvas  made  for  mouths — that  the  Gods  fent  not 

Corn  for  the  rich  men  only  — With  thefe  fliredfi 

They  vented   their   complainings :    which  being   an- 

fwer'd. 
And  a  Petition  granted  them,  a  ftrange  one. 
To  break  the  lieart  of  Generofity, 
And  make  bold  Power  look  pale ;  they  threw  their 

caps 
As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o'th'  Moon, 
7  Shouting  their  emulation. 
Men.  What  is  granted  them  ? 
Mar.  Five  Tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar  wifdoms. 
Of  their  own  choice.     One's  Junius  Brutus, 

Sicinius  Velutus,  and  1  know  not s'death. 

The  rabble  ftould  have  firll  unroof 'd  the  City, 
Ere  fo  prevail'd  with  me  I  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  Power,  and  throw  forth  greater  themes 
For  Infurreftion's  arguing. 
Men.  This  is   ftrange. 
Mar,  Go,  get  you  home,  you  fragments  f 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  Where's  Caius  Marcius  ? 

Mar.  Here what's  the  matter  ? 

Me/.  The  news  is.  Sir,  the  Volfcians  are  In  arms. 
Mar.  I'm  glad  on't^  then  we  Ihall  have  means  to  vent 

Our 

7  Shouting    their  tmulathn.'^    Shcutwg  tbcir  emulatlor.  is  no 
very  elegant  expreflion.     I  rather  think  Shakejpear  wrote, 

Suiting   tbeir  emulation. 
Thit  is,  the  aaionof  throwing  their  caps  on  high,  fuiad  or  tgresi 
with  their  alpiring  thoughts. 
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Our  muily  fuperfluity.    See,  our  bell  Elders 

SCENE    IV. 

'Enter  Siclnlus  Velutus,  Junius  Brutus,  Cominius, 

Titus  Lartius,  ^ith  other  SenatQrs. 
1  Sen.  Mardus,  'tis  true,  that  you  have  lately  told  us, 
The  Fo/fdczns  are  inarms. 

Mar.  They  have  a  Leader, 
^uf/us  Aufidius,  that  Avill  put  you  to't» 
I  fin  in  envying  his  Nobility  : 
And  were  I  any  thing  but  what  I  am, 
I'd  wifli  me  only  he. 

Com.  You  have  fought  together  ? 
Mar,  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  th'  ears,  and  he 
Upon  my  Party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  wars  with  him.     He  is  a  lion. 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

I  Sen.  Then,  worthy  MarciuSt 
Attend  upon  Cominius  to  thefe  wars. 
Com.  It  is  your  former  promife. 
Mar.   Sir,  it  is  i 
And  I  am  conftant :  Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  fee  me  once   more  llrike  at  Tullus'  face. 
What,  art  thou  fiiiF  ?  ftand'll  out  ? 

Tit.   No,   Cains  Marcius, 
I'll  lean  upon  one  crutch,  and  fight  with  t'other  5 
Ere  ft  ay  behind  this  bufmefs. 
Men.   O  true  bred  ! 

1  Sen.  Your    company  to  th'   Capifo!  ;    where,   I 
know, 
Our  greatell  Friends  attend  us. 

Tit.  Lead  you  on  r 
Follow,  Cominius  i  we  mufl  follow  you; 
Right  worthy  you  Priority. 

Com.  Noble  Lartius — 

1  Sen.  Hence  to  your  homes be  gone. 

ITo  the  Citizens, 
Mar.  Nay,  let  them  follow;    ^ 
The  Volfcians  have  much  Corn :  take  thefe  rats  thither. 
To  gnaw  their  garners.     Worfhipful  Mutineers, 

S3.  Your, 
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Your  valour  puts  well  forth;  pray,  follow.——— 

[Exeunt, 

[Citizens  Jteal  anvay.     Manent  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Sic.  Was  ever  man  fo  proud,  as  is  this  Marciuj? 

Bru.  He  has  no  equal. 

Sic.  When  wc  were  chofcn  Tribunes  for  the  Pco» 
pie 

Bru.  MarkM  you  his  lip  and  tyt%  I 

Sic.  Nay,  but  his  taunts.  » 

Bru   Being   mov'd,    he  will  not  fpare  to  gird  the 
Gods 

Sic.  Be -mock  the  modeft  Moon. 

Bru.  ^  The  prefent  wars  devour  him  f  He  is  grown. 
Too  proud,  to  be  fo  valiant. 

Sic.  Such  a  nature. 
Tickled  with  good  fuccefs,  difdains  the  fhadow 
Which  he  treads  on  at  noon  ;  but  I  do  wonder>. 
His  infolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded 
Under  Cominius. 

Bru-  Fame,  at  the  which  he  aims. 
In  whom  already  he  is  well  grac'd,  cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attain'd,  than  by 
A  Place  below  the  firll  j  for  what  mifcarries 
Shall  be  the  General's  fault,  though  he  perform 
To  the  utmoft  of  a  man ;  and  giddy  cenfure 
Will  then  cry  out  of  Marcius :  oh,  if  he 

8  17:11  prefenl  Wars  devour  him  I  beiigrcwn 

Too  froud,  to  be  jo  valiant. '\  Mr.  TbecbaU  fays.  This  it  ci" 
fcurelj  exfrtjfedy  but  that  the  feel'' i  meaning  iam^i  certainly  be tha^ 
that  Marcius  ii  fo  confclous  of,  and  fo  elate  upcn  tbt  notion  of  bis  cvm 
'Valour,  that  be  is  eaten  up  luitb  pride,  &c.  According  to  this 
critick  then,  we  muft  conclude,  that  when  Sbakefpear  had  a  mind 
to  fay,  A  man  ivas  eaten  up  nvitb  pride,  he  was  fo  great  a  blun- 
derer in  expreflion,  as  to  fay,  He  ivas  eaten  up  with  ivi^r.  But  our 
poet  wrote  at  another  rate,  and  the  blunder  is  his  critick*s.  Tbe 
prefent  'wars  devour  him,  is  an- imprecation,  and  fhould  be  io  pointed  . 
As  much  as  to  fay.  May  he  fall  in  tbefe  wars  !  The  reafon  of  the 
curfe  is  fubjoined,  for  (fays  the  fpeakcr)  having  fo  much  pride  with 
fo  much  vjilour,  his  life,  with  increafe  of  honours,  is  dangerous  to 
the  Republick.     But  the  Gtcford  Editor  alters  it  to, 

Too  proud  of  being  fo  valiant. 
And  by  that  means  takei  away  the  reafon  the  fpeaker  giv«  for  hit 
€ur£ag. 

Had 
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Had  borne  the  bufinefs 

Sk.  Befides,  if  things  go  well. 
Opinion,  that  fo  (licks  on  Marcim  :  Ihali 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Comtnius. 

Bru.   Come, 
Half  all  Cominius'  Honours  are  to  Marcius, 
Though  Marcius  earnM  them  not;  and  all  his  fault* 
To  Marcius  fhall  be  honours,  though,  indeed. 
In  aught  he  merit  not. 

Sic   Let's  hence,  and  hear 
How  the  difpatch  is  made ;  and  in  what  faftiion. 
More  than  his  fingularity,  he  goes 
Upon  this  prefent  a£tion. 

Bru.  Let's  along.  ,      iP.A-eunt. 

SCENE  V.     CUnges  to  Corioli. 

Enter  Tullus  Aufidius,  ^juith  Senators  0/ Corioli. 
1  S^«.0  O,  your  opinion  is,  JufJius, 

^  That  they  of  Rome  are  entred  in  our  Counfels, 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

Juf.  Is  it  not  yours  ? 
Whatever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  State, 
That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  a£l,  ere  Romt 
Had  circumvention  ?  'tis  not  four  days  gone. 
Since  I  heard  thence  -  the fe  are  the  words— I  think, 
I  have  the  letter  here ;  yes— here  it  is ; 
They  have  preft  a  Power,  but  it  is  not  known 

[RtaM*/^, 

Whether  for  Eaft  or  Weft ;  the  Dearth  is  great. 
The  People  mutinous  ;  and  it  is  rumour'd, 
Cominius,  Marcius  your  old  enemy, 
(Who  is  of  Rome  worfe  hated  than  of  you) 
And  Titus  Lartius,  a  moft  valiant  Roman, 
Thefe  three  lead  on  this  preparation 
Whither  'tis  bent- moft  likely,  'tis  for  you  : 
Confider  of  it. 

I  Sen.  Ouf  Army's  in  the  Field : 
We  never  yet  madfc  doubt,  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  anfwer  us. 

A/.  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly, 

S  4-.  T9 
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To  keep  your  great  pretences  veil'd,  *till  when 

•They  needs  muft  fhew  themfelves ;  which  in  the  hatehf 

It  feem'd,  appeared  to  Rome.     By  the  difcovery 
We  fhall  be  fhormed  in  our  aim,  which  was 
To  take  in  many  Towns,  ere  (almoft)  Rome 
Should  know  we  were  a- foot. 

2  Sen.  Noble  Jufidius^ 
Take  your  Commiflion,  hie  you  to  your  bands ; 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  CorioU ; 
Jf  they  fet  down  before's,  9  Tore  they  remove 
Bring  up  your  Army :  but,  I  think,  youUl  find. 
They've  not  prepar'd  for  us. 

j^uf.  O,  doubt  not  that, 
I  fpeak  from  certainties.     Nay  more. 
Seme  parcels  of  their  Power  are  forth  already, 
And  only  hitherward.     I  leave  your  Honours. 
If  We  and  Calus  Marcius  chance  to  meet, 
'Tis  fvvorn  between  us,  we  fhall  ever  ftrike 
J  Till  one  can  do  no  more. 

Jll.   The  Gods  affift  you ! 

jiuf.  And  keep  your  Honours  fafe  ! 

1  ien.  Farewel. 

2  Sen.  Farewel. 

Jil.  Farewel.  [txeunti 
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Bring  up ycur  army  : ]  The  fir/l  part  of  this  fentence  is 

vhhout  meaning.  The  General  had  told  the  S-natofs  that  the  Rq- 
-/i.ar.s  h?Ap^eJi  a  poiver,  which  was  on  foot.  To  which,  the  words 
in  queftion  are  the  anfwer  of  a  fe^iator.  And  to  make  thtno  pcrti^ 
r-eat,  we  fliculd  read  them  thus, 

-  'fore  they  remix.* 


Bring  up  your  Army  , 


i.  e.  Before  that  power,  already  en  foot,  be  in  motion,  bring  up  yoKff 
army  J  then  he  corre£ls  himfelf  and  fays,  but  I  believe  you  will  find 
jojr  iiitclligtrivf  growndlefs,  the  Romans  are  not  yet  prepared  for 


S  C  E  N  E 
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SCENE     VI. 
Changes  to  Caius  MarciusV  Houfe  in  Rome. 

Bvter  Volumnia  and  VirgUia ;  they  fit  doxvn  on  t^Jjo 

lo-tv  ftoolsy  andfoiv. 
Vol.  T  Pray  you.  Daughter,  fmg,  or  exprefs  yourfelf 
J.  In  a  more  comfortable  iort  :  if  my  Son  were 
my  Hufband,  I  would  freelier  rejoice  in  that  abfence 
wherein  he  won  honour,  than  in  the  embracements  of 
Kis  bed,  where  he  would  fliew  moil  love.  When  yet 
he  was  but  tender-bodied,  and  the  only  Son  of  my 
womb ;  when  youth  with  com.elinefs  plucked  all  gaze 
his  way  ;  when,  for  a  day  of  Kings^  entreaties,  a  Mo- 
ther fiiouid  not  fell  him  an  hour  from  her  beholding ; 
J,  confidering  how  Honour  would  become  fuch  a  per- 
fon,  that  it  was  no  better  than  pi^ure-like  to  hang  by  th' 
wall,  if  Renown  made  it  not  ftir,  was  pleas'd  to  let  him 
feek  Danger  where  he  was  like  to  find  Fame :  to  a 
cruel  war  I  fent  him,  from  whence  he  return'd,  his 
brows  bound  with  Oak.  I  tell  thee.  Daughter,  I 
fprang  not  more  in  joy  at  firil  hearing  he  was  a  man-child, 
than  now  in  firft  feeing  he  had  proved  himfelf  a  Man. 

r/r.  But  had  iie  died  in  the  bufinefs,  Madam ;  how 
then  ? 

VoL  Then  his  good  Report  fhould  have  been  my 
Son ;  I  tlierein  would  have  found  iiXie.  Hear  m.e  pro- 
fefs  fmcerely :  had  1  a  dozen  Sons  each  in  my  love 
alike,  and  none  lefs  dear  than  thine  and  my  good  Mar- 
dusy  I  had  rather  eleven  die  nobly  for  their  Country, 
than  one  voluptuoufly  furfeit,  out  of  adlion. 

Enter  a  Gentkivoman. 

Gent'  Madam ,  the  Lady  Valeria  is  come  to  vifit  you. 

Fir.  'Befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  ret  re  my  felf. 

Vol.   Indeed,  thou  flialt  not:  i 

"  Methinks,  I  hither  hear  your  Hufband's  Drum  ; 
"  I  fee  him  pluck  Aufdius  down  by  th'  hair  : 
"^  (As  children  from  a  bear)  the  Volfci  iliunning  him  : 
*'  Methinks,  I  fee  him  ftamp  thus — and  call  thus  — 
"  ■  Conie  on,  ye  cowards,  ye  v/ere  got  in  fear, 

S  5  *'  Thougl^ 
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"  Though  ye  were  born  in  Ro7ne ;  his  bloody  brow 
"  With  his  mail'd  hand  then  wiping,  forch  he  goes 
"  Like  to  a  harveft  man,  that's  talk'.d  to  mov/ 
"  Or  all,  or  lofe  his  hire. 

Hr.  "  His  bloody  brow !  oh,  Jupiter,  no  blood  .'— 

Vol.  "  Away,  you  fool ;  it  more  becomes  a  man, 
"  Than  Gilt  his  trophy.     The  breaft  of  Hscuha, 
"  When  fhe  did  fuckle  Heaor,  look'd  not  lovelier 
"  Than  HeSlors  forehead,  when  it  fpit  forth  blood 
"  At  Grecian  fwcrds  contending ;  tell  Valeria, 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  [Exit  Gent. 

Vir.  Hcav'ns  bicfs  my  Lord  from  fell  Aufidius  ! 

Vol.  He'll  beat  Aufidius'  head  below  his  knee. 
And  tread  upon  his  neck. 

Enter  Valeria  cwith  an  Ufpir,  and  a  Gentle^omm:: 
Val  My  Ladies  Both,  good  day  to  you. 

Vol  Sweet  Madam 

Vir.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Ladyfhip— - 
Val.  How  do  you  Both?  you  are  manifell  Houfe^ 
keepers.     What  are  you  fowing  here .?  a  fine  foot,  in 
good  faith.     How  does  your  little  Son  ? 

Vir.  I  thank  your  Ladylhip  :  well,  good  Madam. 
Vol  He  had  rather  fee  the  fwords,  and  hear  a  drum, 
than  look  upon  his  fchoolmafler. 

Val.  O'my  word,  the  Father's  Son :  HI  fwear,  'tis 
a  very  pretty  boy.     «  O'  my  troth,  I  look'd  on  him 

'•  o'   Wednefday  half  an    hour  together h'as  fuch 

**  a  co!:fi.m'd  countenance.  1  faw  hum  run  after  a 
^^  gilded  butterfly,  and  when  he  caught  it,  he  let  it  ga 
**  again ;  and  after  it  again  5  and  over  and  over  he 
"  comes,  and  up  again ;  and  caught  it  again  j  or 
"  whether  his  Fall  enrag'd  hira,  or  how  'twas,  he  did 
"  fo  fet  liis  teeth,  and  did  tear  it;  oh,  I  warrant,  how 
"  he  mammockt  it  J 

Vol  Ore  ofs  Father's  moods/ 
Val.  Indeed,  la,  'tis  a  noble  Child. 
Vir.  A  crack,  Madam. 

Val.  Con)€,  fay  afide  your  Stitchery ;  I  muft  have  you 
play  the  idle  hufwife  with  me  this  afternoon. 
Vir,  No,  good  Madam,  1  will  not  out  of  doers. 

Val. 
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Val.  Not  out  of  doors  I 
FoL  She  fhall,  fhe  fhall. 

Vir.  Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience ;  Til  not  over  the 
threfhold,  'till  my  Lord  return  from  the  wars. 

Fal.  Fie,  you  confine  your  felf  moft  unrcafonably  : 
Come,  you  muft  go  vifit  the  good  Lady  that  lyes  in.^ 

Fir.  I  will  vvilh  her  fpeedy  ilrength,  and  vifit  her  with 
my  prayers  j  but  I  cannot  go  thither. 
Fol.-  Why,  I  pray  you? 

Fir.  'Tis  not  to  fave  labour,  nor  that  I  want  love. 
Fal.  You  would  be  another  Penelope ;  yet  they  fay; 
airtheyam,  ftie  fpun  in  t/^^/s  abfence,  did  but  fill 
Ithaca  full  of  motiis.  Come,  I  would,  your  cambrick 
were  fenfible  as  your  finger,  that  you  might  leave 
pricking  it  for  pity.  Come,  you  fhall  go  with  us.  _ 
Fir  No,  good  Madam,  pardon  me;  indeed,  I  will 
not  forth.  ^ 

Fal.  In  truth,  la,  go  with  mc,  and  1 11  tell  you  ex- 
cellent news  of  your  Hulband. 

Fir.  Oh,  good  Madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 
Fal.  Verily,  I  do  not  jeft  with  you  ;  there  came 
news  from  him  laft  night. 

Fir.  Indeed,  Madam 

Fal.  In  eameft,  it's  true ;  I  heard  a  Senator  (peak  it. 

Thus  it  is The  Folfcians  have  an  army  forth, 

againft  whom  Cominius  the  General  is  gone,  with  one 
part  of  our  Roman  Power.  Your  Lord  and  Titus  Lar- 
tins  are  fet  down  before  their  City  Corioli ;  they  nothmg 
doubt  prevailing,  and  to  make  it  brief  wars.  This  u 
true^  on  my  honour ;  and  fo,  I  pray,  go  with  us. 

Fir.  Give  me  excufe,  good  Madam,  I  will  obey  you 
in  every  thing  hereafter. 

Fol.  Let  her  alone.  Lady  j  as  (he  is  now,  ihc  will  but 
difeafe  our  better  mirth. 

Fal.  In  troth,  I  think,  (he  would :  fare  yoii  well, 
then.  Come,  good  fweet  Lady.  PrVthce,  Firgilia, 
turn  thy  Solemnefs  out  o*  door,  and  go  along  with  us. 

Fir.  No:  at  a  word,  Madam;  indeed,  I  muft  not. 
I  wi(h  you  much  mirth. 

Fal.  Well,  thenfarewel.  <  lExeunf. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VII.      Changes  to  the  Walls  of  Coridli. 

Enter  Marcius,   Titus  Lartius,  <with  Captains  and 
Soldiers  :   To  them  a  Meffenger, 
Mar.  "^TOnder  comes  news :  a  wager,  they  have  met. 
X       hart.  My  horfe  to  yours,  no. 
Mar.  *Tisdone. 
Lart.  Agreed. 
.  Mar.  Say,  has  our  General  met  the  enemy  ? 
Mef.  .They  lye  in  view ;  but  have  notfpoke  as  yet.. 
Lart.  So,  the  good  horfe  is  mine. 
Mar.  rU  buy  him  of  you. 

Lart.  No,  I'il  not  fell,  nor  give  him  :  lend  him  you,. 
I  will. 
For  half  an  hundred  years :  Summon  the  Town. 
.  Mar.  How  far  off  \yz  thefe  armies  ? 
Mef.  Within  a  mile  and  half. 

Mar.   Then  Ihall  we  hear  their  larum,  and  they  ours^ 
Now,  Mars^  I  prVthee,  make  us  (luick  in  work  j 
That  we  with  fmoaking  fwords  may  march  from  hence,. 
To  help  our  fielded  Friends !  Come,  blow  thy  blaft. 

'^ hey  found  a  Farley.     Enter  tivo  fenators   'with  others 
on   the    Walls. 

Julius  Aufdius^  is  he  within  your  Walls  ? 

1  Sen.  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  lefs  than  he. 
That's  lefier  than  a  little  :  hark,  cur  drums 

\^Drum  afar  off. 
Ai-e  bringing  forth  our  Youth  :  We'll  break  our  Wails, 
Rather  than  they  fhall  pound  us  up  :  our  Gates, 
Which  yet  feem  lliut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with  rulhes ;  , 
They'll  open  of  themfelves.     Hark  you,  far  off 

\_Alartin3,   far  off. 
I'here  is  Aufidius.     Lift,  what  work  he  makes 
Among  your  cloven  army. 

Mar.  Oh,  they  are  at  it !  — 

Lart.  Their  noife  be  our  inftru6lion.     Ladders,  ho  \ 

Enter  the   Volfcians. 
Mar,  They  fear  us  not,  but  iffue  forth  their  City. 

Now 
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Now  put  your  ihields  bfefore  your  hearts,  and  fight 
With  hearts  more  proof  than  fhields.     Advance,  brave  • 

Titus, 
They  do  difdain  us  much* beyond  our  thoughfs ; 
Which  makes  me   fweat  with  wrath.     Come  on,  mjr 

fellows ; 
He  that  retires,  I'll  take  him  for  a  Volfcian, 
And  he  (hall  feel  m.ine  edge. 

\^Alarum  ;  the  Romans  heat  hack  :a  their  Trencher, 

SCENE    VIIL 

Re-enter  Marcius. 

Mar,  All  the  Contagion  of  the  South  light  on  you. 
You  fhames  oi  Rome,  you! — herds  of  boils  and  plag,ues 
Plaiiler  you  o'er,  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 
Farther  than  feen,  and  one  infed  another 

Againft  the  wind  a  milef- you  fouls  of  geefe,  , 

That  bear  the  (hapes  of  men,  how  have  you  run 

From  Slaves,  that  apes  would  beat?  P^/o  and  Hell  I 

All  hurt  behind,  backs  red,  and  faces  pale. 

With  flight,  and  agued  fear !  mend,  and  charge  home, 

Gij  by  the  Hres  of  Heaven,  I'll  leave  the  Foe, 

And  make  my  wars  on  you  :  look  to't,  come  oni  , 

If  you'll  Hand  fall,  v^e'l'l  beat  them  to  their  wives^  „ 

As  they  us  to  our  trenches  followed. 

Another  Ala-ruin,  and  Marcius  f^llonvs  them  to  the  gatesi 

So,  now  the  gates  are  ope  :  now  prove  good  feconds ; 

'Tis  for  the  followers,  fortune  widens  them  j 

Not  for  the  fliers  :  mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

\^He  enters  the  gates,  and  is  Jhut  in. 
I  Sol.  Fool-hardineG,  not  I. 
2.S0I.   Nor  I. 

3  Sol.   See,  they  have  ihut  him  in.    \_Alarum  continiici. 
All.  Xo  th'  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

Enter y'lfa^  Lartius. 
Lart,  What  is  becom.e  of  Marcius  .^ 
All.  Slain,  Sir,  doubtlcfs. 
,  I  Sol.  Following  the  flyers  at  the  vrr  /  heels,. 
With  them  he  enters  -,  v/ho,  upon  the  fadden, 

Clapt 
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Glapt  to  their  gates ;  he  is  himfelf  alone,  ■ 
To  anfwer  all  the  City. 

Lart.  Oh,  noble  fellow ! 
Who,  (a)  fenfible,  out-does  his  fenfelefe  fword. 
And,  when  it  bows.  Hands  up:  thou  art  left,  Marciut-^ 
A  carbuncle  intire,  as  big  as  thou  art, 
Were  not  fo  rich  a  jewel.  -    Thou  wall  a  foldier 
Even  to  (B)  Cato\w/rh, not' fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  ftroak.%  but  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
The  thunder-Ii!  e  perculTion  cf  thy  founds, 
Thou  matrH  thine  eneiaic-^  fliake.  as  if  the  world  ' 
Were  feverous,  and  did  tremble.  • 

£«/^;-  Marcias  hieedihg,  ajfuuitedby  the  Enemy. 

1  Sol.  Look,  Sir. 

Lart.   O,  'tis  MarciuSy 
Let's  fetch  him  off,  or  make  remain  alike. 

IJhey  fght,  and  all  enter  the  Cityi 
"Enter  certain  Romans  ijoith  S foils, 

1  Rom.  Tliis  vv'jil  I  carry  to  Rome. 

2  Rom.  And  I  this. 

3  Rom.  A  murrain  on't,  I  took  this  for  iilvef. 

[Alarum  continues  Ji ill  afar  of^ 
EnterM^rcm^andTlm  Lartius,  cojhh  a  Trumpet. 
Mar.  See  here  thefe  Movers,  that  4o  prize  their  ho- 
nours 
At  a  crack'd  drachm  :  Cufhions,  leadeh  fpoons;  . 
Irons  of  a  doit,  doublets  that -hangmen  would  ' 
Bury  with  thofe  that  wore  them,  thefe  bafe  Have- 
Ere  yet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up ;  down  with  them  ;  - 
And  hark,  what  noife  the  General  makes  '-to  him  •  — 
There  is  the  man  of  my  foul's  hate,  Jufidius, 
Pfercmgour  Romans:  then,  valiant  Titus,  take 
Convenient  numbers  to  make  good  the  City  ,♦ 
Whilft  I,  with  thofe  that  have  the  fpirit,  will  ha/le  - 
To  hi'lp  Cominius. 

Lart.  Worthy  Sir,  thou  bleed'il  j 
Thyexercife  hath  been  too  violent 

r  {a)  jtnftbh,  eut-doeu  Dr.  Thirlbv Vuk.   A^r>f3/v  cut  Jnr,,  7 

For 
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For  a  Tecond  courfe  of  fight. 

Mar,  Sir,  praife  me  net: 
My  work  hath  yet  not  v/armM  me.     Fare  you  welh 
The  blood,  I  drop,  is  rather  phvfical 
Than  dangerous  to  me. 
T'JuJidiHs  thus  I  will  appear,  and  fight. 

Lart.  Now  the  fair  Goddefs  Fortune 
Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee,  and  her  great  charms 
Mifguide  thy  oppofers'  fwords !  bold  gentleman  •  :■ 
Profperity  be  thy  page  ! 

Mar.  Thy  friend  no  left. 
Than  thofe  ihe  placcth  highefl !  fo,  farewel'. 

Lar.  Thou  worthieft  Marcius, 
Go,  found  thy  trumpet  in  the  market -place, 
Call  thither  all  the  officers-o'th'  town, 
Where  they  (hall  know  our  mind.     Away.       [Exeuift, 

SCENE    IX.        Changes  to  the  Roman  Camp. 

Enter  Cominius  retreating ^  ivith  Soldiers. 

Com.  13  Reathe  you,  my  friends ;  well  fought  j  w€  arc 

■  J  come  off 

Like  Romansy  neither  foolifh  in  our  Stands,  , 
Nor  cowardly  in  retire :  Believe  me.  Sirs, 
We  (hall  be  charged  again.     Whiles  we  have  flrucfca 
By  interims  and  conveying  guils,  we  have  heard 
The  Charges  of  our  friends.     *  Ye  Roman  Gods,  .     „ 
Lead  their  fucce(res,  as  we  wi(h  our  own ; 
That  both  our  Powers,  v/ith  fmiling  fronts  encountrlng^ 
May  give  you  thankful  facrificc !  Thy  new«  ? 

Enter  a  Mejfenger^ 
Mef.  The  citizens  of  Corioli  have  ilTued, 
And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Marcius  battle. 
I  faw  our  Party  to  their  trenches  driven. 
And  then  I  came  away. 

I  ■ The  Roman G<7//f,  &c. 

That  both  ourPoivers 


May  give  you  thankful  fa  crijice!^  This  is  an  addreft  aad  iaveca- 
lion  to  ihem,  therefore  we  fhoold  read, 
»■  11  !■  Yt  Roman  Godi* 
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Com.  Tho*  thou  fpeak^ft  truth, 
Methinks,  thou  fpeak'ft  not  well.  How  long  is't  firice  ? 

Mef.  Above  an  hour,  my  lord. 

Com.  'Tis  not  a  mile  ;  briefly,  we  heard  their  drums. 
How  could'll  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour. 
And  bring  the  news  fo  late  ? 

Mef.  Spies  of  the  Volfcians 
Held  me  .in  chafe,  that  I  was  forcM  to  wheel  ' 
Three  or  four  miles  about ;  elfe  had  J,  Sir, 
Half  an  hour  fmce  brought  my  report. 

Enter  Marcius, 

Com.    Who's  yonder. 
That  does  appear  as  he  were  flea'd  ?  O  Gods ! 
He  has  the  ftamp  of  Marcius,  and  I  have 
Before  time  feen  him  thus. 

Mar.   Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com,   "  The  fhepherd  knows   not  thunder   from  a 
tabor, 
**  More  than  I  know  the  found  oi  Marcius'  tongue 
"  From  Q-^zry  meaner  man."  ^      • 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  others,  , 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar.  Oh.  ]  let  me  clip  ye 
In  arms  as  found,  as  v/hen  I  woo'd  ;  in  heart 
As  merry,  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done,, 
^nd  tapers  burnt  to  bedward.. 

Co?n.   Flower  of  WarriorS;>. 
Hov/  is't  with  Titus  La  Hi  us? 

Mar.  As  with  a  man  bufied  about  Decrees ; 
Condemn'ng  feme  to  death,  and  fome  to  exile, 
^^Ranfoming  him,  or  pitying,  threatning  th'  other  j-  . 
Holding  Corioli  in  the  name.-of  B.o7ns^,  . 
Even  like  a  fawning  grey-hound  in  the  leafli. 
To  let  him-  flip  at  v/ill. 

Com.   Where  is  that  flave. 
Which  told  me,  they  had  beat  you  to  your  trenches  ? 
Where  is  he  ?  call  him  hither. 

a  Ranjoming  bim,  or  pitying. J  i.^.  remittirg  tis  r^Kfom. 

Man 
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Mar.  Let  him  alone, 
He  did  inform  the  truth  :  but  for  our  Gentlemen, 
The  common  file,  {a  plague  !  Tribunes  for  them  !) 
The  moufe  ne'er  {hunnM  the  cat,  as  they  did  budge 
From  rafcals  vvorfe  than  they. 
Com.  But  how  prevail'd  you  ? 

Mar.   Will  the  time  ferve  to  tell  ?  I  do  not  think  — 
Where  is  the  enemy  ?  are  you  lords  o'  th'  field  > 
If  not,  why  ceafe  you  'till  you  are  fo  ? 

Com.   Marcius,  we  have  at  difadvantage  fought. 
And  did  retire,  to  win  our  purpofe. 

Mar.  How  lies  their  battle  ?  know  you  on  what  fide 
They  have  plac'd  their  men  of  trufl  ^ 

Com-  As  I  guefs,  Mardusy 
Their  bands  i^  th'  vaward  are  the  Antiatet 
Of  their  bell  trull :  o'er  them  Aufidiusy 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 
Mar.  I  do  befeecli  you. 
By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought. 
By  th'  blood  we'ave  fhed  together,  by  the  Vows 
V/e'ave  made  to  endure  friends,  that  you  dircdly 
Set  me  againft  Aufidius,  and  his  Antiates  ; 
3  And  that  you  not  delay  the  prefent,  but 
Filling  the  air  with  fwords  advanc'd,  and  darts, 

We  prove  this  very  hour. 

Com.  Though  I  could  wifli. 
You  were  conduced  tp  a  gentle  bath. 
And  balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  alking ;  take  your  choice  of  thofe. 
That  bell  can  aid  your  action. 

Mar.  Thofe  are  they, 
That  moft  are  willing ; .  If  any  fuch  be  herc,^ 
(As  it  were  fm  to  doubt)  that  love  this  Painting, 
Wherein  you  fee  me  fmear'd ;  if  any  fear 
Lefs  for  his  perfon  than  an  ill  report : 
If  any  think,  brave  death  out-v/eighs  bad  life. 
And  that  his  Country's  dearer  than  himfclf. 
Let  him,  alone,  (or  many,  if  fo  minded) 
Wave  thus,  t'  expreis  liis  difpofition, 

3  Af^i  : bat  you  not  delay  the  pref€Kt,—'\  Delay,  for  let  flip- 
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A»d  follow  Marcius, 

[They  alljhouty  and  nua've  their  f'words,  take  him  uf 
in  their  arms,  and  caji  up  their  caps. 
Oh?  me  alone,  make  you  a  fword  of  me: 
If  thefe  fliews  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  13  fo-ir  Volfcians  ?  none  of  you,  but  is 
Able  to  bear  againft  the  great  Airfidius 
A  fhield  as  hard  as  his.     A  certain  number 
(Tho'  thanks  to  all)  muft  I  felea  from  all : 
The  reft  ihall  bear  the  bufmefs  in  fome  other  fight;- 
4  As  caufe  will  be  obeyM  ;  pleafc  you' to  march. 
And  four  (ball  quickly  draw  out  my  Command, 
Which  men  are  beft  inclined. 

Com.  March  on,  my  fellows  : 
Make  good  this  oftentadon,  and  you  fhall 
Divide  in  all  with  us.  [Exeanfi 

SCENE    X.     Changes  to  Corioli. 

Titus  Lartius  halving  fet  a  guard  upon  Gorioli,  going 
^with  drum  and  trumpet  tonjoard  Cominius  and  Caius 
Marcias  j  Enter  nAjith  a  lieutenant,  ether  foidiers,  and 
a  fcout. 

tart.  OO,  let   tV^  Ports  be  guarded;    keep  your 

O  duties. 

As  I  have  {t\.  them  down.     Jf  I  do  fend,  difpatch 
Thofe  Gentries  to  our  aid;  the  reft  will  fervc 
For  a  ftiort  holding ;  if  we  lofe  the  field, . 
We  cannot  keep  the  town. 

Lieu.  Fear  not  our  care.  Sir. 

Lart.  Hence,  and  Ihut  your  gates  upon's : 
Gur  guider,  come !  to  th*  Raman  camp  condufl  us. 

lExinnt," 

4  A^rxaufe  'will  h<  tkf  d )]  Caufe,  for  o<cafio». 


S  e.E  N  E 
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SCENE    XI.     Changes  to  the  Roman  Camp. 

Jlarum,  as  hi  hattk.     Inter  Marcius  and  Aufidius,  at 
fe-veral  doors.. 

Mar.  T'LL  fight  with  none  but  thee,  for  I  do  hate  thfic 
X  Worre  than  a  promife-breaker. 
Juf.  We  hate  alike  : 
Not  /Ifrick  owns  a  ferpent  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  fame,  and  envy  ;  ilx  thy  foot. 

Mar.  Let  the  firft  Ludger  die  the  othcr^s  flave,. 
And  the  Gods  doom  him  after ! 

Juf.  If  I  fly,    Marcius y 
Halloo  me  like  a  Hare. 

Mar.  Within  thefe  three  hours,  Tullus, 
Alone  I  fought  in  your  Corioli  walls. 
And  made  what  work  I  pleasM :  *tis  not  my  blood,. 
Wherein  thou  fee*-ft  me  maflcM ,-  for  thy  revenge. 
Wrench  up  thy  power  to  th'  higheft. 

Juf.  Wei  t  thou  the  HeSlor, 
That  was  the  whip  of  your  bragg'd  Progeny, 
Thou  fhould'ft  not  'fcape  me  here. 

Uiere  they  Jight,  and  certain  Volfcians  comi  to  tbt 
aid  of  Aufidius.  Marcius  fghts,  'till  they  he 
dri'ven  in  hreathkfs. 

Officious,  and  not  valiant ! you  have  IhamM  me 

In  your  condemned  Seconds. 

Thurijh.      Alarum.     A  retreat  is  founded.     Enter  at  one 
door,  Cominius  woitb  the  Romans;  «/  anotmr  door^ 
Marcius,  njoith  his  arm  in  a  fear f. 
Com.  If  I  (houldtell  thee  o'er  this  thy  day's  work,. 
Thou'It  not  believe  thy  deeds  :  but  I'll  report  it, 
Where  Senators  {hall  mingle  tears  with  fmiles ; 
Where  great  Patricians  (hall  attend  and  Ihrug ; 
Tth'  end,  admire ;  where  ladies  ihall  be  frighted. 
And,  gladly  quakM,   hear  more;  where  the  dull  Tri- 
bunes, 
That  with  the  fufty  Plebeians,  hate  thine  honours. 

Shall  fay,  againft  their  hearts, Wc  thank  the  Gods,. 

Our  Rcme hath  fuch  a  foldier ?■ 
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Yet  cam'ft  thou  to  amorfel  of  this  feaft. 
Having  fully  dinM  before. . 

Enter  Titus  Larti us  w//^  his  Po^iver^  from  the  Par/nit.. 

Lart.   O  General, 
Here  is  the  Heed,  we  the  caparifon  : 
Hadft  thou  beheld 

Mar.  "  Pray  now,  no  more:  my  Mother, 
"  Who  has  a  charter  to  extol  her  blood, 
"  When  (he  does  praife  me,  grieves  me : 
I  have  done  as  you  have  done  j  that's  what  I  can  ; 
Induc'd,  as  ycu  have  been ;  that's  for  my  Country  ;- 
He,  that  has  but  effeded  his  good  will,- 
Hath  overta'en  mine  aft. 

Com.  You  {hall  not  be 
The  Grave  of  your  defer\'ing  :  Rome  mull  know 
The  value  of  her  own  :  'twere  a  concealment 
Worfe  than  a  theft,  no  lefs  than  a  traducement. 
To  hide  your  Doings ;  and  to  filence  that. 
Which,  to  the  fpire  and  top  of  praifes  vouch'd. 
Would  feem  but  mo  deft :  thereferei  I  befeech  you,. 
In  fign  of  what  you  are,  (not  to  reward  '■ 
What  you  have  done,)  before  our  army  hear  me. 

Mar.  r  have  fome  wounds  upon  me,  and  they  fmart 
To  hear  themfelves  rcmembr^d. 

Com.  Should  they  not. 
Well  might  they  fefter  'gainft  ingratitude. 
And  tent  themfelves  with  death  :  Of  all  the  horfes,  . 
Whereof  we  have  ta'en  good,  and  good  ftore,ofall-. 
The- treafure  in  the  field  atchiev'd,  and  city. 
We  render  you  the  tenth,  to  be  ta'en  forth,  . 
Before  the. common  diftribution,  at 
Your  only  choice. 

Mar.  I  thank  you.  General : 
But  cannot  make  my  heart  confent  to  take 
A  bribe,  to  pay  my  fword  :  I  do  refufe  it. 
And  Hand  upon  my  common  part  with  thofe . 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 

\_A  long  jiourijh.  ^hey  all  cry,  Marcius,  Marcius  ?  ' 
caji  up  their  caps  and  launces:  Cominius  and. 
liUrtius  Jiand  bare,  . 
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Mar.  May  thefe  fame  inftruments,  which  you  pro- 
■■  fane, 
Never  found  more  !   ^  when  drums  and  trumpets  fhall 
VxYC  field  prove  flatterers,  let  camps,  as  cities. 
Be  made  of  falfe-fac'd  fooihing !  When  Itcel  grows 
Soft  as  the  parafite's  filk,  let  Hymns  be  made 
An  overture  for  th'  wars !— No  more,  I  fay; 
For  that  I  have  not  wafh'd  my  Nofe  that  bled. 
Or  foiPd  fome  debile  wretch,  which,  without  note 
Here's  many  elfe  have  done  ;  you  Ihoutme  forth 
In  acclamations  hyperbolical ', 
As  if  I  lov'd,  my  little  fliould  be  dieted 
In  praifes  faucM  with  lies. 

Ca7n.  Too  modell  are  you  : 
More  cruel  to  your  good  report,  th?.n  grateful 
To  us,  that  give  you  truly :  by  your  patience. 
If 'gainil  your  felf  you  be  incensM,  we'll  put  you 
(Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm)  in  manacles ; 
'Then  reafon  fafely  with  you  :  therefore,  be  it  known. 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Cuius  Marcius 
Wears  this  war's  garland :  in  token  of  the  which. 
My  noble  fteed,  known  to  the  Camp,  I  give  him. 
With  all  his  trim  belonging ;  and,  from  this  time. 


tuber,  drums  and  trumpets  JhaUy 


7'  tb^  Jield,  prcve  flatterers,  let  COVRTS  AND  cities 

Be  trade  all  of  falfe-fac' d foothing. 

fVben  fteel gronvsfift  as  theparaflte'sfilk) 

Let  him  be  made  an  cverturefortb''  wars  : ]   All  here  is  mi- 

icrably  corrupt  and  disjointed.     We  fhould  read  the  \vhole  thus, 

— — when  dnms  and  trumpits  Jhall 

/'  th'  field  prove  flatterers,  let  camts,  as  cities, 

Be  rf.ade  of  falje-fac'' d  footiiing  !  Whenfieel  groivs 

S»ft  as  the paraflte^  fllk,  let  MYMNS^  fnads 

An  overture  for  th''  ivars ! ■ — 

The  thought  is  this,  If  one  thing  changes  its  ufual  nature  to  a  thing 
iiioft  cppoHte,  there  is  bo  reafon  but  that  all  the  reft  which  depend 
on  it  fhoujd  do  fo  to.  [If  dristn'?  and  trumpets  prove  flatterers,  let 
the  camp  bear  the  falfe  face  of  the  city.  J  And  if  another  changes  its 
ufual  nature,  that  its  oppofits  Aould  do  fo  t^c.  fWhon  fteel  fof- 
teo5  to  the  conditio^  of  the  parante'sfilk,  tlie  peaceful  iyw^i  of  de« 
votion  fhould  be  employed  to  excirc  to  'he  charge.]  Now,  in  the 
firft  inftance,  the  thought,  in  the  cornmon  reading,  was  entirely 
loft  by  putting  in  courts  tor  camp:  5  and  the  Utter  miierably  involve'4 
kj  nonv.'afe,  by  blundcrijig  H^-mns  iato  binti 

For 
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For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him. 
With  all  th'  applaufe  and  clamour  of  the  Hoft, 
Xlahts  Marcius  Cortolanus.      Bear  th'   addition   nobly 
ever.  \FlouriJh.  Trumpets  found  and  drnmu 

Omr.es.  Caius  Marcius  Corioianus  f 
Mar.  "  I  will  go  wa(h : 
.<•  And  when  my  face  is  fair,  you  (hall  perceive 
«*  Whetherlbluih,  orno.     Howbeit^  I  thank  you, 
I  mean  to  Itride  your  Steed,  and  at  all  time 
6  To  urdercreft  your  good  Addition, 
1  To  th*  fairnefs  of  ray  Power. 

Com.  'lo,  to  our  tent : 
Where,  e  €  we  do  repofe  U5,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  fuccefs  :  you,  Titus  lartiu^ 
Muft  to  Corioli  baxrk  j  fend  us  to  Roins 
The  beft,  with  \vhotn  we  may  articulate. 
For  their  own  good,  and  ours. 
Lart.  I  ihall,  my  lord. 
Mar.  The  Gods  begin  to  mock  me: 
I,  that  but  new  refus'd  moft  princely  gifts. 
Am  bound  to  beg  of  my  lord  General. 
Com.  Take't,  *ti£  yours :  whatis*t? 
Mar.  I  fometime  I'-y  here  in  Carioli, 
At  a  poor  man's  houfe  :  he  us'd  me  kindly. 
He  cry'd  to  me  :  I  faw  him  prifoner  : 
But  then  Aufidius  was  within  my  view. 
And  wrath  o'erwhelm'd  my  pity :  I  requeft  yott 
To  give  my  poor  Hoft  Freedom. 

Com.  O  well  begg'd ! 
Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  fon,  he  ftiould 
Be  free  as  is  the  wind :  deliver  him,  Titus* 
hart.  Marcius,  his  name  ? 
Mar.   By  Jupiter,  forgot   > 
I  am  weary  ;  yea,  my  memory  is  tir'd  ; 
Have  we  no  wine  here  ? 
Com.  Go  we  to  our  tent ; 

6  To  undercreft  your  good  Addition,]  A  phrafc  from  heraldry,^ 
iifjnifying,  that  he  wo«ld  endeavour  to  fupport  his  good  opinion  ot" 

bim. 

1  To  tb^  hlrne^  of  my  piwer.j  Fairnefs^  for  iitmoft. 

The 
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The  tlood  upon  yonr  vifage  dries ;  :'tB  time 

It  fhould  be  look'd  to  :  come.  [Exfttnr, 

SCENE    XII. 

Changes  to  the  Camp  of  the  Volfci. 

J  Flourijb.    Cornet,     Enter    Tullus   Aufidjus   hhody^ 
njtiith  tnuo  or  three  fildieru 

Juf,  nr^  H  E  town  is  ta'en. 

X       ^°^'  ''^^^^^  ^^  delivered  back  on  good 
condition. 

jfuf.  Conditioni 
I  would,  I  were  a  Roman ;  for  I  cannot, 
Being  a  Volfcinn,  be  tkit  I  am.     Condition  ? 
What  good  condition  can  a  treaty  find 
I'  th'  part  that  is  at  mercy  ?  Five  times,  Mareius, 
I  have  fought  with  thee,  10  often  haft  thou  beat  me: 
And  would' ft  do  fo,  I  think,  Ihould  we  encounter 
As  often  as  we  eat.     By  th'  Elements, 
If  e'er  again  I  meet  him  beard  to  beard. 
He's  mine,  or  I  am  his ;  mine  emulation 
Hath  not  that  honour  in't,  it  had ;  for  where 
I  thought  to  crufti  him  in  an  equal  force. 
True  Sword  to  Sword ;  I'll  potch  at  him  fome  way. 
Or  wrath,  or  craft  may  get  him. 

80L  He's  the  Devil. 

Auf  Bolder,  tho'  net  fo  fubtle  :  my  valour  (poifonM, 
Wich  only  fufFcring  ftain  by  him)  for  him 
Shall  file  out  of  itfelf :  "  *  not  fleep,  nor  fanftuary, 

"  Being 

%  vot  JUepy  nor  fanUuary y  Sec. 

E  M  B  A  R  K  M  E  N  T  s  all  of  fury  y  &c ]  The  dramatic  art  of 

this  fpeech  is  great.  For  after  Aufidiui  had  fo  generoufly  received 
Coriolanus  in  exile,  nothing  but  the  memory  of  this  fpeech,  which 
lets  one  fo  well  into  Auficiui's  nature,  could  make  his  after  perfidy 
and  bafcncfs  at  all  probable.  But  the  fecond  line  of  this  imp'ous 
rant  is  corrupt.  For  thu',  indeed,  he  might  call  the  ajjaultirtg 
Mareiut  at  any  of  thofe  facred  feafons  and  places  an  emharkment  of 
fury  J  yet  he  could  not  call  tbe  Jeajonz  and  placet  tbemfe'veSf  fo.  Wc 
mxy  believe  therefore  that  Sbakcfpear  wrote. 
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"  Being  naked,  fick,  nor  fane,  nor  Capitol, 

*'  Tiie  prayers  of  priells,  nor  times  of  facrificc, 

"  Embarrments  all  of  fury,  (hall  lift  up 

**  Their  rotten  privilege  and  cuftom  'gainft 

"  My  hate  to  Marcius.     Where  I  fmd  him,  were  it 

**  At  home,  upon  my  brother^s  guard,  even  there, 

'*  Againfl  the  hofpitable  Canon,  would  I  ■ 

"  Wafh  my  fierce  hand  in's  heart.     Go  you  to  th'  city  i 

Learn,  how  'tis  held  j  and  what  they  are,  that  muH 

Be  hoUages  for  Rovu. 

Sol.   Will  not  yoa  go  ? 

j^uf.  I  am  attended  at  the  cyprefs  grove.     I  pray 
you, 
{*Tis  South  the  city-mills)  bring  me  word  thither 
How  the  world  goes,  that.to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  fpur  on  my  journey. 

Sol  Iihall,Sir.  lEpteunt. 


A  C  T     II.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

R  O  M  E. 
Enter  Menenius,  nvith  Sicinius  a>2d  Brutus. 
iWif^.'T^HE  Augur  tells  me,  we  ftiall  have  news  to 
i.     night. 
Bru.  Good  or  bad  ? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people,  for 
they  love  not  Marcius. 

Sic.  Nature  teaches  Beaftsto  know  their  friends. 
I^kn.  Pray  you,  whom  docs  the  wolf  love  ? 
Sic.  The  lamb. 

E M  B  A  R  R  M  r  K  TS  all  of  fury ,  Sec. 

;*.  e.  obftacles.  Tho'  thofe  feafons  and  places  are  all  obftacles  to  my 
fvjry,  yet,  ^c.  The  Oxford  Editor  has,  in  his  ufiial  way,  refined 
upon  this  emendation,  in  order  to  make  it  his  own  :  and  fo  re?.ds, 
Emhankments,  not  confidenng  how  ill  this  metaphor  agrees  with 
whiSt  is  faid  juft  after  of  their  lifting  ;;/  tteir  rot  ten  prix-i- 
Uge,  which  evidently  refers  to  a  wooden  ^^/r,  not  to  an  earthen  bank. 
Thefe  two  Generals  are  drav/n  equally  covetous  of  glory  :  But  the 
Voljcian  not  fcrupulous  about  the  means.  And  his  immediate  re- 
cejitance,  after  the  alTafliaation,  well  agrees  with  fuch  a  character. 

Men. 
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I.Ien.  Ay,  to  devour  him,  as  the  hungry  Plebeiaxs 
would  the  noble  Marcius. 

Brtt.  He's  a  lamb,  indeed,  that  baes  like  a  bear. 

Men,  He's  a  bear,  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  lamb. 
You  are  two  old  men,  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  fhall  afk 
you. 

Both.  Well,  Sir  J 


Men.  In  what  enormity  is  Marcius  poor,  that  you  two 
have  not  in  abundance  ? 

Brti.  He's  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  ftor'd  with  alU 

Sic,  Elpecially,  in  pride. 

Bru.  And  topping  all  others  in  boafting. 

Men.  This  is  ftrange  now ;  do  you  two  know  how 
you  are  cenfur'd  here  in  the  city,  I  mean  of  u* 
o'  th'  right  hand  file,  do  you  ? 

Bru.  Why, how  are  we  cenfur'd  ? 

Men,  Becaufe  you  talk  of  pride  now,  will  you  not 
be  angry  ? 

Both,  Well,  well.  Sir,  well. 

Men,  Why,  'tis  no  great  matter ;  for  a  very  litt' c 
thief  of  occafion  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of  pa- 
tience : give  your  difppfitions  the  reins,  and  be  an- 
gry at  your  pleafures ;  at  the  leaft,  if  you  take  it  as  a 

pleafure  to  you,  in  being  fo;- you  blame  Marcius 

for  being  proud. 

Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone.  Sir. 

Men.  I  know,  you  can  do  very  little  alone;  for  your 
helps  are  many,  or  elfe  your  actions  would  grow  won- 
drous fingle ;  your  abilities  are  too  infant-like,  for  doing 
much  alone.  You  talk  of  pride  — -  oh,  that  you  could 
turn  your  eyes  towards  the  napes  of  your  necks,  and 
make  but  an  interior  furvey  of  your  good  felves !  Oh, 
that  you  could! 

Bru.  What  then.  Sir  ? 

Men.  Why,  then  you  fhould  difcover  a  brace  of  as 
unmeriting,  proud,  violent,  telly  magiitrates,  alias, 
fools,  as  any  in  Ro7ne, 

Sic.  Menenius,  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 

Men.  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  Par-rician,  and 
one  that  loves  a  cup  of  hot  wine  with  not  a  drop  of  al- 
laying liber  in't :    faid  to  be  fomething  imperfect,  in 

Vol.  VI.  T  favouring 
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favouring  the  firll  complaint^  hafty  and  tinder-Iikc,  up- 
on too  trivial  motion :  one  that  convenes  more  with 
the  buttock  of  the  night,  than  with  the  forehead  of  the 
morning.  What  I  think,  I  utter ;  and  fpend  my  ma- 
lice in  my  breath.  Meeting  two  fuch  weals-men  as  you 
are,  (I  cannot  call  you  Lycurgufes)  if  the  drink  you  give 
me  touch  my  palate  adverfly,  I  m.ake  a  crooked  face  at 
it.  I  can't  fay,  your  Worlhips  have  deliver'd  the  mat- 
ter well,  when  I  find  the  afs  in  compound  witli  the  ma- 
jor part  of  your  fy llables  ,•  and  tho'  I  mult  be  content 
to  bear  with  thofe,  that  fay,  you  are  reverend  grave 
men  ;  yet  they  lye  deadly,  that  tell  you,  you  have  good 
faces ;  if  you  fee  this  in  the  map  of  my  micracofm, 
follows  it,  that  I  am  known  well  enough  too  ?  what 
harm  can  your  ^  biflbn  Confpe<^uities  glean  out  of  this 
character,  if  I  be  known  well  enough  too? 

Bru.  Come,  Sir,  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 

Men.  You  know  neither  me,  your  felves,  nor  any 
thing  ;  you  are  ambitious  for  poor  knaves'  caps  and  legs : 
*  you  wear  out  a  good  wholefome  forenoon,  in  hearing 
a  Caufe  between  an  orange-wife  and  a  fofiet-feller,  and 
then  adJouTn  a  controverfy  of  three-pence  to  a  fecond 

day  of  audience. -When  you  are  hearing  a  matter 

between  party  and  party,  if  you  chance  to  be  pinch'd 
with  the  cholick,  you  make  faces  like  mummers,  fet  up 
the  bloody  flag  agalnft  all  patience,  and,  in  roaring  for 
»  c^iamber-pot,  difmifs  the  controverfie  bleeding,  the 
more  intangled  by  your  hearing  :  all  the  peace  you 
make  in  their  caufe,  is  calling  both  the  parties  knaves. 
You  are  a  pair  of  Itrang^  ones. 

Bru.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  underftood  to  be  a 
perfeaer  gybcr  for  the  Table,  than  a  neceflary  bencher 
in  the  Capitol. 

Men.  Our  very  pricfts  muft  become  mockers,  if  they 
fliail  encounter  fuch  ridiculous  fubje^ts  as  you  are  j  when 
you  fpeak  bcft  unto  the  purpofe,  it  is  not  worth  the 
wagging  of  your  beards  j  and  your  beards  deferve  not 

*  hijjhn  [blind]  fpelt  right  by  Mr.  Theobald. 

%  you%iear9ut  a  good  Sec."}  It  appears,  from  this  whole  fpecch, 
thit  Sbokeffear  ojiftook  lb§  office  of  Prajcam  urbU  for  the  Tri« 
jbcnc's  office. 

fo 
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fo  honourable  a  Grave,  as  to  ftulF  a  botcher's  cufliion, 
or  to  be  intomb'd  in  an  afs's  pack-faddle.  Yet  yoa 
muft  be  faying,  Marcius  is  proud  ;  who,  in  a  cheap  e- 
iHmation,  is  worth  all  your  predecefTors,  fince  Detics' 
lion  ;  though,  peradventure,  ibme  of  the  beft  of  them 
were  hereditary  hangmen.  Good-c'en  to  your  Wor- 
fhips ;  more  of  your  converfation  would  infedl  my  brain, 
being  the  herdfmen  of  beadiy  Plebeians.  I  will  be  bold 
to  take  my  leave  of  you. 

[Brutus  zittd  Sicinius  Jland  aftde, 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

As  Menenius  is  going  ouf^  Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia, 

and  Valeria. 
How  now  my  (as  fair  as  noble)  ladies,   and  the  moon, 
were  fhe  earthly,  no  nobler ;  whither  do  yoa  follow 
your  eyes  fo  faft  ; 

Fol.  Honourable  Menenius ^  my  boy  Marcius  ap- 
proaches J  for  the  love  of  Junoy  let's  go. 

M^n.  Ha  !   Marcius  coming  home  ? 

Vol.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius^  and  with  mofl  profperous 
approbation. 

Men,  *  Take  my  Cup,  Jupiter.,  and  I  thank  thee  — f» 
hoo,  Marcius  coming  home  ! 

Both.  Nay,  'tis  true. 

Vol.  Look,  here's  a  letter  from  him,  the  Stare  hath 
another,  his  wife,  another ;  and,  I  think,  there's  one  at 
home  for  you. 

Men.  I  will  make  my  very  houfe  reel  to  night :  A 
ktter  for  me  ! 

Vir.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  letter  for  you,  I  favv't. 

2  Take  my  cap,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank  thee]  Tho'  Mtfi/nius  is 
made  a  prater  and  a  boon-companion,  yet  it  was  not  the  defign  oc 
the  poet  to  ha/e  him  prophane,  and  hid  Jupiter  take  his  cap.  SbahC" 
fpear^s  thought  is  very  different  from  what  his  editors  dreaai'd  of. 
He  wrote. 

Take  my  cup,  Jupiter. 
'.  e.  I  will  go  offer  a  Libation  to  thee,  for  this  gocd  news  J  which 
was  the  cuftom  of  that  time.     There  is  a  pleafantry.  indeed,  in  his 
way  of  exprdnng  it,  very  agreeable  to  hiscwnv;viai'th?r-d.  r.     But 
the  editors,  not  knowing  the  ufe  of  this  (upy  altcv'd  it  to  cap. 

T   2  Min, 
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Men.  A  letter  for  me  !  it  gives  me  an  edate  of  fcven 
years' health  ;  in  which  time  I  will  make  a  lip  at  the 
phyfician ;  the  moft  fovereign  prefcription  in  Gale7i  is 
but  Emperic,  and  to  this  prefervative  of  no  better  re- 
port than  a  horfe-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded  ?  he  .was 
wont  to  come  home  wounded. 

Vir.  Oh,  no,  no,  no. 

Vol.  Oh,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  Gods  for*t, 
^  Men.^  So  do  I  too,  if  he  be  not  too  much  ;  brings  a' 
viaory  in  his  pocket  ?  the  wounds  become  him. 

Vol.  On's  brows,  Menenius ;  he  comes  the  third  time 
home  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men.   Hath  he  difciplinM  Aujldius  foundly  ? 

Vol.  Titus  Lartius  writes,  they  fought  together,  but 
Jufidlus  got  off. 

Men.  And  'twas  time  for  him  too,  I'll  warrant  him 
that :  if  he  had  ftaid  by  him,  I  would  not  have  been  fo 
fdius'd  for  all  the  chefls  in  Corioli,  and  the  gold  that's 
in  them.     Is  the  Senate  polTeft  of  this  ? 

Vol.  Good  ladies,  let's  go.  Yes,  yes,  yes:  the  Se- 
nate has  letters  from  the  General,  wherein  he  gives  my 
fon  the  whole  name  of  the  war  :  he  hath  in  this  adion 
outdone  his  former  deeds  doubly. 

Val.  In  troth,  there's  wondrous  things  fpoke  of  him. 

Men.  Wondrous!  ay,  I  warrant  you,  and  not  with- 
out his  true  purchafmg. 

Vir.  The  Gods  grant  them  true  ! 

Vol.  True  ?  pow,  waw. — 

Men.  True  ?  I'il  be  fworn,  they  are  true.  Where 
is  he  wounded  ?  —  God  fave  your  good  Worihips ;  Mar- 
ciui  is  coming  home  ;  he  has  more  caufe  to  be  proud  : 
— where  is  he  wounded  ?  \To  the  Tribunes. 

Vol.  I'th'  fhoulder,  and  i'th'  left  arm  i  there  will  be 
large^  cicatrices  to  fhew  the  people,  when  he  fhall  ftand 
for  his  place.  5  He  receiv'd  in  the  repulfe  of  Tarquin 
feven  hurts  i'th'  body. 

Men. 

g.  He  receiij'd  in  the  repulfe  of  Tarqum  feven  lurti  P  tF  bady. 

Mtn.  One  /'  th'  neck,  and  two  i*  th''  thigh  :  there'' s  nine,  that  I 
kr.ixo.']  S5ven^CBe,^and  two,  and  thefe  make  but  nine  ?  Surely, 
we  invf  fafely  jtfiift  Menettiui  la  his  Arithmctick.     This  is  a  ftupid 

blunder : 
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Men.  One  i'th'  neck,  raid  one  too  i*th'  thigh  ;  there's 
nine,  th:it  I  know. 

Vol. .  He  had,  before  this  laft  expedition,  twenty  five 
wounds  upon  him. 

Men.  i'^QW  'tis  twenty  feven;    every  gafli  was  an 
enemy's  Gravj.     Hark,  tiie  trumpets. 

\_A  pout  and  flourijh. 

Vol.  Thefe  are  the  ufliers  of  Marcius  ;  before  him  he 
carries  noife,  and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears  : 
Death,  that  dark  Spirit,  in's  nervy  arm  doth  lie  ; 
Which  being  ad vancM,  declines,  and  then  men  die. 

SCENE     III. 

'Tt-umpets  found.  Enter  Cominlus  the  General^  and  Titus 
Lartius  ;  betiveen  them  Coriolanus  croivnd  ^with  an 
oaken  garland,  imth  Captains  and  foldlers,  and  a 
herald. 

Her.  Know,  Rome,  that  all  alone  Marcius  did  fight 
Within  Corioir  gates,  where  he  hath  won. 
With  fame,  a  name  to  Caius  Marcius. 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus  ! 

[Sound,     Thurijh, 

All.  Welcome  to  Rome^  renowned  Coriolanus  ! 

Cor.  No  more  of  this,  it  does  offend  my  heart ; 
Pray  now,  no  more. 

Com.  Look,  Sir,  your  mother,  ■ 

Cor.  Oh!  . 

You  have,  I  know,  petition'd  all  the  Gods 
For  my  profperity.  [Kneels, 

Vol.  Nay,  my  good  foldier,  up  : 
My  gentle  Marcius,  worthy  Caius,  and 
By  deed-atchieving  honour  newly  nam'd. 
What  is  it,  Coriolanus,  muft  I  call  thee  ? 
But  oh,  thy  wife 


blunder  J  bat  whereVer  we  can  account  by  a  frcbable  rcafon  for  the 
Caule  of  it,  That  diredls  the  emendaiion.  Here  it  was  eafy  for  a 
negligent  tranfchber  to  omit  the  fecond  one  as  a  nefedlefi  repetition  of 
ifec  firfl-,  and  to  make  a  numeral  word  of  .'i  j. 

T  3c  C9r. 
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Cor.  "  '^  My  gracious  filencc,  hail  f 
Would^ll  thou  liave  laugh'd,  had  I  come  coffinM  home^ 
That  vveep'il  to  fee  me  triumph  ?  ah,  my  Dear, 
Such  eyes  ^he  widows  in  Corioli  wear, 
And  mothers  that  lack  fons. 

Men.  Now  the  Gods  crown  thee  \ 

Cor.  And  live  you  yet?  O  my  fweet  Lady,  pardon. 

[To  Valeria. 

Vol.  I  know  not  where  to  turn.  O  welcome  home  i 
And  welcome.  General !  y'are  welcome  all. 

Men.  A  hundred  thoufand  welcomes  :  I  could  weep, 
And  I  could  laugh,  I'm  light  and  heavy;- —  welcome ! 
A  curfe  begin  at  very  root  on's  heart. 

That  is  not  glad  to  fee  thee. You  are  three. 

That  Rome  fhould  dote  on  :  yet,  by  the  faith  of  men. 
We've  fome  old  crab-trees  here  at  home,  that  willinoC 
Be  grafted  to  your  relifh.     Welcome,  Warriors  !- 
We  call  a  nettle,  but  a  nettle ;  and 
The  faults  of  fools,  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  right. 

Cor.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 

Jier.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 

Ccr.  Your  hand,  and  yours. 
"Ere  in  our  own  houfe  I  do  fliade  my  head. 
The  g-ocd  Patricians  muft  be  vifited  ; 
From,  whom  I  have  reccivM  not  only  Greetings, 
^  But,  with  them.  Change  of  honours. 

Vol.  I  have  lived, 
Jl'o  fee  inherited  my  very  wilhes. 


4  Mjgradoui  Jiknce^  bail!]  The  epithet  to  filcKce  /hews  it  rot  to 
prcceed  fiom  refefve  or  fullennefs,  but  to  be  the  effeft  of  a  virtuous 
Cilnd  poflTcfiing  itfelf  in  peace.  The  expreflion  is  extremely  fublime  j 
and  the  fcnfe  of  it  conveys  the  fineft  praife  that  can  be  given  to  a 
jacd  ■woman. 

5  Bat,  ivitbtLem,  Change  of  bonours.]  So  all  the  Editions  read. 
But  Mr.  Tbcobuld  ha«;  'ventured  (as  he  exprefles  it)  to  fubjiitute,  cbarge. 
TFor  change,  he  thinks,  is  a  -very  poor  exprejjlon,  and  ccmmunicates 
hut  a  1-ery  poor  idia.  He  had  better  have  told  the  plain  truth,  and 
twnfefled  that  it  communicated  none  at  all  to  him  :  However  it  has  a 
■*n-y  good  cne  ip  itfelf  5  and  fignifics  "variety  of  honours -^  as  change 
tf  rayincnt,   auiongft  the  writers  of  thai  time;  fignifiied  variety  of 

^rarment. 

And 
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And  buildings  of  my  fancy  j  only  one  thing 
Is  wanting,  which,  I  doabtnot,  bat  our  .Ro-w^ 
Will  call  upon  thee. 

Cor,  Know,  good  Mother,  I 
Had  rather  be  their  fervani:  in  my  way, 
Than  fway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.  On,  to  the  Capitol.  [Flourij'h.     Cornets. 

[Exeunt  in  State,  as  before, 

SCENE     IV. 

Brutus,  and  Sicinius,  come  for'ward. 
Bru.  *  All  tongues  fpeak  of  him,   and  the  bleared 

fights 
«  Are  fpeaacled  to  fee  him.     Your  pratling  nurfe 
«  *  Into  a  rapture  lets  her  baby  cry, 

*  While  Oie  chats  him :  the  kitchen  malkin  pins 

*  Her  richeft  lockram  'bout  her  reechy  neck, 

*  Clambring  the  walls  to  eye  him  j  ftalls,  bulks,  win- 

dows, 

*  Are  fmother'd  up,  leads  filPd,  and  ridges  hors'd 

*  With  variable  complexions  ;  all  agreeing 

*  In  earnellnefs  to  fee  him  :  feld-fliown  Flamrns 

*  Do  prefs  among  the  popular  throngs,  and  pufF 
'  To  win  a  vulgar  ftation  ;  our  veiPd  dames^ 

*  6  Commit  the  Ware  of  white  and  damafk,  in 

*  Their  nicely-gawded  cheeks,  to  th'  wanton  fpoll 

*  Of  P/'^^w/ burning  kiffcs  ;  fuch  a  pother, 

*  As  if  that  whatfoever  God,  who  leads  him, 

*  Were  flily  crept  into  his  human  powers, 

*  And  gave  him  graceful  pofture. 

Sic.  On  the  fudden, 
I  warrant  liim  Conful. 

*  Into  a  rapture ]  Rapure,  a  common  term  at  that  time 

ufed  for  a  fit,  fimply.     So,  /o  be  rafJ,  fignified,  iobein  a  Jit, 
6  Commit  the  war  ofiuhite  and  damajk,  tn 

Tbtir  nicely -gaiv/ed  cbeeh, j  Th!s  commixture  of  tvbite 

and  red  could  not,  by  any  figure  of  fpeech,  be  called  a  war,  bccaufe 
it  is  the  agreement  and  union  of  the  colours  that  make  the  beauty. 
We  Ihould  read, 

the  vf  AM  It  of  ivbitt  and  damask  — —    . 

€,  tb*  commodity,  the  roerchandife.  

T  4  Sfie^ 
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Bru.  Then  our  Office  may. 
During  his  Power,  go  fleep. 

Sic.  He  cannot  temp'rately  tranfport  his  honours. 
From  where  he  fhould  begin  and  end,  but  will 

Lofe  thofe  he  hath  won. 

jBru.  In  That  there's  comfort. 
Sic.  Doubt  not. 
The  Commoners,  for  whom  we  ftand,  but  they. 
Upon  their  ancient  malice,  will  forget. 
With  the  leafc  caufe,  thefe  his  new  honours  ;  which 
That  he  will  give,  make  I  as  little  queftion 
*  As  he  is  proud  to  do't, 

Bru.  I  heard  him  fwear. 
Were  he  to  ftand  for  Conful,  never  would  he 
Appear  i'th' market-place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  naplefs  Vefture  of  Humility  ; 
Nor  {hewing,  as  the  manner  is,  his  wounds 
To  th'  people,  beg  their  {linking  breaths. 
Sic.   'Tis  right. 

Bru,  It  was  his  v/ord  :  oh.  he  would  mifs  it,  rathe? 
Than  carry  it,  but  by  the  fuit  o'th'  Gentry, 
And  the  dcfire  o'th'  Nobles. 

Sic.  I  wilh  no  better. 
Than  have  him  hold  that  purpofe,  and  to  put  it 
In  execution. 

Bru.  'Tis  moil  like,  he  will. 
Sic.  It  {hall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  goodwills^ 
A  fare  deflru<3:ion. 

Bru.   So  it  mu{l  fall  out 
To  him,  or  our  authorities.     For  an  end. 
We  muft  fuggeft  the  people,  in  v^hat  hatred 
He  ftill  hath  held  them  ;  that  to's  power  he  would 
Have  made  them  mules,  fdenc'd  their  Pleaders,  ani 
Difpropcrty'd  their  freedoms :  holding  them. 
In  hum.an  ad  ion  and  capacity, 
Of  no  more  foul  nor  {itnefs  for  the  world 
Than  camels  in  their  war  ;  who  have  their  provender 
Only  for  bearing  burthens,  and  fore  blows 

*  ^i  £>*/j  PROUD  /o^sV.]  I  fliould  rather  think  the  author  wrote 
PR  03HX  ;  b€«a>ife  tb^sotnmon  reading  is  fcarce  ienfe  or  EngUp. 

For 
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For  finking  under  them. 

Sic.  This,  as  you  lay,  fuggefled 
At  fome  time,  when  his  foaring  infolence 
Sliall  reach  the  people,  {which  time  Ihall  hot  want. 
If  he  be  put  upon't ;  and  that's  as  eafy^ 
As  to  let  dogs  on  fheep)  will  be  the  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  ftubble ;  and  their  blaze  - 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 

£ftfer  a  Mejfenger. 

Bru.  What's  the  m.atter  ? 

Mef.  You're  fent  for  to  the  Capitol :  'tis  thought., 
That  Marcitis  (hall  be  Conful :  I  havefeen 
The  dumb  men  throng  to  fee  him,  and  the  blind 
To  hear  him  fueak  ;  the  Matrons  flung  their  gloves. 
Ladies  and  Maids  their  fcarfs  and  handkerchiefs. 
Upon  him  as  hepafs'd;  the  Nobles  bended. 
As  to  Jcvis  Statue ;  and  the  Commons  made 
A  Ihower  and  thunder  vvi:h  their  caps  and  fhouts  : 
I  never  faw  the  like. 

Bru.   Let's  to  the  Capitol, 
And  carry  v.ith  us  ears  and  eyes  for  th'  time. 
But  hearts  for  the  event. 

Sic.  Have  with  you.  \_Exeunf, 

SCENE     V.         Chavge^h  iheQz^'itQl. 

Enter  ti.<:o  Oficers^  to  lay  cujhions. 

*  Q:f-  f^  ^  ^''I  E>    come,  they  are  alm.oft  here  ;  how 
V.^  many  Hand  for  Confulfhips  ? 
2  Off.  Three,  they  fay  ;   but  'tis  thought  of  every 
or.e,  Coriolanus  v/ill  carry  it. 

1  Off,  That's  a  brave  Fellow,  but  he's  vengeance 
proud,  and  loves  not  the  com.mon  People. 

2  Off.  'Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  Men  that 
have  flatter'd  the  People,  who  ne'er  lov'd  them  i  and 
there  be  many  that  they  have  loved,  they  know  not 
wherefore  ;  fo  that,  if  they  love  they  know  not  why, 
they  hate  upon  no  better  a  ground.  Therefore,  for 
Coriolamis  neither  to  care  whether  they  love,  or  hate 
Jiim,  raanifefts  the  true  knowledge  he  has  in  their  dif- 

T  5  pcfition. 
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pofition,  and  out  of  his  noble  carelefTnefs  lets  them  plalm 
ly  fee'c. 

1  Oj:   **  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their 
love  or  no,  he  wav'd  indifferently  'twixt  doing  them, 

•'  neither  good,  nor  harm:  but  he  fee ks  their  hate 
"  wi:h  greater  devotion  than  they  can  render  it  hira;^ 
''  and  leaves  nothing  undone,  that  may  fully  difcover 
"  him  their  oppofite.  Now  to  to  feem  to  affedl  the 
*'  malice  and  difpleafure  of  the  People,  is  as  bad  as 
"  That,  which  he  diflikes,  to  flatter  them  for  their  love. 

2  Of.  He  hath  defended  worthily  of  his  Country : 
and  his  afcent  is  not  by  fuch  eafy  degrees  as  thofe,.who 
have  been  fupple  and  courteous  to  the  People  j  bonnet- 
ted,  without  any  further  deed  to  heave  them  at  all  into 
their  ellimation  and  report :  but  he  hath  fo  plaijted  his 
honoursr  in  their  ey^s,  and  his  anions  in  their  hearts, 
that  for  their  tongues  to  be  filent,  and  not  confefs  fo 
much,  were  a  kiftd  of  ingrateful  injury ;  to  report  other- 
wife,  were  a  malice,  that,  giving  itfelf  the  lie,  would 
pluck  reproof  and  rebuke  from  ev'ry  ear  that  heard  it. 

1  OJ'.  No  more  of  him^  he  is  a  worthy  Man  : .  make 
Way,  they  are  coming, 

s  c  E  N  E   vr. 

E^ffr  the  Patricians^  and  the  Tribttnes^  of  the  People, 
LUlors  before  them;  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  Comi- 
nius  the  Coiful:  Sicinius  and  Brutus  take  their  places 

hj  themfel'ves. 

Men.  Having  determin'd  of  the  ^<7^/fi«/,  and 
To  fend  for  Titus  Lartius^  it  remains, 
-As  the  main  point  of  this  our  after-meeting. 
To  gratify  his  noble  fervice,  that 
Hath  thus  ftood  for  his  Country.     Therefore,   pleafJ^ 

you. 
Moil  reverend  and  grave  Elders,  to  deiire 
■The  prefent  Conful,  and  laft  General, 
in  our  well-found  faccefles,  to  report 
A  little  of  that  worthy  Work  perform'd 
By  Cuius  Marcius  Coriolanus-;   whom 
We  n;er  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember 
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With  honours  like  himfelf. 

I  Sen.  Speak,  good  Ctmwi us: 
Leave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  us  think^  - 
Rather  our  State's  defeaive  for  requital, 
Than  we  to  ftretch  it  out.     Mailers  o'th'  People, 
We  do  rcqueft  your  kindeft  ear  j  and,  after. 
Your  loving  motion  toward  the  common  Body, 
To  yield  what  paffes  here. 
Szc.  We  are  convented 
Upon  a  plcafmg  Treaty;  and  have  hearts 
Inclinable  to  honour  and  advance 
7  The  Theam  of  our  Affembly. 

Bru.  Which  the  rather 
We  ni:^ll  be  bleft  to  do,  if  he  remember 
A  kinder  value  of  the  People,  than 
He  hath  hitherto  priz'd  them  at. 

Men.  That's  off,  that's  oiF: 
I  would,  you  rather  had  been  filent :  pleaie  you 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak  ? 
Bru.  Moft  willingly  : 
But  vet  my  caution  was  more  pertinent. 
Than  the  rebuke  you  give  it. 
Men.  He- loves  your  People, 
But  t>-e  him  not  to  be  their  bed-fellow  : 
Worthy  Cominius^  fpeak. 

[Coriolanus  rlfa,  and  offers  to  go  a^way. 

Nay,  keep  your  place, 

i  Sen.  Sir,  Coriolanus ;  never  fhame  to  hear 
V/hat  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor.  Your  Honours'  pardon  t 
I  had  rather  have  my  wounds  to  heai  agam,-  ■ 
Than  hear  fay,  how  I  got  them.  • 

Bru.  Sir,  I  hope,  • 

7  ^e  rbeam  of  our  Ajfembly.-]  Here  is  a  fault  m  the  expreffion  S 
And  he  J  it  afteacd  cur  /author's  knov/)edge  of  nature,  I  fhould  have 
ad-ad-ed  it  to  his  tranfcribers  or  editors  ;  but  as  it  afFefts  only  his 
knowledge  in  hiftory,  I  fuppofe  it  to  be  his  own.  He  fhould  have 
faid  yc«r  affembly.  For  'till  the  Lex  Attima  (the  author  of  whick 
is  fuppofed  by  ^izomu,,  [D.  -vcUre  Italia  >r.]  to  have  bee"  con- 
temporary with  \uintui  Metellui  Macedonuu^)  theTnbunes  had  not 
th3  privilege  of  entring  the  Senate,  but  had  feats  placed  for  them 
neat  the  door  on  the  outfide  of  the  houfe.  .. 
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My  words  dif-benchM  you  not  ? 

Cor.  No,  Sir  J  yet  oft. 
When  blows  have  made  me  flay,  I  fled  from  words. 
You  footh  not,  therefore  hurt  not:  but  your  people,' 

I  love  them  as  they  weigh. . 

Men.  Pray  now,  fit  down. 

Cor.  I  had  rather  have  one  fcratch  my  head  i'th*' 
Sun, 
When  the  Alarum  were  ftruck,  than  idly  fit 
To  hear  my  Nothings  monfterU         {Exit  Goriolanus. 

Men.  Mafters  of  the  People, 
Your  multiplying  fpawn  how  can  he  flatter. 
That's  thoufand  to  one  good  one  ?  when  you  fee. 
He  had  rather  venture  all  his  limbs  for  honour. 
Than  one  of 's  ears  to  hear't.     Proceed,  Cominius. 

Com.  I  fhall  lack  voice  :  the  Deeds  of  Coriolanus. 
Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly.      It  is  held. 
That  valour  is  the  chiefefl  virtue,  and 
Mod  digniiies  the  Haver  :  if  it  be, 
The  ?vlan,  I  fpeak  of,  cannot  in  the  world 
Be  lingly  counter-pois'd.     At  fixteen  year?, 
Vv'hen  Tarq-'.hi  made  a  head  for  Rome,  he  focght 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others :  our  then  Didator, 
Whom  vvith  all  praife  I  point  at,  faw  him  fight,. 
When  with  his  Amazonian  chin  he  drove 
The  briftled  lips  before  him:  he  beftrid 
An  o'er-preft  Roman,  and  i'th'  ConfuPs  view 
Skw  three  Oppofers:  Tarquins  felf  he  met, 
And  ilruck  him  on  his  knee :  in  that  day's  feats. 
When  he  might  a6l  the  Woman  in  the  Scene, 
He  prov'd  th'  beft  Man  i'th'  field,  and  for  his  meed 
Was  brow-bound  with  the  oak.     His  pupil-age 
Man-entred  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  Sea  ; 
And,  in  the  brunt  of  feventeen  battles  fince, 
He  krcht  all  fwords  o'th'  garland.     For  this  lafl, 
Sefore  and  in  CorioU,  let  me  fay, 
i  car; not  fpeak  him  home  :  he  llopt  the  fliers. 
And  by  his  rare  example  made  the  coward 
'i'urn  terror  into  fport.     As  waves  before 
A  velTel  under  fail,  fo  Men  obey'd, 
And  fell  below  his  fiern :  his  fword,  (death's  Hamp) 

Where 
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Where  it  did  mark,  it  took  from  face  to  foot: 
He  was  a  thing  of  blood,  whoie  every  motion 
Was  tim'd  with  dying  cries  :  alone  he  enter'd 
The  mortal  Gate  o'th'  City,  which  he  painted 
With  fhunlefs  deftiny  :  aidlefs  came  oft, 
And  with  a  fudden  re-enforcement  ftruck 
Corioli,  like  a  planet.     Nor  all's  this; 
For  by  and  by  the  din  of  war  'gan  pierce 
His  ready  fenfe,  when  ftraight  his  doubled  fpirlt  : 
Requicken'd  what  in  flelli  was  fatigate. 
And  to  the  battle  came  he  ;  where  he  did 
Run  reeking  o'er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 
'Twere  a  perpetual  fpoil;  and  'till  we  calPd 
Both  Field  and  City  ours,  he  never  fiood 
To  eafe  his  bread  with  panting. 

Men.  Worthy  Man  ! 

I  Sen.  He  cannot  but  with  meafure  fit  the  Honours,,, 
Which  we  devife  him. 

Com.  Our  fpoils  he  kick'd  at, 
And  look'd  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  muck  o'th'  world  :  he  covets  leia 
^  Than  Mifery  itfelf  would  give,  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them,  9  and  is  content 
To  fpend  his  time— - 

Men.  To  end  it.  He's  right  Noble. 
Let  him  be  called  for. 

Sen.  Call  Coriolanus.. 

8  Than  Mikry  It  felfiuould  give, 'm*^^']   M/j'Iry,  for  avarice;  be- 
cau  fe  a  Mifer  fignihes  an  Avaricious. 

9  Com.  —  and  ii  content 

To  fpend  his  tvr.e  to  end  it. 
Men.  He" I  right  noble.'\   The  laft  words  of  Cimimus'^  fpeech  nre 
altogether  UQintelligible,     Shakejpear,  I  fuppofe,  wrote  the  pallage 
thus, 

■•  -        —  and   is  content 

To  fpend  his  time 

Men.  To  end  it,  He's  right  r.ob!;, 
Ceminiui  in  his  laft  words  was  entering  on  a  new  topic  in  praife  of  Cc 
riclanus  •  when  his  wa^-m  friend  iWt,w;;/w^,  impatient  to  come  to  the 
fubjeift  of  the  honours  deligned  him,  interrupts  Cominias,  and  takes 
him  /hort  with, — to  end  it.  u  e.  to  end  this  Icng  difcourfe  in  one 
•word,  he's  right  ncble.  Let  him  be  called  for,  jbis  is  ex2(fc]y  in 
eharafter,  gcdreftores  the  paflage  to  fenfe. 

Off. 
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O^.  He  doth  appear. 

E»ter  Coriolanus. 

Men.  The  Senate,  Coriolanus,  are  well  pleased - 
To  make  thee  Conful. 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  flill  - 
My  life,  and  fervlces. 

Men.   ^  It  then  remains. 
That  you  do  fpeak  to  th'  People.  - 

Cor.    I  befeech  you, 
Let  me  o'cr-Ieap  that  Cuilom  ;  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  Gown,  ftand  naked,  and  entreat  them,  - 
For  my  wounds'  fake,  to  give  their  fufFrages:. 
Pleafc  you,  that  I  may  pafs  this  doing.  ■ 

Sic.  Sir,,  the  People  muft  have  their  voices. 
Nor  will  they  bate  one  jot  of  ceremony. 
-     Men.  Pat  them  not  to't;  pray,  fit  you  to  the  CuAom^ 
Aiid  take  t'ye,  as  your  PredecefTors  have. 
Your  Honour  with  your  form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  Part 
That  I  fhall  blufti  in  afling,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  People. 

Bru.  Mark  you  That? 

Cor.  To  brag  unto  them,  thus  I  did, and  thus, 

Shew  them  th'  unaking  fears,  which  I  would  hide,  • 
As  if  I  had  receiv'd  them  for  the  hire  - 
Of  their  breath  only  — 

Men.  Do  not  ftand  upon't : 

I    It  then  retrains, 

That  ycu  do  fpeak  to  th'  Peop]?.]  CorbLxnus  w?.s.  -  banlAea 
U.  C.  262.  But  'till  the  time  oi  Manlius  >Torquatus  U.  C.  393, 
the  Senate  chofe  both  the  Confuis :  And  then  the  people,  aflifted  by 
the  feditious  temper  of  the  Tribunes,  got  the  choice  of  one.  Bu  t  ff 
he  makes  Rome  a  Democracy,  which  at  this  time  was  a  perfe(ft  Ari.- 
ft'Xracy  ;  he  fcts  the  balance  even  in  his  Tinivn,  and  turns  Atbcn:, 
Vr-hich  was  a  perfefl  Democracy,  into  an  Ariftocracy.  But  it  would 
be  iinj'.ift  to  attribute  this  intirely  to  his  ignorance ;.  it  fometimes 
proceeded  from  the  too  powerful  blaze  of  his  imagination,  which 
when  once  lighted  up,  made  all  acquired  knowledge  fade  and  difap- 
pear  Dpfure  it.  For  fometimes  again  we  find  him,  when-,  occafion 
ferves,  not  only  writing  up  to  the  truth  of  hiftory,  hat  fitting  his 
fentiments  to  the  niceft'  manners  of  his  peculiar  fubje^l,  as  well  to 
the  digr:itj  of  his  characters,  or  ihtdidatu  of  nature  in  general. 

We 
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We  f ecommend  t'ye,  Tribunes  of  the  Pebplej 
Our  .purpofe  to  them,  and  to  our  noble  Conful 
Wifti  we  all  joy  and  honour. 

Sen^  To.  Coriolanus  come  all  joy  and  honour-;  • 

\FlouriJh  Cornet.     Then  ExeunfT 

Wanent  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Bru.  You  fee,  how  he  intends  to  ufe  the  People. 

Sic.  May  they  perceive's  intent !  he  will  require  them^  . 
As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requqlled 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru.  Come,  we'll  inform  them 
Of  our  proceedings  here  :  on  th*  market  place, 
I  know,  they  do  attend  us.  [Exsmi,: 

SX  E  N  E  VII.  .  Changes  to  the  Forum.  . 

Enter  f even  or  eight  Citizens. 

1  Cit,  *  /^NCE,  if  he  do  require  our  voices,  we 
V^  ought  not  to  deny  him. . 

2 -■€?/.  Wgmay,  Sir,  if  we  will 

3  Cit.  >  We  have  Power  in  our  felves  to  do  it,  but  ft 
is  a  Power  that  we  have  no  Power  to  do ;  for  if  he  Ihew 
us  his  wound?,  and  tell  us  his  deeds,  we  are  to  put  our 
tongues  into  thofe  wounds,  and  fpeak  for  them :  fo,  if  he 
tells  us  his  noble  deeds,  v,e  muH  alfo  tellJiim  our  noble 
acceptance  of  them.  Ingratitude  is  monRrcus  j  and  for 
the  multitude  to  be  ingrateful,  were  to  make  a  moniler 
of  the  multitude ;  of  the  v/hich,  we  being  Members^ 
fhould  bring  our  felves  to  be  monftrous  Members. 

1  Cit.  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of,  a  little 
help  will  ferve :  for  once,  when  We  Hood  up  about  the 
Corn,  hehimfelfftuck  not  to  call  ustlie  fa)  many-headed 
Monfter.  ^ 

2  0»ce,]  Once  here  means  the  fame  a?  when  we  fay,  cKceTorj/l 

3  fTeba-ve  a  Pozcer  ,n  cur  fehe,  to  do  it,  but  it  is  a  P.ioer  that  -i-e 
ha-^rwPcwertodoi}  I  am  perfaaJed  this  was  intended  as  a  ridlcuk 
on  th^  viuguj}irt&  manner  of  defining  y^f^-rw//  at  that  time  in  tht 
lehool*. 

3  C/>, 
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3  Cit.  We  have  been  calPd  (o  of  many ;  not  that  our 
heads  are  fome  brown,  fome  black,  feme  auburn,  fome 
bald;  but  that  our  wits  are  fo  diverfly  coloured j  and 
truly,  I  think,  if  4  all  our  wits  were  to  iffue  out  of  one 
fculJ,  they  would  fly  Eafl,  Well,  North,  South ;  and 
their  confent  of  one  direa  way  would  be  at  once  to  all 
Points  o'th'  Compafs. 

2  Cit.  Think  yoafo?  which  way,  do  you  judge,  my 
wit  would  fly  ? 

3  Cit.  Nay,  your  wit  will  not  fo  foon  out  as  another 
man's  will,  'tis  llrongly  wedg'd  up  in  a  blockhead:  but 
if  it  were  at  liberty,  'twould,  fure,  fouthward. 

2  Cit.  Why  that  way  ? 

3  Cit.  "  To  lofe  itfelf  in  a  fog  ,•  where  being  three 
*'  parts  melted  away  with  rotten  dews  s  the  fourth 
"  would  return  for  confcience  fake,  to  help  to  eet  thee  a 
**  Wife,  ^ 

^      2  Cit,    You  are  never  without  your  tricks you 

may,  you  may 

3  Cit.    Are  you  all  refolvcd  to  give  your  voices  ?  but 
that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it.     I  fay,  if 
he  would  incline  to  the  People,  there  was  never  a  worf  - 
thier  Man. 

Enter  Goriolanus  in  a  Go^vjn,  nvith  Menenius. 
Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  Gown  of  Humility ;  mark 
his  behaviour :  we.  are  not  to  ftay  all  together,  but  to 
come  by  him  where  he  fiand?,  by  one's,  by  two's,  and 
by  three's.  He's  to  make  his  requeils  by  particulr.rs, 
wherein  every  one  of  us  has  a  f.ngle  honour,  in  giving 
him  our  ovvn  voices  with  our  own  tongues :  therefore 
follow  me,  and  I'll  direct  you  hov/  yoM  fhall  go  by  him.  • 

4  if  all  our  nv Its  nvere  ts  ijfue  out  cf  one  fcull,  &e.']  Meanin?, 
theugh  cur  having  but  one  intcreft  was  moil  apparent,  yet  our  vvi/hts 
and  proicfls  would  be  infinitely  difcordant.      This  meaning  the  Ox-  -  | 
ford Ediibr   has  tnaliy  diieharged,  by  changing  the  text  thus,  \ 
ijjhecut  of  cur  fcuHs.. 

%  the  furth  ivould  return  for  conjcia:ce  fake,  to  help  to  get  thee  M 
Wtjc.'\  A  ily  latirical  infmuation  how  Imall  a  capacity  of  wit  is  ne- 
cefiV.iy  for  the  purpofe  :  But  every  day's  experience  of  the  Sex's  pru- 
centdifpofal  of  th.^mfelYes,  may  be  lufScigiU  toinfcini  us  how  un- 
j-oil  it  is,  ■ 

AIL 
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Ml.  Content,  content. 

Men,  Oh,   Sir,   you  are  not  right ;    have  you  not 
known, 
The  worthieft  Men  have  done't? 

Cor.  What  muft  I  fay  ? 

I  pray.  Sir, plague  upon't,  I  cannot  bring 

My  tongue  to  fuch  a  pace  !  Look,  Sir,—  my  wounds  — 
I  got  them  in  my  Country's  fervice,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  Brethren  roarM,  and  ran 
From  noife  of  our  own  drums. 

Men.  Oh  me,  the  Gods  ! 
You  muft  not  fpeak  of  that ;  you  mull  defire  them 
To  think  upon  you. 

Cor.  Think  upon  m.e  ?  hang  'em. 
6  I  would,  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  Virtues 
Which  our  Divines  lofe  by  'em. 

Men.  You'll  mar  all. 
I'll  leave  you  :  pray  you,  fpeak  to  *cm,  I  pray  you, 
In  wholfome  manner.  \I>xit, 

Citizens  approach. 

Cor.  Bid  them  waili  their  faces. 
And  keep  their  teeth  clean.—  So,  here  comes  a  brace : 
You  know  the  caufe.  Sirs,  of  my  {landing  here. 

I  C//.  We  do.  Sir ;  tell  us  what  hath  brought  you 
to't. 

Cor.  Mine  own  defert. 

zJc.it,  Your  own  defert  ? 

Cor.   Ay,  not  mine  own  defire. 

I  Cit.  How !  not  your  own  defire  ? 

Cor.  No,  Sir,    'twas  never  my  defire  yet  to  trouble 
the  Poor  with  begging. 

I  Cit.   You  mull  think,  if  we  give  you  any  thing,  we 
hope  to  gain  by  you. 

Cor.  Well  then,  I  pray,  your  price  o'th'  Coniulflup  ? 

I  Cit.  The  price  is,  to  aik  it  kindly. 

6  I  'would,  they  tueuld  forget  me,  like  the  Virtues 

TFhicb  our  Di'-jirei  hfe  by  'em.}  i.  e.  The  virtues  whicn  di- 
vines recommend.  Thefe  by  a  fine  figure  he  represents  as  loft  upon 
unmoved  hearers.  But  the  Oxford  Editor,  who  does  all  be  can  to 
Slake  the  poet  unnoetkal,  alters  ti'tuns  to  advices. 

Cot:^ 
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Cor.  Kindly,  Sir,  I  pray,  let  me  ha't :  I  have  wound* 
to  (hew  you,  which  fhall  be  yours  in  private:  your 
good  voice,  Sir  ;  what  fay  you  ? 

2  Cif.  You  fhall  ha't,  worthy  Sir. 

Cor  A  match.  Sir ;  there's  in  all  two  worthy  voice» 
begg'd  :  I  have  your  alms,  adieu. 

1  Cif.  Butthis  isfom.ething  odd. 

2  Clf.  An  'twere  to  give  again :— but  'tis  no  matter; 

[Exeunf.- 
Tivo  other  Citizens. 

Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  {land  with  the  tune  of 
your  voices,  that  I  may  be  conful,  I  have  here  the  cu- 
ftomary  Gown. 

1  Cit.  You  have  deferved  nobly  of  your  Country, 
and  you  have  not  deferved  nobly. 

Cor.  Your  aenigma. ^- 

1  Cit.  You  have  been  a  feourge  to  her  enemies  j  you 
have  been  a  rod  to  her  friends ;  you  have  not,  indeed, 
lovedthe  common  People. 

Cor.  You  Hiould  account  me  the  more  virtuous,  that 
I  have  not  been  common  in  my  love :  I  will,  Sir,  flatter 
iny  fvvorn  Brother,  the  People,  to  earn  a  deaier  eliima- 
tion  of  them  ;  *ds  a  condition  they  account  gentle :  and 
fmce  the  wifdom  of  their  choice  is  rather  to  have  my  cap 
than  my  heart,  I  will  praftife  the  infmuating  nod,  and  be 
off  to  them  moft  counterfeitly  j  that  is.  Sir,  I  will  coun- 
terfeit the  bewitchment  of  fome  popular  Man,  and  give 

it  bountifully  to  the  Defirers :  therefore,  befeech  you,  I 

maybeConful. 

2  Cit.  .We  hope  to  find  you  our  Friend  ;  and  there* 
fore  give  you  our  voices  heartily. 

1  Cit.,  You  have  received  many  wounds  for  your 
Country. 

C<?r.  I  will  not  feal  your  knowledge  with  lhevv^ng 
them^.  I  will  make  much  of  your  voices,  and  fo  trou- 
ble you  no  further. 

Both.  The  Gods  give  you  joy,  Sir,  heartily !  \txeunt. 

Cor.  Moll  fweet  voices 

Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  flarve. 

Than  crave  the  hire,  which  firft  we  do  defcrve. 

Why- 
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Why  In  this  woolvifh  Gown  fhould  I  ftand  here^ 

To  beg  of  HoK  and  Drciy  that  do  appear, 

Their  needlefs  voucher  ?  Cultom  calls  me  to^'t,  ■ 

What  Cuftom  wills  in  all  things,  fhould  we  do*t. 

The  dull  sn  antique  time  would  lie  unfwept. 

And  mountainous  error  be  too  highly  heapt, 

For  truth  to  o'er-peer. Rather  than  fool  it  fo,     . 

Let  the  high  Office  and  the  Honour  go 

To  one  that  would  do  thus. 1  am  half  through  y 

The  one  part  fuffer'd,  the  other  will  I  do. 

Three  Citizens  more. 

Here  come  more  voices. 

Your  voices —for  your  voices  I  have  fought, 

Watch'd  for  your  voices  j  for  your  voices,  bear 
Of  wounds  two  dozen  and  odd  ;  battles  thrice  Hx 
I've  feen,  and  heard  of:  for  your  voices,  have 
Done  many  things,  fome  lefs,  fome  more  your 

voices  : 
Indeed,  I  would  be  Conful. 

1  C/V.    He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  without 
finy  honell  man's  voice.- 

2  Cit.  Therefore  let  him  be  Conful,   the  Gods  give 
him  joy,  and  make  him  a  good  friend  to  the  People. 

All.  Amen,  amen.     God  fave  thee,  noble  ConfuU 

[^Exeunt, 
Cor.  Worthy  voices ! 

Enter  Menenius,  nvith  Brutus  and  Siclnlus. 

Men.  You've  flood   your  limitation :    and  the  Tri- 
bunes 
Endue  you  with  the  people's  voice.     Remains, 
That  in  th'  ofhcial  marks  invefled,  you 
Anon  do  meet  the  Senate. 

Cor.  Is  this  done  ? 

Sic.  The  Cuflom  of  Requefl  you  have  difciiarg'd : 
The  people  do  admit  you,  and  are  fummon'd 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 

Cor,  Where  ?  at  the  Senate-houfe  ? 

Sic.  There,  Coriolanus. 

Qpr.  May  I  change thefe  garments'^ 
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Sic.  You  may.  Sir. 

Cor.  That  I'll  llraight  do  :  and,  knowing  my  klf. 
again,  ^      /     vu 

Repair  to  th'  Senate-houfe. 

^./..  I'll  keep  you  company.     Will  you  along  ?     ; 

£ru.  We  ftay  here  for  the  people. 

Sic.  Fare  you  well.  [£;,,^„,  Coriol.  ^.V  Men. 

SCENE   vni. 

He  has  it  now,  and  by  his  looks,  methinks, 
1  IS  warm  at's  heart. 
Bru.  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore 
His  humble  V/eeds:  will  you  difmifs  the  people  ? 
£?2;f-er  Plebeians. 
Sir    How  now,  my  mafters,  have  you  chofe  this  man  ? 

1  C//.  He  has  our  voices,  Sir. 

Bru.  We  pray  the  Gods,  he  may  deferve  your  loves ! 

2  Lzf    Amen,  Sir  :  to  my  poor  unworthy  notice,- 
He  mock'd  us,  when  he  begg'd  our  voices. 

S  Ch.   Certainly  he  fiouted  us  dcwn-ri^ht. 
I  Cit.  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  fpeech,  he^did  not  mock 
us. 

"tT^9^  ^^^^"^^^ong^^s,faveyoarfelf,  but  fays- 
He  us  d  us  fcornfully :  he  fliould  have  ihew'd  us 
His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  receiv'd  for's  Coi'ntr^- 
Sic,  Why,  fo  he  did,  I  am  fure.  '  * 

AIL  No,  no  man  faw  'em. 

^Cit.  Hefaid,  he'd  wounds,  which  he  could  Ihew  ia- 
private ; 
And  with  his  cap,  thus  waving  it  in  fcorn 
I  would  be  Conful,  fays  he  :   i  aged  Cufrom, 
^^ut  by  your  voices,  will  not  fo  permit  me ; 
"t  our  voices  therefore  :  when  we  granted  that,^ 

Here  was 1  thank  you  for  your  voices  J^  thank- 

you-. 

r  ^  ' °^'^  Cuficm,^  This  \vas  a  i^range  inattent'on.     The 

government  J  iox  Cnolanuz  was   baaiihed  the  eighteenth  vear  ^ft* 
the  fxpulhoa  of  the  .kings.  .  *  vcar..it«r 

Your. 
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r  Your  moft  fweet  voices now  you  have  left  your 

voices, 
I  have  nothing  further  with  you.     Wa'n't  this  mockery  ? 

Sic.   Why,  either,  were  you  ^  ignorant  to  fce't? 
Or,  feeing  it,  of  fuch  childifh  friendlinefs 
To  yield  your  voices  ? 

Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him. 
As  you  were  leflbn'd ;  when  he  had  no  Power, 
But  was  a  petty  fervant  to  the  State, 
He  was  your  enemy ;  flill  fpake  againft 
Year  Hiirties,  and  charters  that  you  bear 
Fth'  body  of  the  weal :  and  now  arriving 
At  place  of  potency,  and  fway  o^th'  State, 
If  he  {hould  flill  malignantly  remain 
Faft  foe  to  the  Plebeians,  your  voices  might 
Be  curfes  to  your  felves.     You  {hould  have  faid. 
That  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  lefs 
Than  what  he  ftood  for  ;  fo  his  gracious  Nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices,  and 
Tranflate  his  malice  tow'rds  you  into  love. 
Standing  your  friendly  lord. 

Sic.  Thus  to  have  faid. 
As  you  were  fore-advis'd,  had  touch'd  his  fpirit. 
And  try'd  his  inclination  ;  from  him  pluckt 
Either  his  gracious  promife,  which  you  might. 
As  caufe  had  call'd  ycu  up,  have  held  him  to  j 
Or  elfe  it  would  have  gall'd  his  fjrly  nature  j 
,  Which  eafily  endures  not  article. 
Tying  him  to  aught;  fo  putting  him  to  rage. 
You  fnould  have  ta'en  th'  advantage  of  hischoler. 
And  pafs'd  him  uneleclcd, 
Bru.  Did  you  perceive. 
He  did  follicit  you  in  free  contempt. 
When  he  did  need  your  loves  ?  and  do  you  think, 
That  his  contempt  fhall  not  be  bruifmg  to  you, 
When  he  hath  power  to  crufh^  why,  had  your  bodies' 
No  heart  among  you  ?  or  had  you  tongues,  to  cry 
Againft  the  rei^orfnip  of  judgment  ? 

8   ~,»--^5^norant /«/«V?]  Tht  Oyfcrd  E  Jit  or  siltcri  igt!9ranf  to 
in-^'^tcr.:,  liot  knowlag  that  i^r.orar.t-  at  tl^  at  time  ugnified  impotent^ 
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Sic,  Have  you, 
Ere  now,  denyM  the  after?  and,  now  again 
On  him  that  did  not  aik,  but  mock,  beftow 
Your  {ii'd'for  tongues  ? 

3  Cit.  He^s  not  confirmM,  we  may  dcnyhim  yet. 
2  Cz/.  And  will  deny  him  :  ^ 

I'll  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  found 

I  Cu.  J,   twice  five  hundred,   and  the'ir  friends  to 
piece  'em.  " 

Bru.  Get  you  hence  inftantly,  and  tell  thofe  friends. 
They  ve  chofe  a  Conful  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  Liberties;  make  them  of  no  more  voice 
Than  dogs  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking. 
As  therefore  kept  to  do  fo. 
S:c.  Let  them  aifemble ; 
And  on  a  fafer  Judgment  all  revoke 
Your  ignorant  eleftion:  enforce  his  Pride 
And  his  old  hate  to  you  :  befides,  forget  not. 
With  what  contempt  he  wore  the  humble  Weed  • 
How  m  his  fuit  he  fcornM  you  :  but  your  loves,    * 
Thinking  upon  his  fervices,  took  from  you 
The  apprehenfion  of  his  prefent  portance ; 
y/^^\g!^"^g^y'  UDgravely,  he  did  fafhion 
After  th  inveterate  iiate  he  bears  to  you 

W^m'  ^fp/^y  ^  ^^"/;  0"  us,  your  Tribunes,  that 
We  labour  d  (no  impediment  between) 
But  that  you  mufl  call  your  eledion  on  him 

Sic.  Say,  you  chofe  him,  more  after  our  command- 
ment. 
Than  guided  by  your  own  afFeaions  ; 
And  that  your  minds,  pre-occupied  with  what 
You  rather  muft  do,  than  what  you  fhould  do 
Made  you  againll  the  grain  to  voice  him  Conful. 
Lay  the  fault  on  us, 

Bru,  Ay  fpare  us  not:  fay,  we  read  ledures  to  you. 
How  youngly  he  began  to  fcrve  his  Country, 
How  long  continued  ;  and  whatftock  he  fprin^rs  of 
The  noble  Houfe  of  Mardus ;  from  whence  came  ' 
That  J;7cus  Marcius,  Numas  daughter's  fon. 
Who,  after  great  Hojiilius,  here  was  King:' 
Of  the  fame  h^ufe  Publhs  and  ^intm  were. 

That 
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That  our  beft  water  brought  by  conduits  hither. 
9  And  Cenforinus,  darling  of  the  people, 
(And  nobly  nann'd  fo  for  twice  being  Cenfor) 
»  Was  his  great  Anceftor. 

.Sic.  One  thus  defcended. 
That  hath  befide  well  in  his  perfon  wrought. 
To  be  fet  high  in  place,  we  did  commend 
To  your  remembrances ;  but  you  have  found. 
Scaling  his  prdent  Bearing  with  his  part. 
That  he's  your  fixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  fudden  approbation. 

Bru.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  don% 
(Harp  on  that  ftill)  but  by  our  putting  onj 
And  prcfently,  when  you  have  dra\vn  yournumber. 
Repair  to  th'  Capitol. 

ML  We  will  fo  i  almoft  all  -repent  in  their  eleftlon.' 

[Exet/nf  Pltheians, 

Bru.  Let  them  go  on  : 
This  mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard. 
Than  ftay  pafl  doubt  for  greater : 
If,  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
With  their  rcfuiki,  both  obferve  and  anfwer 


9  ^«<^  Cenforinus,  darling  of  the  people, '\  This  vcrfe  I  have  fup- 
plicd  :  a  line  having  been  certainly  left  cut  in  this  place,  as  will  ap- 
pear tp  any  one  whu  confults  the  beginning  of  Plufarch's  life  ofCori- 
tlanus,  from  whence  this  paffagc  is  diredlly  tranflated.        Mr,  Fopt» 
I  And  CenforiBus, . 

li^as  his  great  Ancejior.']  Nov/  the  firft  Cenfor  was  created  U.  C. 
314,  and  CorioUnus  was  banifhed  U.  C.  262.  The  truth  is  this, 
the  paflTage,  as  Mr.  Po/f  obferves  above,  was  taken  from  Fhtarth't 
life  of  CcrJolamis\  who,  fpeaking  of  the  hoiife  of  Coriolanus^  takes 
notice  both  of  his  Ancejiort  and  of  his  Paft  rity,  which  our  author's 
hafte  not  giving  him  leave  to  obferve,  has  here  confounded  one  with 
the  other.  Another  inftancc  of  his  inadvertency,  from  ihe  fame 
caufe,  yft  have  in  the  firft  part  of  Henry  IV.  where  an  account  is 
given  of  theprifoners  took  on  the  |>laini  of  Hohncdcn, 

Mordake  the  Earl  of  Fife,  and  eldeji  Son 

To  beaten  Douglai 
Bat  the  Xarl  of  Fife  v/as  not  fon  to  Douglas,  but  to  Rcifrt  Duke 
of  Albany  governor  of  Scotl'wd.  He  took  h:i  c~ccc\.\nx  (roin  Holingt- 
had,  whcf?  words  are,  And  cf  prifoner'-  .imcvjl  ethers  were  theft , 
MorJack  Earl  of  Y'lh,  Jon  to  the  governor  A:i-:i;n^ald  .Ear/ Douglas, 
&c.  Ar.d  he  imagined  that  the  governor  aid  Earl  Dcughi  were 
one  and  the  fame  perfoot 

The 


I 
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The  vantage  of  his  anger. 

Sic.   To  th'  Capitol,  come  ; 
We  will  be  there  before  the  flream  o'th'  people : 
And  this  fhall  feem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own. 
Which  we  have  goaded  onward.  \_Exexftt* 


ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

A  pub  lick  Street  in  Rome. 

Comets.     Enter  Coriolanus,    Menenius,    Cominius, 
Titus  Lartius,  and  ether  Senators. 

Ctr.^  %     Vllus  Aujidius  then  had  made  new  head? 

JL        Lart.  He  had,  my  IordV*and  that  it  was, 
which  caus'd 
Cur  fwifter  compofition. 

Cor.  So  then  the  Volfcians  fiand  but  as  at  firft. 
Ready,  when  time  fhall  prompt  them,  to  make  road 
Upon's  again. 

Corn.  They're  worn,  Lord  Conful,  fo. 
That  we  fhall  hardly  in  our  ages  fee 
Their  Banners  wave  again. 

Cor.  S:xyj  y OM  Aufdius? 

Lart.  On  fafe-guard  he  came  to  me,  and  did  curfe 
Againfl  the  Volfcians,  for  they  had  fo  vilely 
Yielded  the  Tov/n  ;  he  is  retir'd  to  Antium. 

Cor.   Spoke  he  of  me  ? 

hart.  He  did,  my  Lord. 

Cor.  How? what?— — ' 

Lart.  How  often  he  had  met  you,  fword  to  fword: 
•  That  of  all  things  upon  the  earth  he  hated 
Ycur  perfon  moll :   that  he  would  pawn  his  fortunes 
To  hopelefs  reftitution,   fo  he  m.ight 
Be  calPd  your  vanquifher. 

Cor.  At  Antium  lives  he  } 

Lart.   At  Antium, 

Cor.  I  wifh.  I  had  a  caufe  to  feek  him  there; 

To  oppofe  his  hatred  fully Welcome  home. 

\To  Lartius. 
Enter 
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Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Behold !  thefe  are  the  Tribunes  of  the  people. 
The  tongues  o'th'  common  mouth  :  I  do  defpife  them '; 
For  they  do  prank  them  in  authority 
Againft  all  noble  fufFerance. 

Sic.  Pafs  no  further. 

Cor,  Hah  ! what  is  that  f . 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  to  go  on — nd  further. 

Cor,  What  makes  this  change  ? 

Men.  The  matter  ? 

Com.  Hath  he  not  pafsM  the  Nobles  and  the  Com*' 
mons  ? 

Bru.  CominiuSf  no. 

Cor.  Have  I  had  children's  voices  ? 

Sen.  Tribunes,  give  way;    he  fhall  to  th*  market 
place; 

Bru,  The  people  are  incensM  againil  him. 

Sic.  Stop, 
Gr  all  will  fall  in  broil. 

Cor,  Are  thefe  your  herd  ? 
Muft  thefe  have  voices,  that  can  yield  them  now. 
And  flraight  difclaim  their  tongues  ?    what  are  your 

offices  ? 
You  being  their  mouths,   '  why  rule  you    not  their 

teeth  ? 
Have  you  not  fet  them  on  ? 

Men.  Becalm,  becalm. 

Cor.  It  is  a  purpos'd  thing,  and  grows  by  plot, 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  Nobility  : 
SufFer't,  and  live  with  fuch  as  cannot  rule. 
Nor  ever  will  be  rul'd. 

Bru.  CalPt  not  a  plot ; 
The  people  cry,  you  mock'd  them ;  and,  of  late. 
When  corn  was  given  thtm  gratis,  you  repin'd  ; 
ScandaFd  the  fuppliants  for  the  people  ;  call'd  them 
Time-pleafers,  flatterers,  foes  to  Noblenefs, 

Cor.  Why,  this  was  known  before. 

Bru,  Not  to  them  all. 

1    ^hy  rule  you  not  their  teeth  ?]  The  metsphor  is  from 

men's  fctting  a  Bull-dog  or  Maftiff  upon  any  one. 

Vol.  VI.  U  Cor, 
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Cor.  Havp  you  informed  them  fince  ? 
Bru.  How  !  I  inform  them  ! 
Cor.  You  are  like  to  do  fuch  bufmefs. 
Bru.   2  Not  unlike,  each  way,  to  better  yours. 
Cor.  Why  then  ihould  I  be  Conful  ?  by  yond  clouds. 
Let  me  deferve  fo  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  Fellow-Tribune. 

Sic.  You  fhew  too  much  of  That, 
For  which  the  people  flir;  if  you  will  pafs 
To  where  you're  bound,  you  muft  enquire  your  way. 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  fpirit ; 
■  Or  never  be  fo  noble  as  a  Conful, 
Nor  yoke  with  him  for  Tribune. 
Men,  Let's  be  calm. 

Com.  The  people   are  abus'd. — -Set  on; this 

paltring 
Becomes  not  Rome :  nor  has  Coriolanus 
Deferv'd  this  fo  dilhonour'd  Rub,  laid  falily 
I'  th'  plain  way  of  his  merit. 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  corn  I 
This  was  my  fpeech,  and  I  will  fpeak't  again—- 
Men.  Not  now,  not  now. 
S-en.   Not  in  this  heat,  Sir,  now. 

Cor.  Now  as  I  live,  I  will 

As  for  my  nobler  friends,  I  crave  their  pardons : 

But  for  the  mutable  rank-fcented  Many, 

Let  them  regard  me,  as  I  do  not  flatter. 

And  there  behold  themfelves :  I  fay  again. 

In  focthing  them,  we  nourifli  'gainll  our  Senate 

The  cockle  of  rebellion,  infolence,  fedition. 

Which  we  our  felves  have  piow'd  for,  fow'd  and  fcat- 

ter'd 
By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honoured  number : 
Who  lack  not  Virtue,  no,  nor  Power,  but  that 
Which  we  have  given  to  beggars. 

a  Not  unlike,  each  ivay,  to  better  yours.]  /'.  e,  likely  to  provide 
better  for  the  fecurity  of  the  commonwealth  than  you  (whofe  bufi- 
%eji  it  is)  will  do.     To  which  the  reply  is  pertinent, 

}Vby  thenjhould  I  be  Conful  ? 
.Yet  the  reftlefs  humour  of  reformation  in  the  Oxford  Editor  difturbg 
ithc  text  to,  ■  better  you. 

Men. 
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Men.  Well,  no  more 

Sen.  No  more  words,  we  befeech  you— — 

Cor.  How! -no  more! 
As  for  my  Country  I  have  fhed  my  blood. 
Not  fearing  outward  force  ;  fo  Ihall  my  lungs 
Coin  words  'till  their  decay,  againll  thofe  meafles. 
Which  we  difdain  fliould  tetter  us,  yet  feek 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

Bru.  You  fpeak  o'  th'  people,  as  you  were  a  Goi 
To  punifh,  not  a  man  of  their  infirmity. 

Sic.  'Twere  well,  we  let  the  people  know't. 

Men.  What, -what!  his  choler  ? 

Cor.  Choler !  were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  ficep. 
By  Jo've,  'twould  be  my  mind. 

Sic.  It  is  a  mind 
That  Ihall  remain  a  poifon  where  it  is. 
Not  poifon  any  further. 

Cor.  Shall  remain  ? 
Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  ?  minnows  ?  mark  yoa 
His  abfolute/'rt//? 

Com.  'Twas  from  the  canon. 

Cor.   Shall! 
O  good,  but  mod  unwife  Patricians,  why, 

4  You  grave,  but  recklefs  Senators,  have  you  thus 
Given  Hydra  here  to  chufe  an  officer. 

That  with  his  peremptory y^^//,  being  but 

5  The  horn  and  noife  o'th'  monfters,  wants  not  fpirit 
To  fay,  he'll  turn  your  current  in  a  ditch. 

And  make  your  channel  his  ?  If  he  have  power, 

6  Then  vail  your  ignorance  ;  If  none,  awake 
Your  dangerous  lenity  :  if  you  are  learned. 
Be  not  as  common  fools ;  if  you  are  not, 

lonvi  ? — ]   /.  e.  Small  fry. 


4  Tougra-ve,  iwr  wRK  cK  l£ss  Scfutors, — ]  We  fHouId  rcid,    ■ 

.         RECKLESS  Stnatort, 

;.  e.  Carekfs. 

5  The  born  and  noife ]   Alluding  to  his  having  called  him  Trf 

tan  before. 

6  Then  i>ail  your  ignorance  }— ]  Ignorance,  for  impotence  j  be- 
cjiufe  it  makes  impotent.  The  Oxford  Editor  not  underrtanding  this, 
tranfpofes  the  whole  fentence  according  to  what  in  his  fancy  is  ac- 
curacy. 

U  2  Leg 
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Let  them  have  cufliions  by  you.     YouVc  Plebeian!, 

If  they  be  Senators ;  and  they  arc  no  lefs. 

When,  both  your  voices  blended,  the  grcat'ft  tafte 

Moft  palates  theirs.     They  chufe  their  magiftrate ! 

And  fuch  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  his/^a//. 

His  popular  J^a//,  againft  a  graver  Bench 

7  Than  ever  frownM  in  Greece  !  By  Jove  himfcif. 

It  makes  the  Confuls  bafe ;  «  "  and  my  foul  akcs 

**  To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up, 

"  Neither  fupream,  how  foon  Confufion 

"  May  enter  'twixtthe  gap  of  Both,  and  take 

"  The  one  by  th'  other. 

Com.  Well — On  to  th'  market-place. 
Cor.f  Who  ever  gave  that  counfel,  to  give  forth 
The  corn  o'  th'  flore-houfe,  gratis,  as  'twas  us'd 

Sometime  in  Greece 

Men.  Well,  well,  no  more  of  that. 
Cor.  Though  there  the  People  had  more  abfolutc 
Power : 
I  fay,  they  nourifh'd  difobediencc,  fed 
The  ruin  of  the  State. 

Bru.  Why  fhall  the  people  give 
One,  that  fpeaks  thus,  their  voice  ? 

Cor.  I'll  give  my  reafons. 
More  worthy  than  their  voice.     They  know,  the  corn 
Was  not  our  recompence ;  refling  affur'd. 
They  ne'er  did  fervice  for't ;  being  preft  to  th'  war. 
Even  when  the  navel  of  the  State  was  touch'd. 
They  would  not  thread  the  gates :  this  kind  of  fervice 
Did  not  deferve  corn  gratis :  Being  i'  th'  war, 
Their  mutinies  and  revolts,  wherein  they  Ihew'd 
Moll  valour,  fpoke  not  for  them.     Th'  accufation. 
Which  they  have  often  made  againft  the  Senate, 
All  caufe  unborn,  9  could  never  be  the  native 
Of  our  fo  frank  donation.     Well,  what  then  ? 
How  fhall  this  Bofom-multiplied  digeft 

7  IImti  wet-  frown'd  in  Greece !— ]  /.  /.  Than  ever  projc^ed  or 
«xec«ted  laws. 

8  and  my  foul  aha']  The  mifehief  and  absurdity  of  what  i« 

•aUed  Jmpirium  in  impirio,  is  here  finely  expreflcd, 

9  —  tQuld  fmerbe  the  native]  Native,  for  natttral  birth. 
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The  Senate's  courtefie  ?  let  deeds  exprefs, 

What's  like  to  be  their  words      We  did  requefi  it 

We  are  the  greater  poll,  and  in  true  fear 
^Theygave  us  our  demands.-  Thus  we  debafe 
The  nature  of  our  Seats,  and  make  the  rabble 
Call  our  cares,  fears;  which  will  in  time  break  ope 
The  locks  o'th'  Senate,  and  bring  in  the  crows 
To  peck  the  eagles.    •-- 

Men.  Come,  enough. 

Bru.  Enough,  with  over  meafure. 

Cor.  *  No,  take  more ; 
What  may  be  fworn  by.     Both  Divine  and  Human 

Seal  what  I  end  withal !- This  double  worfhip. 

Where  one  part  does  difdain  with  caufe,  the  other 

Infult  without  all  reafon  j  where  gentry,  title,  wifdom, 

Cannot  conclude  but  by  the  yea  and  no 

Of  gen'ral  ignorance,  it  mull:  omit 

Real  neceflities,  and  give  way  the  while 

T*  unftable  flightnefs  j   ^  [purpofe  fo  barr'd.   It  follows. 

Nothing  is  done  to  purpofe.]     Therefore  befeech  you,j 

(You  that  will  be  lefs  fearful  than  difcreet, 

*  That  love  the  fundamental  part  of  State 

*  Noy  taU  more. 

What  may  be  fworn  by,  both  divine  and  bumafi. 
Seal  ivbat   J  end  vjithal! — ]   The  falfe  pointing  hath  ma<ie 
this  unintelligible.     It  fhoyld  be  read  and  pointed  thus. 
No,  take  more  ; 

}Vbat  may  befivorn  by.     Botb  Divine  and  Human 
Seal  ivbat  I  end  loitbal  /— — 
7.  e.  No,  I  will  ftill  proceed,  and  the  truth  of  what  I  /hall  fay  may 
be  fworn  to.     And  may  both  Divine  and  Human  powers  [/.  e.  th« 
Cods  of  Rome  and  Senate]  confirm  and  fupport  my  conclufion. 

I   purpofe  fo  barr'd,  it  fo/iotvs, 

Notbing  is  done  to  purpofe. — ]  This  is  (o  like  PoloniuiU  elo- 
quence, and  fo  much  unlike  the  reft  ofCorielanus't  language,  that  I 
am  apt  to  think  it  fpurious. 

a  Tbat  Icve  the  fundamental  part  of  State 

More  tban  you  doubt  tbe  change  oft  j — ]  /.  e.  Who  are  fo  wed- 
ded to  accuftomcd  forms  in  the  adminiftration,  that  in  your  care  for 
the  prefervation  of  thofe,  you  overlook  the  danger  the  conftitutio* 
incurs  by  ftridly  adhering  to  them.  This  the  fpeaker,  in  vindita- 
tion  of  his  conduft,  artfully  rcprefents  to  be  his  cafe  ;  yet  thii  per- 
tinent obfervation  the  Oxford  Editor,  with  one  happy  dafli  of  his 
pen,  in  amending  doubt  to  do,  entirely  aboliihcSt 
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More  than  you  doubt  the  change  oft ;  that  prefer 
A  noble  life  before  a  long,  and  wifh 
To  vamp  a  body  with  a  dangerous  phyfick. 
That's  fure  of  death  without;)  at  once  pluck  out 
The  multitudinous  tongue,  let  them  not  lick 
The  fweet  which  is  their  poifon.     Your  difhonour 
3  Mangles  true  judgment,  and  bereaves  the  State 
Of  that  integrity  +  which  ihould  become  it: 
Not  having  power  to  do  the  good  it  would. 
For  th'  ill  which  doth  controul  it. 

Bru.  H'as  faid  enough. 

Sic.  H'as  fpoke  like  a  traitor,  and  fliall  anfwer 
As  traitors  do. 

Corf  Thou  wretch !  Defpight  overwhelm  thee  I 

What  Ihould  the  people  do  with  thefe  bald  Tribunes  ? 

On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 

To  th'  greater  bench.     In  a  Rebellion, 

When  what's  not  meet,  but  what  muft  be,  was  law. 

Then  were  they  chofen ;  in  a  better  hour. 

Let  what  is  meet,  be  faid,  faj  it  muft  be  law. 

And  throw  their  Po\^er  i'th'  duft. 

Bru.  Manifeft  treafon 

Sic.  ThisaConiul?  no. 

£ru.  The  ^diles,  ho  !  let  him  be  apprehended. 

[^diles  enter* 

Sic,  Go,  call  the  people,  in  whofe  name  my  felf 
Attach  thee  as  a  trdterous  innovator: 
A  foe  to  th'  publick  weal.     Obey,  I  charge  thee. 
And  follov/  to  thine  anfwer. 

l^Lajing  hold  on  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  Hence,  old  goat ! 

Jli.  We'll  furety  him. 

Co?fi.  Ag'd  Sir,  hands  off. 

Cor,  Hence,  rotten  thing,  or  I  fhall  (hake  thy  bonea 
Out  of  thy  garments. 

^ic.  Help  me,  citizens. 


3  Mangles  True  judgment,—]  Judgment^  for  government. 

4  ivhicbjh'juldhtcomz  it :']   Become,  for  adorn. 

f  (aj  t:  mtifi  he  U^t     (Oxford  Edilor. — Vi«lg,  it  mujl  he  nuet,  J 
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SCENE     II. 

Enter  a  Rahhie  of  Plebeians,  -ivith  the  JEdiUs. 
Men.  On  both  fides,  more  refpeft. 
Sic,  Here's  he,  that  would  take  fron;i  you  all  your 

power. 
Brti.  Seize  him,  J5^//^^.         •  i   ,.     , 
Jll.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him  ! 
2  Sen.  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons ! 

\JThey  all  huftle  about  Coriolanus. 

Tribunes,  Patricians,  Citizens  —-what  ho  ! 

Stcintusy  Brutus,  Coriolanus,  citizens! 

Jll.  Peace,  peace,  peace,  ftay,  hold,  peace  ! 

Men.  What  is  about  to  be  ? 1  am  out  of  breath ; 

Confufion's  near,  I  cannot  {peak,— You  Tribunes, 
Corzolanu^,  patience  ;  fpeak,  Sicinius. 

Sic,  Hear  me,  people peace.        ^     .      .     . 

All.  Let's  hear  our  Tribune  ;  peace  ;   Ipeak,  Ipeak, 

fpeak. 
Sic.  You  are  at  point  tolofe  your  liberties : 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you  :  Marcius, 
Whom  late  you  nam'd  for  Conful. 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie. 
This  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  quench. 
Sen.  To  unbuild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 
Sic,  What  is  the  city,  but  the  people  ? 
Jll.  True,  the  people  are  the  city. 
Bru.  By  the  confent  of  all,  we  were  ellablifh  d 
The  people's  magiftrates. 

Jll.  You  fo  remain.  '   . 

Men,  And  fo  are  like  to  do. 
Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat ; 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation. 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  dillinaiy  ranges. 
In  heaps  and  piles  of  ruin. 
Sic.  This  deferves  death. 
Bru,  Or  let  us  iUnd  to  our  Authority, 
Or  let  us  lofe  it ;  we  do  here  pronounce, 
Upon  the  part  o'th'  people,  in  whofe  power 
We  were  eleftcd  theirs,  Marciui  is  wor.hy 
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Of  prefent  death. 

S:'c.  Therefore  lay  hold  on  him  ; 
Bear  him  to  th'  rock  Tarpeian,  and  from  thenc© 
Into  deltruflion  caft  him. 

£ru.  Mdihs,  feize  him. 

All  Pie.   Yield,  Marcius,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  me  one  word  j  'befeech  you.   Tribunes 
hear  me  but  a  word —  * 

^diles.  Peace,  peace. 

Men.  Be  that  you  feem,  truly  your  Country»s  friends. 
And  cemp  rately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redrefs. 

Bru.  Sir,  thofe  cold  ways. 
That  feem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  poifonous. 
Where  the  difeafe  is  violent.     Lay  hands  on  him. 
And  bear  him  to  the  rock. 

n       XT       TMt  ,      ,      [CorioIanus//r^w/^/VAv#r^. 
Cor.  No;  111  dye  here. 
There's  feme  among  you  have  beheld  me  fighting. 
Come,  try  upon  your  felves,  what  you  have  feen  me. 
Men,  Down  with  that  fword  ;  Tribunes,  withdraw  a 

while. 
Bru.  Lay  hands  upon  him. 

Men.  Help  Marcius,  help you  that  be  noble,  help 

him  young  and  old. 

All.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him.  \Exeunt. 

[In  this  mutiny,  //'^  Tribunes,.//-^  iEdiles,  and 
the  people  are  heat  in. 

SCENE    III. 

Men.  Go,  get  you  to  your  houfc ;  be  gone,  away. 
All  will  be  nought  elfe. 
2  Sen.  Get  you  gone. 

J'  Cor.  Stand  faft,  we  have  as  many  friends  as  enemies. 
Men.  Shall  it  be  put  to  That  ? 
^en.  The  Gods  forbid  ! 

5  Com.  Stand  faji,  &c.]  This  fpeech  certainly  fliould  be  given 
fo  Ccriolanui  j  for  all  his  friends  perftiade  him  to  retire.  So  Comi- 
^tts  ficfeatly  after ; 

Ctrntf  Sir,  «kng  w.'rb  us, 

1  pr'ythee. 
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I  ^r'ythee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  houfc. 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  caufe. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  fore, 
•You  cannot  tent  your  felf ;  begone,  'befeech  you. 

Com.  Come,  Sir,  along  with  us. 

Men.   I  would,  they  were  Barbarians,  (as  they  are,  - 
Though  in  Rome  litter'd  i)   not  Romans:  (as  they  mC 

not. 
Though  calved  in  the  porch  o'th'  Capitol :) 
Begone,  put  not  your  worthy  rage  into  your  tongue, 
Gne  time  will  owe  another. 

Cor.  On  fair  ground  I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.  I  could  my  fclf  take  up  a  brace  o'th*  beft  of 
them  ;  yea,  the  two  Tribunes, 

Com.  But  now 'tis  odds  beyond  arithmetick:     . 
And  manhood  is  call'd  fooi'ry,  when  it  ftands 
Againft  a  falling  fabrick.     Will  you  hence, 
Before  the  tag  return,  whofe  rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  waters,  and  overbear 
What  they  are  us'd  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you,  be  gone : 
I'll  try,  if  my  old  wit  be  in  requef^ 
With  thofe  that  have  but  little ;  this  mufl:  be  patcht 
With  cloth  of  any  colour. 

Com.  Come,  away. 

lExeunt  Coriolanus  an^  Cominius. 

S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

1  Sen.  This  man  has  marr'd  his  fortune. 
Men.  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world  : 

«♦  He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident, 

•*  Or  Jove  for's  power  to  thunder:    his  heart's   his 

mouth : 
"  What  his  breaft  forges,  that  his  tongue  mull  vent ; 
**  And,  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 
"  He  heard  the  name  of  death.  [J  noi/^  r^hhin. 

Here's  goodly  work. 

2  Sen.  I  would,  they  were  a-bed. 

Min.  I  would,  they  were  in  Tiher .  What,_  the 

vengeance,  ,  .    . 
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Could  he  not  fpeak  *em  fair  ? 

E7tter  Brutus  and  Siclnius,  ^>yith  the  rahlU  again. 

Sic.  Where  is  this  viper. 
That  would  depopulate  the  city,  and 
Be  eveiy  man  himfelf? 

Men.  Yo^  worthy  Tribunes 

Jic    He  fliall  be  thrown  down  the  rarteian  Rock 
With  rigorous  hands;  he  hath  refifted  l,aw 
And  therefore  Law  Ihall  fcorn  him  further  trial 
Than  the  feverity  of  publick  Power, 
Which  he  fo  fets  at  nought. 

1  Cit.  He  Ihall  well  know,  the  noble  Tribunes  are 
The  people's  mouths,  and  we  their  hands. 

ML  He  fhall,  be  fure  on't. 

Men.  Sir,  Sir, . 

^ic.  Peace. 

Men.  Do  not  cry  havock,  where  you  fhould  but  hunt 
With  modeft  warrant. 

Sic.  Sir,  how  comes  it,  you 
Have  holp  to  make  this  refcue  ? 

Men.  Hear  me  fpeak  ; 
As  I  do  know  the  ConfuPs  worthinefp. 
So  can  I  name  his  faults—  ■ 

Sic,  Conful ! what  Conful ! 

Men^  The  Confal  Coriolanus. 

Bru.  He  Conful———. 

All  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Men.  li  by  the  Tribunes*  leave,  and  youfs,  good 
people, 
I  may  be  heard,  I'd  crave  a  word  or  two  ; 
The  which  ihall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm. 
Than  fo  much  lofs  of  time.  '  '  '' 

Sic.   Speak  briefly  then, 
For  we  sre  peremptory  to  difpatch 
This  viperous  traitor ;  to  ejeft  him  hence, 
W^re  but  our  dai-ger  j  and  to  keep  him  here. 
Our  certain  death;  therefore  it  is  decreed, 
He  dies  to  night. 

•    Mun.   Now  the  good  Gods  forbid, 
Tlat  ccr  ruiowaed  Psome^  svhcfe  gratitude 

Tcw'jxb 
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TowVds  her  dererving  children  is  enrolPd 
In  Jovi^  own  book,  like  an  unnatural  dam 
Should  now  eat  up  her  own  ! 

Sic.  He's  a  difeafe  that  muft  be  cut  away. 
Men.  Oh,  he's  a  limb,  that  has  but  a  difeafe  j 
Mortal,  to  cut  it  off;  to  cure  it,  eafie. 
What  has  he  done  to  Rome,  that's  worthy  death  ? 
Killing  our  enemies,  the  blood  he  hath  loft 
(Which  I  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  That  he  hath. 
By  many  an  ounce)  he  dropt  it  for  his  Country  : 
And  what  is  left,  to  lofe  it  by  his  Country, 
Were  to  us  all  that  do't,  and  fuffer  it, 
A  brand  to  th'  end  o'thV  world. 
Sic.  ^  This  is  clean  kam, 

B^u,     Meerly    awry  :     when    he    did     love    his 
Country, 
It  honoured  him. 

7  Sic.  The  fervice  of  the  foot 
Being  once  gangreen'd,  it  is  not  then  refpcvled 
For  what  before  it  v/as. 

Bru.  We'll  hear  no  more. 
Purfue  him  to  his  houfe,  and  pluck  him  thence ; 
Left  his  infeftion,  being  of  catching  nature. 
Spread  further. 

Men.  One  word  more,  one  word  : 
This  tiger-footed  rage,  when  it  ftiall  find 
The  harm  of  unfjcann'd  fwiftnefs,  will  (too  late) 
Tye  leaden  pounds  to's  heels.     Proceed  by  procefe, 
Left  Parties  (as  he  is  belov'd)  break  out. 
And  fack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

Bru.  If 'twere  fo^-«o      ■  -- 

Sic.  What  do  ye  talk  ? 
Have  we  not  had  a  tafte  of  his  obedience. 
Oar  uEdiles  fmote,  our  felves  refilled  ?  come  ~ — . 

6  This  is  clean  kam.]  i.e.  Awry.  So  Cot^rave  \ntir^xt\.i  To»t 
va  a  contreboil,  All  goes  clean  kan:.  Hervce  a  Kambrel  iox  a  crooked 
lUck,  or  the  bend  in  a  horfe's  hinder-leg. 

7  Men.  The  jerrjice  of  the  fo>.t ,  &c  ]  Nothing  can  be  more  evi- 
dent than  that  this  could  never  be  faid  by  Cori(>LnHs\  apolo^ift,  2nd 
that  it  was  faid  by  one  ol"  the  Tribunes  j  I  hiVe  therefore  given  it 
to  Sicitiius, 

Mm* 
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Men.  Confidcr  this ;  he  hath  been  bred  i'th'  wars 
Since  he  could  draw  afword,  and  is  ill-fchooFd 
In  boulted  language  ;   meal  and  bran  together 
He  throws  without  diflindion.     Give  me  leave, 
I'll  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him 
Where  he  fhall  anfwer  by  a  lawful  form. 
In  peace,  to  his  utmoft  peril. 

I  ^tn.  Noble  Tribunes, 
It  is  the  humane  way  :  the  other  courfe 
Will  prove  too  bloody,  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

5/c.  Noble  MeneniuSi 
Be  you  then  as  the  people's  officer. 
Mailers,  lay  down  your  weapons. 

Bru.  Go  not  home. 

Sic,  Meet  on  the  forum  ;  we*ll  attend  you  there. 
Where,  if  you  bring  not  Marcius,  we'll  proceed 
In  our  iirll:  way. 

Men.  ril  bring  him  to  you. 
Let  me  defire  your  company  ;  he  mull  come. 
Or  what  is  worfe  will  follow. 

1  Sen.  Pray,  let's  to  him.  [Exetmf. 

SCENE     V.        Changes  to  CoriolanusV  Houfe, 
Enter  Coriolanus,  *with  Nobles. 

^"^  'T    ^  "^  them  pull  all  about  mine  ^ars,  prefent  me 

1   V  Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horfes' heelsj^ 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  Rock, 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  ftretch 
Below  the  beam  of  fight,  yet  will  I  flill 
Be  thus  to  them. 

Enter  Volumnia. 

Nohl.  You  do  the  nobler. 
Cor.  I  mufe,  my  mother 
Does  net  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 
To  call  them  woollen  vaffals,  things  created 
To  buy  and  fell  witii  groats ;  to  fliew  bare  heads 
Jn  corigregations;,  yawn,  be  iWH,  and  wonder, 

\Yhen. 
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When  one  but  of  my  Ordinance  flood  up 

To  fpeak  of  Peace  or  War  ;  (I  talk  of  you) 

Why  did  you  wifh  me  milder  h  wou'd  you  have  mc 

Falfe  to  my  nature  ?  rather  fay,  I  play 

The  man  I  am. 

Fol.  Oh,  Sir,  Sir,  Sir, 
I  would  have  had  you  put  your  Power  well  on. 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 

Cor.  Let  it  go. 

VoL  You  might   have  been  enough  the  man  yon 
are, 
With  ftriving  lefs  to  be  fo.     Leffer  had  been 
The  Thwartings  of  your  difpofitions,  if 
You  had  not  Ihew'd  them  how  you  were  difposM 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  crofs  you.    • 
Cor.   Let  them  hang. 
Vol,  Ay,  and  burn  too. 

Enter  Menenius,  nvith  the  Senators. 
Men,  Come,  come,  you've  been  too  rough,  fomc- 
thing  too  rough : 
You  mufl  return,  and  merid  it. 

Sen.  There's  no  remedy, 
Unlefs,  by  not  fo  doing,  our  good  City 
Cleave  in  the  mid  ft,  and  perilh. 

Vol.  Pray,  be  counfelFd  ; 
1  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  yours. 
But  yet  a  brain  that  leads  my  ufe  of  anger 
To  better  vantage. 

Men.  Well  faid,  noble  woman : 
»  Before  he  fhould  thus  ftoop  to  th'  Herd,  but  that 
The  violent  fit  o'th'  times  craves  it  as  phyfick 
For  the  whole  State,  I'd  put  mine  armour  on. 
Which  I  can  fcarcely  bear. 
Cor.  What  muft  I  do  ? 
Men.  Return  to  th'  Tribunes. 
Car,  Welt,  what  then?  what  then  ? 

♦  Before  be  thut  Jhould  Jioop  to  ri»'  He  A  E"^—]  This  nonfenfr 
ihould  be  reformed  thus, 

Befoiebttbuifi3ouldfio9ptoth'  'Ai.s.D,     ;.  f.  the  people. 
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Men.  Repent  what  you  have  fpoke. 

Cor.  For  them  ? 1  cannot  do  it  for  the  Gods, 

Mull  I  then  do't  to  them? 

Vol.  You  are  too  abfolute, 
Tho'  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble. 
But  when  Extremities  fpeak.     "  I've  heard  you  fay, 
"  Honour  and  policy,  like  unfeverM  Friends, 
«'  I'th'  war  do  grow  together:  grant  That,  and  tell 

me 
"  In  peace,  what  each  of  them  by  th'  other  lofes, 
*'  That  they  combine  not  there  ? 

Cor.  Tuih,  tulh  — 

Me7i.  A  good  demand. 

Vol.  If  it  be  honour  in  your  wars,  to  feem 
The  fame  you  are  not,  which  for  your  beft  ends 
You  call  your  policy  :  how  is't  lefs,  or  wortby  ^ 

That  it  fhall  hold  companionfhip  in  peace 
With  Honour,  as  in  War;  fmce  that  to  both- 
It  flands  in  like  requeft  ?  - 

Cor.  Why  force  you  this  ? 

Vol.  Becaufe  it  lies  on  you  to  fpeak  to  th'  People  : 
Not  by  your  oAvn  inflruftion,  nor  by  th'  matter 
Which   your  heart  prompts  you  to,  but   with   fuck 

words 
But  roated  in  your  tongue ;  baflards,  and  fyllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bofom's  truth. 
Nov/,  this  no  more  difhonours  you  at  all. 
Than  to  take  in  a  Town  with  gentle  words. 
Which  t\{^  would  put  you  to  your  fortune,  and 

The  hazard  of  much  blood. 

I  would  difiemble  with  my  nature,  where 
My  fortunes,  and  my  friends,  at  flake  requir'd, 
I  Ihould  do  fo  in  honour.     ^  I  am  in  this 


-1  am  in  thh 


Your  JVife,your  Son  :  the  Senators,  the  Noble:. >^ 
And  Tm,  &c.]  The  pointing  of  the  printed  copies  makes  ftark 
rcnrenie  of  this  pafFage.  Fo/umt:ia  Is  pcrhzdmg  CerioLiVus  that  he 
ought  to  flatter  the  people,  as  the  general  fortune  was  at  flake  j  and 
fays,  that,  in  this  advice,  fte  fpeaks  as  his  wife,  as  his  fon  ;  as  the 
Senate,  and  body  of  the  Patricians  j  who  were  in  i^ai^  meafure 
iiak'd  to  his  couduft; 

Your 
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Your  Wife,  your  Son,  thefe  Senators,  the  Nobles.— 
j^d  you  will  rather  {hew  our  general  lowts 
How  you  can  frown,  than  fpend  a  fawn  upon  'em. 
For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,  and  fafeguard 
Of  what  that  Want  might  ruin ! 

Men.   Noble  Lady  ! 
Come,  go  with  us,  fpeak  fair  :  you  may  falve  To 
Not  what  is  dangerous  prefent,  but  the  lofs 
Of  what  is  paft. 

^o/.  I  pt'ythee  now,  my  Son, 
"  Go  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand, 
*<  And  thus  far  having  ftretch'd  it  (here  be  with  them) 
"  Thy  knee  buffing  the  Hones ;  (for  in  fuch  bufinefs 
"  Aftion  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  th'  ignorant 
"  More  learned  than  the  ears  ?)  9  waving  thy  hand, 
"  Which  foften,  thus,  correfting  thy  ftout  heart, 
"  Now  humble  as  the  ripeil:  Mulberry, 
"  That  wiU  not  hold  the  handling  :  or  fay  to  them, 
**  Thou  art  their  Soldier,  and,  being  bred  in  broils, 
**  Haft  not  the  foft  way,  which  thou  doft  confefs 
"  Were  fit  for  thee  to  ufe,  as  they  to  claim, 
**  In  aflcing  their  good  loves ;  but  thou  wilt  frame 
"  Thyfelf(forfooth)  hereafter  theirs  fo  far, 
**  As  thou  hail  power  and  perfon. 

Men.  This  but  done, 
Ev'n  as  (he  fpeaks,  why,  all  their  hearts  were  yours  r. 
For  they  have  pardons,  being  alk'd,  as  free. 
As  words  to  little  purpofe. 


zvaving  thy  head. 


IFhich  often,  thus,  corn fting  thy  Jiout  heart. '\  But  do  any  of 
the  ancient  or  modern  naafters  of  elocution  prefcribe  the  'waving  the 
leady  when  they  treat  of  afticn  ?  Or  how  does  the  waving  the 
head  correal  the  ftoutnefs  of  the  heart,  or  evidence  humihty  ?  Or 
laftly,  where  is  the  fenfe  or  grammar  of  thefe  words,  f'Fhich  often 
thus,  &c  ?  Thefe  queftions  are  fufficient  to  fhew  that  the  lines  ar<; 
•orrupt.     I  would  read  therefore, 

iva'ving  toy  hand. 

Which  foften,  tku%,  ccrrsBingthy  Jicut  heart. 
This  is  a  very  proper  precept  of  acTiion  Anting  the  occafion  ;  Wave 
thy  hand,  fays  fhe,  and  foften  the  adtion  of  it  thus, —  then  ftrike 
upon  thy  breaft,  and  by  that  adlion  fhew  the  people  thou  luft  cor- 
reded  thy  ftout  heartt     All  here  is  fine  and  proper, 

Vol 
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VoL  Pr*ythee  now. 
Go  and  be  rul'd  ;  altho*,  I  know,  thou'dft  rather 
"  Follow  thine  enemy  in  a  iiery  Gulf 
**  Than  flatter  him  in  a  bower. 

Enter  Cominius, 
Here  is  Cominius. 

Com.  I've  been  Tth'  Market-place,  and,  Sir,  'tis  fit 
You  have  llrong  Party,  or  defend  your  felf 
By  calmnefs,  or  by  abfence  :  all's  in  anger. 

Men.  Only,  fair  fyeech. 

Co7n.  I  think,  'tv/ill  ferve,  if  he 
Gan  thereto  frame  his  fpirit. 

Vol.  He  muft  and  will : 
Pr'ythee  now,  fay  you  will,  and  go  about  it. 

Cor.  Muft  I  go  Ihew  them  my  unbarbed  fconcc  ?' 
Mull  my  bafe  tongue  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A  lie,  that  it  muft  bear  ?  well,  I  will  do't : 
Yet  were  thiere  but  this  '  Angle  Plot  to  lofe. 
This  mould  of  Marcius,  they  to  dufl  fhould  grind  it. 
And  throw't  againft  the  wind.     To  th'  Market-place  f 
YouVe  put  me  now  to  fuch  a  Part,  which  never 
I  fhall  difcharge  to  th'  life. 

Com,  Come,  come,  we'll  prompt  you. 

Vol,  Ay,  pr'ythee  now,  fweet  Son  ;  as  thou  haft  faid. 
My  praifes  made  thee  iirll  a  Soldier,  fo. 
To  ha\'^  my  praife  for  this,  perform  a  Part, 
Thou  haft  not  done  before. 
Cor.  Well,  I  muftdo't: 

*  Away,  my  Difpofition,  and  poffefs  me 

*  Some  Harlot's  fpirit  I  my  throat  of  war  be  tum'd, 

*  Which  quired  with  my  drum,  into  a  pipe 

*  Small  as  an  Eunuch,  or  the  Virgin's  voice 

*  That  Babies  lulls  afleep!  the  fmiles  of  Knaves 

*  Tent  in  my  cheeks,  and  fchool-boys'  tears  take  up 

*  The  glaffes  of  my  fight !  a  Beggar's  tongue 

«  Make  motion  through  my  lips,  and  my  arm'd  knaes, 

*  Which  bow'd  but  in  my  ftirrup,  bend  like  his 

'^-  —Mgle   plot—]  ;'.  e.  piece,  portion;  applied   to  apiece  of 
wrOi,  and  here  elegantly  transter^d  to  the  body,  carcafe. 

That 
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•  That  Kath  receivM  an  alms !  — -I  will  not  do't, 

*  Left  I  furceafe  to  honour  mine  own  truth, 

•  And  by,  my  body's  aftion,  teach  my  mind, 

*  A  moft  inherent  bafenefs. 

Vol,  "  At  thy  choice  then  : 
"  To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  diihonour, 
"  Than  thou  of  the^.     Come  all  to  ruin,  let 
"  Thy  Mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fear 
"  Thy  dangerous  ftoutnefs ;  for  I  mock  at  Death 
«*  With  as  big  heart  as  thou.     Do,  as  thou  lift  : 
"  Thy  valiantnefs  was  mine,  thou  fuck'dft  it  from  mc: 
**  But  own  thy  pride  thy  felf. 

Cor,  Pray,  be  content : 
Mother,  I'm  going  to  the  Market-place:^ 
Chide  me  no  more.     I'll  mountebank  their  loves. 
Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  belov'd 
Gf  all  the  Trades  in  Rome.     Look,  I  am  going  : 
Commend  me  to  my  Wife.     Fll  return  Conful, 
Or  never  truft  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
I'th'  way  of  flattery  further. 

Vol.  Do  your  will.  i^xit  Volumnia. 

Com.  Away,  the  Tribunes  do  attend  you  :  arm 
Your  felf  to  anfwer  mildly :  for  they're  prepared 
With  accufations,  as  I  hear,  more  ftrong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Cor.  The  word  is,  mildly. —Pray  you,  let  us  go. 
Let  them  accufe  me  by  invention  ;  I 
Will  anfwer  in  mine  honour. 

Men,  Ay,  but  mildly. 

Cor.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then,  mildly.—        [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VI.      Changej  to  the  Forum. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

ifr«.TN  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he  afieat 

X  Tyrannic  Power :  if  he  evades  us  there^. 
Inforce  him  with  his  envy  to  the  People, 
And  that  the  Spoil,  got  on  the  Antiates, 
Was  ne'er  diftributed.     What,  will  he  come  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  an  iEdile. 

JEd.  He's  coming. 

Brti.  How  accompanied  ? 

^d.  With  old  Menenius,  and  thofe  Scnatow 
That  always  favoured  him. 

Sic.  Have  you  a  catalogue 
Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procured. 
Set  down  by  th'  poll  ? 

^d.   I  have  ;  'tis  ready,  here. 

Sic.  Have  you  colleded  them  by  Tribes  ? 

JEd.  I  have. 

Sic.  AfTemble  prefently  the  People  hither. 
And,  when  they  hear  me  fay,  It  fhall  be  fo, 
Tth'  right  and  ftrength  o'th'  Commons ;  (be  it  either 
For  Death,  for  Fine,  or  Baniihment,)  then  let  them. 
If  I  fay  Fine,  cry  Fine ;  if  Death,  cry  Death ; 
Infilling  on  the  old  Prerogative 
And  Power  i'ch'  truth  o'th'  Caufe. 

^d.   I  will  inform  them. 

Bru.  And  when  fuch  time  they  have  begun  to  cry. 
Let  them  not  ceafe,  but  with  a  Din  confus'd 
Inforce  the  prefent  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  fentence. 

uEd.  Very  well. 

Sic.  Make  them  be  flrong  and  ready  for  this  hint. 
When  we  Ihall  hap  to  give't  them. 

Bru.  Go  about  it.  \_Exit  .^dile. 

Put  him  to  choler  Uraight ;  he  hath  been  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer,  ^  and  to  have  his  word. 
Off  contradidion.     Being  once  chaft,  he  cannot 
Be  rein'd  again  to  temp'rance  ;  then  he  fpeaks 

2   -  ■         ar.d  to  harue  his  nvcrd 

OF   cotitradtSion,']  The  fcnfe    here   fallt  miferably.     He  hatb 
been  ufedy  fays  the  fpeaker,  e-ver  t»  co«^wffr  — And  what  then  ? — -• 
and  to  contradicl.     We  fhould  read  and  point  it  thus, 
— —  j^nd  to  have  bis  zvcrd, 
OFT   contrad'tSiion, 

i.  e.  to  have  his  opinion  carry  it  without  contradl(f\lon.  Here  the" 
fenfe  rifes  elegantly.  Hs  ujed  ever  t<,  (on^uer  j  nay  t»  conquer  without 
oppofition. 

What's 
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What's  in  his  heart ;  and  That  is  there,  '  whi«h  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  Meneriius  and  Cominius  ivith  others. 

Sic.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Men.   Calmly,  I  do  befeech  you. 

Cor.  Ay,  as  an  hoftler,  that  for  the  poorefl:  piece 

Will  bear  the  Knave  by  th'  volume; The  honoured 

Gods 
Keep  Rome  in  Safety,  and  the  Chairs  of  Juflice 
Supply  with  worthy  men,  4-  plant  love  amongft  you. 
Throng  our  large  Temples  with  the  Ihews  of  peace, 
And  not  our  flreets  with  war  ! 

I  Sen.  Amen,  amen ! 

Men.  Anoblewilh. 

Enter  the  ^Edile  fwlth  the  Plebeians. 

Sic.  Draw  near,  ye  People. 

jSd.  Lift  to  your  Tribunes  :  audience ; 
Peace,  I  fay. 

Cor.  Firft,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Both  Tri.  Well,  fay:  peace,  ho. 

Cor.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  farther  than  this  prefent  ? 
Mull  all  determine  here  ? 

Sic.  I  do  demand, 
Ifyoufubmityou  to  the  People's  voices. 
Allow  their  Officers,  and  are  content 
To  fuffer  lawful  Cenfure  for  fuch  faults 
As  fhall  be  provM  upon  you  ? 

Cor.  I  am  content. 

Men.  Lo,  Citizens,  he  fays,  he  Is  content : 
The  warlike  fervice  he  has  done,  confider ; 
Think  on  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  fhew 


ivhkh  looks 


With  us  to  break  his  neck.']  A  familiar  phrafe  of  that  time, 
fignifying  ivcrks  loith  us.  Bat  the  Oxford  Editor  underftanding  the 
{tn(t  better  than  the  expreflion,  gives  us  here  Skakefpear\  meaning 
in  his  own  words. 

4  -  plant  love  among/}  you 

Through  cur  large  Tenples  iviththe peivs  of  peace ^ 
And  not  cur  fireets  ivith  ivar .']  We  fhouJd  read,  Threr^   tur 
Jarge  Temples,     The  other  is  rank  nonlenfe. 

Like 
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Like  Graves  i'th'  holy  Church-yard. 

Cor,  Scratches  with  briars,  fears  to  move  Laughter 
only. 

Men.  Confider  further  : 
That  when  he  fpeaks  net  like  a  Citizen, 
You  find  him  like  a  Soldier  j  do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  founds : 
But,  as  I  fay,  fuch  as  become  a  Soldier. 
Rather  than  envy,  you 

Com.  Well,  well,  no  more. 

Cor.  What  is  the  matter, 
That  being  pall  for  Coniul  wi:h  full  voice, 
I'm  fo  difhonour'd,  that  the  VQcy  hour 
You  take  it  off  again? 

Sic.  Anfwer  to  us. 

Cor.  Say  then  :  'tis  true,  I  ought  (o. 

Sic.   We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contrlvM  to  take 
From  Rome  all  feafon'd  Office,  and  to  wind 
Your  felf  unto  a  Power  tyrannical  j 
For  which  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  People. 

Cor.  How  ?  Traitor  ?  

]Vlen.  Nay,  temperately :  your  promife. 

Cor.  The  fires  i'th'  loweft  hell  fold  in  the  people  \ 
Call  me  their  traitor  !  thou  injurious  Tribune ! 
Within  thine  eyes  fat  twenty  thoufand  deaths. 
In  thy  hands  clutch'd  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers ;  I  would  fay, 
Thou  lielT,  unto  thee,  with  a  voice  as  free,, 
•  As  I  do  pray  the  Gods. 

Sie.  Mark  you  this,    people  ? 

^//.  To  th' Rock  with  him. 

Sic.  Peace : 
We  need  not  lay  new  matter  to  his  charge ; 
What  you  have  feen  him  do,  and  heard  him  fpeak. 
Beating  your  Officers,  curfing  your  fclves, 
Oppofmg  laws  with  ftroaks,  and  here  defying 
-    Thofe.  whofe  great  Power  muft  try  him,  even  this 
So  criminal,  and  in  fuch  capital  kind, 
Deferves  th'  extreameft  death. 

Bru.  But  fmce  he  hath 
Serv'd  well  for  Rsme 

Ctr, 
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C*r.  What  do  you  prate  of  Tcrvice  ? 

Bru.  I  talk  of  That,  that  know  it. 

Cor.  You? . 

Men.  li  this  the  promife  that  you  made  your  mo- 
ther ? 

Co/w.  Know,  I  pray  you 

Cor.  ril  know  no  farther: 
Let  t{vem  pronounce  the  fteep  Tarpeian  death. 
Vagabond  exile,  fleaing,  pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a-day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word  ; 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give. 
To  hav*t  with  faying,  good  morrow. 

Sic.  For  that  he  has 
(As  much  as  in  him  lyes)  from  time  to  time 
EnvyM  againft  the  people ;  feeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  Power ;  as  now  at  lail 
Giv'n  hoflile  ftroaks,  and  that  not  in  the  prefence 
Of  dreaded  juflice,  but  on  the  Minifters 
That  do  dillribute  it ;  in  the  Name  o'th*  People, 
And  in  the  Power  of  us  the  Tribunes,  we 
(Ev*n  from  this  inftant)  baniih  him  our  City  ; 
in  peril  of  precipitation 
From  off  the  Rock  Tarpeian ^  never  more 
To  enter  our  Rome^s  Gates.  I'th'  People's  Name, 
I  fay,  it  fhall  be  fo. 

j^/I.  It  fhall  be  fo,  it  ihall  be  fo ;   let  him  away  : 
He's  baniih' d,  and  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Com.    Hear  me,    my  Matters,    and  my   common 
Friends 

Sic.  He's  fentenc'd  :  no  more  hearing. 

Com.  Let  me  fpeak : 
I  have  been  Conful,  and  can  fhew  for  Rome 
Her  Enemies'  Marks  upon  me.     I  do  love 
My  Country's  Good,  with  a  refpeft  more  tender. 
More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life. 
My  dear  wife's  eftimate,  her  womb's  increafe. 
And  treafurc  of  my  loins :  then  if  I  would 
Speak  that  — — 

Sic.  We  know  your  drift.     Speak  what  ? 

Bru,  There's  no  more  to  be  faid,  but  he  is  bani(h'd 

Aa 
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As  enemy  to  the  People  and  his  Country. 
It  Ihall  be  fo. 

Jll.  It  fhall  be  fo,  it  fliall  be  fo. 

Cor.  "  You  common  cry  of  curs,  whofe  breath  I  hate, 
**  As  reek  o'th'  rotten  fenns  ;  whofe  loves  I  prize, 
*•  As  the  dead  carcafTes  of  unburied  men, 
**  That  do  corrupt  my  air  :  I  banilh  you : 
"  And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty  ; 
**  Let  every  feeble  rumour  fhake  your  hearts ; 
«*  Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plumes, 
*'  Fan  you  into  defpair :  have  the  power  ilill 
•*  To  baniih  your  Defenders,  'till  at  length, 
**  Your  ignorance  (which  finds  not,  'till  it  feels ; 
**   Making  but  refervation  of  your  felves 
•*  Still  your  own  enemies)  deliver  you, 
•*  As  moll  abated  captives,  to  fome  nation 
«•  That  won  you  without  blows !  Defpifmg  then. 
For  you,  the  City,  thus  I  turn  my  back : 

There  is  a  world  elfewhere 

'  {^Exeunt  Coriolanus,  Cominius,  and  others 

[The  people ^outf  and thronjj  up  their  caps, 

JEd.  The  people's  enemy  is  gone,  is  gone! 

j^ll.  Our  enemy  is  banifh'd ;  he  is  gone ! — Hoo  !  hoo  i 

Sic.  Go  fee  him  out  at  gates,  and  follow  him 
As  he  hath  follow 'd  you ;  with  all  defpight 
Give  him  deferv'd  vexation.     Let  a  guard 
Attend  us  through  the  City. 

Jll.  Come,  come ;  let  us  fee  him  out  at  the  gates ; 
come. 

The  Gods  preferve  our  noble  Tribunes ! come. 

\_E?ieunt. 


ACT    IV.     SCENE    I. 

Before  the  Gates  of  Rome. 

Enter  Coriolanus,    Volumnia,    Virgilia,  Menenius, 
Com.inius,  nvith  the  young  Nobility  of  Rome. 
Cor.  f^OME,  leave  your  tears:  a  brief  farewel :  the 
L^  beaft 

With 
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With  many  heads  butts  me  away.     Nay,  mother. 
Where  is  your  ancient  Courage  ?  "  you  were  us'd 
"  To  fay.  Extremity  was  the  trier  of  fpirits, 
"  That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear ; 
**  That,  when  the  Sea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 
**  ShewM  mafterlhip  in  floating.     Fortune's  blows, 
**  When  moft  ftruck  home,   *  being   gently  warded, 

craves 
*'  A  noble  cunning.     You  were  usM  to  load  me 
"  With  precepts,  that  would  make  invincible 
<*  The  heart  that  conn'd  them. 

Vir.  O  heav'ns  !  O  heav'ns  I 

Cor.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  woman 

Vol.  Now  the  red  peftilence  ftrike  all  trades  in  Rome, 
And  occupations  periih  ! 

Cor,  What!  what!  what! 
I  fhall  be  lov'd,  when  I  am  lack'd.     Nay,  mother, 
Refume  that  fpirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  fay. 
If  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules, 
Six  of  his  labours  you'd  have  done,  and  fav'd 
Your  hufband  fo  much  fweat.     Cominius, 
Droop  not;  adieu:  farewel,  my  wife!  my  mother! 
I'll  do  well  yet.     "  Thou  old  and  true  Menettius, 
**  Thy  tears  are  falter  than  a  younger  man's, 
"  And  venomous  to  thine  eyes.  My  fometime  General, 
I've  feen  thee  ftern,  and  thou  haft  oft  beheld 
Heart-hardning  fpedlacles.     Tell  thefe  fad  women, 
'Tis  fond  to  wail  inevitable  ftroaks. 
As  'tis  to  laugh  at  'em.     Mother,  you  wot. 
My  hazards  ftill  have  been  your  folace ;  and 
Believe't  not  lightly,  "  (tho'  I  go  alone, 
**  Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  fen 
"  Makes  fear'd,  and  talk'd  of  more  than  feen :)  your  Son 
Will,  or  exceed  the  common,  or  be  caught 
With  cautelous  baits  and  practice. 

ro/.  ^  My  firft  Son, 
Where  will  you  go  ?  take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  a  while,  determine  on  fome  courfe, 

J>eing  gently  ioafded,—''\Gently,  for  nobly. 


s  My  firft  Sony\  Firfif  i.  t,  nofcleft,  moft  emiuent  of  men. 

More 
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More  than  a  wild  cxpofure  to  each  chance. 
That  darts  i'  th'  way  before  thee. 

Cor.  O  the  Gods ! 

Com.  I'll  follow  thee  a  month,  devife  with  thee 
Where  thou  Ihalt  reft,  that  thou  may 'ft  hear  of  us, 
^nd  we  of  thee.     So,  if  the  time  thruft  forth 
A  Caufe  for  thy  Repeal,  we  ihall  not  fend 
O'er  the  vaft  world,  to  feek  a  fmgle  man ; 
And  lofe  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
Tth*  abfence  of  the  needer. 

Cor.  Fare  ye  well : 
Thou'ft  years  upon  thee,  and  thou  art  too  full 
Of  the  war's  furfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
That's  yet  unbruis'd  ;  bring  me  but  out  at  gate. 
Come,  my  fweet  wife,  my  deareft  mother,  and 
1  My  friends  of  noble  touch :  when  I  am  forth. 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  fmilc.     I  pray  you,  come. 
While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  fhall 
Hear  from  me  ftill,  and  never  of  mc  aught 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily 
As  any  ear  can  hear.     Come,  let's  not  weep. 
If  I  could  fhake  off  but  one  feven  years 
From  thefe  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  Gods, 
I'd  with  thee  every  foot. 

Cor.  Give  me  thy  hand.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus,  fwith  the  -^dile. 

Sic.  Bid  them  all  home,  he's  gone ;  and  we'll  no 
further. 
Vex'd  are  the  Nobles,  who,  we  fee,  have  fided 
In  his  behalf. 

Bru.  Now  we  have  Ihewn  our  Power, 
Let  us  feem  humbler  after  it  is  done. 
Than  when  it  was  a  doing. 

Sic.  Bid  them  home  j 

3  My  friendi  of  noble  touch  :"]  ;.  ^.  of  true  metal  unallay'd*     Me- 
taphor taken  from  trying  gold  on  the  touchftone. 

Say 
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Say,  their  great  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  Strength. 

Bru.  Difmifs  them  home. 
Here  comes  his  Mother, 

Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  and  Mencnius. 

Sic.  Let's  not  meet    her. 

Bru.  Why? 

Sic.  They  fay,  fne'smad. 

Bru.  They  have  ta'en  note  of  us :  keep  on  your  way. 

Vol.  Oh,  y'are  well  met : 
The  hoorded  plague  o'th'  Gods  requite  your  love  f 

Men.  Peace,  peace  ;  be  not  fo  loud. 

Fol.  If  that  I  could  for  weeping,  you  ftiould  hear- 
Nay,  and  you  fhall  hear  fome.— Will  you  be  gone  ? 
You  fhall  flay  too. 

Virg.  I  would,  I  had  the  power 
To  fay  fo  to  my  Hufband. 

Sic.  Are  you  mankind  ? 

VoL  Ay,  fool  :  is  that  alhame?    note  but  this  fool. 
Was  not  a  Man  my  Father  ?  hadfl  thou  foxfhip 
To  banifh  him  that  flruck  m.orc  blows  for  Rome, 
Than  thou  hafl  fpoken  v/ords— 

Sic.  Oh  bleffed  heav'ns  ! 

Vol.  More  noble  blows,  than  ever  thou  wife  words. 

And  for  Rcme'^s  good — I'll  tell  thee  what — yet  go 

Nay,  but  thou  fhalt  flay  too ^I  would,  my  fon 

Were  in  Arabia,  and  thy  tribe  before  him. 
His  good  fword  in  his  hand. 

Sic.   What  then  r 

Virg.  What  then  ?  he'd  m.ake  an  end  of  thy  Pofler1t\\ 

Vol.  Baflards,  and  all. 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Rome  \ 

Men.  Come,  come,  peace. 

Sic.   I  would,  he  had  continued  to  his  Country 
As  he  began,  and  not  unknit  himfeif 
The  noble  knot  he  made. 

Bru.  I  would,  he  had. 

Vol.  I  would,    he  had  ! 'twas  you   ir.cen.sM  the 

rabble  : 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  worth. 

Vol.  VI.  X  As 
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As  I  can  of  thofe  myfteri^s  which  Heav*n 
Will  not  have  Earth  to  know. 

Bru.  Pray,  let  us  go. 

Vol    Now,  pray,  Sir,  get  you  gone. 
You've  done  a  brave  deed  :  ere  you  go,  hear  this : 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meaneft  houfe  in  Rome  j  fo  far  my  Son, 
This  Lady's  Hulband  here,  this,  (do  you  fee) 
Whom  you  have  banifh'd,  does  exceed  you  all. 

Bru.  Well,  well,  we'll  leave  you. 

Sic.  Why  Hay  you  to  be  baited 
With  one  that  wants  her  wits  ?  [^Exeunt  Tribunes, 

Vol.   Take  my  prayers  with  you. 
I  wifh  the  Gods  had  nothing  elfe  to  do, 
But  to  confirm  my  curfes !  Could  I  meet  'cm 
But  once  a-day,  it  would  unclog  m.y  heart 
Of  what  lies  heavy  to't. 

Men.  YouVe  told  them  home. 
And,  by  my  troth,  have  caufe :  you'll  fup  with  me  ? 

Vol.  Anger's  my  m.eat,  I  fup  upon  my  felf. 
And  fo  fliall  ftarve  with  feeding :  come,  let's  go. 
Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do. 
In  anger,  Juno  like:  come,  come,  £e,  fie  !     [Exeunt, 

SCENE     III.         Changes  to  Antium. 

Enter  a  Roman   and  a  Volfcian, 

AV;«.T  Know  you  v/ell.  Sir,  and  you  know  me ;  your 
i   name,  I  think,  is  j^drian. 

VoL  It  is  fo.  Sir :  truly,  I  have  forgot  you. 

Rom.  I  am  a  Roman,  but  my  fer vices  are  as  you  are, 
againll  'em.     Know  you  me  yet .? 

VoL    Nicanor?  no. 

Rom.  The  fame.  Sir. 

Vol.  You  had  more  beard  when  1  laft  faw  you,  ^  but 
your  favour  is  well  appeal'd  by  your  tongue.     What's 

4  but  your  favour  is  ivdl  appeared  by  y cur  tongui.l  This  is 
ftrange  nonfenle.     We  fhould  read, 

» is  IV ell  A  p  r  E  A  l'  P, 

V.  e,  broaght  into  remembrance. 

the 
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the  news  in  Rome  ?  I  have  a  Note  from  the  Volfclafe 
State  to  find  you  out  there.  You  have  v/ell  fav'd  me  a 
day's  journey. 

Rsm.  There  hath  been  in  Rome  ftrange  infurreiflions  :• 
the  People  againfl  the  Senators,  Patricians,  and  Nobles^ 

yoi.  Hath  been  !  is  it  ended  then  ?  our  State  thinks 
not  fo  :  they  are  in  a  moil  warlick  preparation,  and  hops 
to  come  upon  them  in  the  heat  of  their  divificn. 

Rom-  The  main  blaze  of  it  is  pafi,  but  a  ilriall  thing 
would  make  it  flame  again.  For  the  Nobles  receive  (6 
to  heart  the  Baniihment  of  that  worthy  Coriolanvs^  that 
they  are  in  a  ripe  aptnefs  to  take  all  power  from  the 
People,  and  to  pluck  from  them  their  Tribunes  for  ever. 
This  lies  glowing,  I  can  tell  you  ;  and  is  almofl  mature 
for  the  violent  breaking  out. 

Vol.   Coriolanus  banilh'd  ? 

Rom.  Banifh'd,  Sir. 

Vol.  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  intelligence,  Ki- 
canor. 

Rom.  The  day  ferves  well  for  them  now.  I  have 
heard  it  faid,  the  fitteft  time  to  corrupt  a  man's  Wife, 
is  when  (he's  fallen  out  v,'ith  her  hufband.  Your  no- 
ble Tul/us  Jujidius  will  appear  well  in  thefe  wars,  his 
great  Oppofer  Coriolanus  being  now  in  no  requcll:  of  his 
Country, 

Vol.  He  cannot  chufe.  I  am  moll  fortunate,  thus 
accidentally  to  encounter  you.  You  have  ended  ray 
bufinefs,  and  I  will  merri'y  accompany  you  home. 

Rom.  I  fliall  between  this  and  fapper  tell  you  moll 
flrange  things  from  Ro?ne;  all  tending  to  the  good  of 
their  Adverfaries.     Have  you  an  army  ready,  fay  you? 

Vol.  A  moft  royal  one.  The  Centurions  and  their 
Charges  diiHnftly  biletted,  already  in  the  entertainment, 
and  to  be  on  foot  at  an  hour's  warning. 

Ro7n.  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  jeiidinefs,  arrinn 
the  mv;n,  I  think,  that  (hall  (^t  them  in  prefsnt  ai^iou 
So,  Sir,  heanily  well  met,  and  nioH  glad  of  your  coa\- 
pany. 

Vol.  You  tr.ke  my  Part  from  me,  Sir,  I  have  the  moll 
caufe  to  be  glad  of  yours, 

Ro?n.  Weil,  let  us  go  togpther,  [E.xrunt. 

X   z  Enter 
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Enter  Coriolanus  in   mean  Apparel,  difguis'd  and 
7nufjled. 

Cor.  A  goodly  City  is  this  Antium. City, 

'Tis  I,  that  made  thy  widows :   Many  an  heir 
Of  thefe  fair  edifices  for  my  wars 
Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop  :   then  know  Me  not. 
Left  that  thy  Wives  with  fpits,  and  boys  with  ftones. 
In  puny  battle  flay  me.     Save  you.  Sir. 

Enter  a  Citizen. 

Cit,  And  you. 

Cor.  Diredlme,  If  it  be  your  will,  where  great  Au^- 
dius  lies : 
Is  he  in  Antium? 

Cit.  He  is,  and  feafts  the  Nobles  of  the  State,  at  his 
houfe  this  night. 

Cor.  Which  is  his  houfe,  I  befeech  you  ? 

Cit.  This,  here,  before  you. 

Cor.  Thank  you.  Sir :   Farewel.  [Exit  Citizen. 

"  i   Oh,  'world,  thy  flippery  turns !  friends  now  faft- 

fworn, 
"  Whofe  double  bofoms  feem  to  wear  one  heart, 
**  Whofe  hours,  whofe  bed,  whofe  meal  and  exercife 
'*  Are  ftill  together,  who  twine  (as  'twere)  in  love 
**  Unfeparable,  (hall  within  this  hour, 
**  On  a  diffenfion  of  a  doit,  break  out 
"  To  bitterefi  enmity.  So  felleft  foes, 
"  Whofe  paiTions  and  whofe  plots  have  broke   their 

fleep 
"  To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  fome  chance, 
"  Some  trick   not  worth   an    egg,    faall    grow    dear 

friends^ 
"  And  inter-join  their  Iflues.     So,  with  me  ; 
My  birth-place  have  I  and  my  lovers  left  ; 
This  enemy's  Town  Til  enter ;  if  he  flay  me, 

5  Oh,  nvorld,  thy  Jlippery  tt/mst  &c.]  This  fine  picl are  of  cnm- 
jnon- friendfhips,  is  an  artful  introduftion  to  the  fudden  league, 
Vwhich  the  poet  ir.akes  him  enter  into  with  Aiifidius  :  and  nolels 
aitful  an  apoloi-y  for  hii  (.ommencing  enemy  to  Rome, 

He 
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He  does  fair  juftice  ;  if  he  give  me  way, 
I'll  do  his  Country  fervice. 

SCENE  IV.  Changes  to  a  Hall  in  AuiidiusV  Uoufe. 

Mufick  plays.  Enter  a  Sernjing-man, 

I  c^^r.'^T  TINE,  wine,  wine  !  what  fervice  is  here  ? 
YY     I  think,  our  fellows  are  alleep.       \Exit» 

Enter  another  Ser'ving-?nan. 
2  Ser.  Where's   Cotus  P  my  Mailer  calls  for  liim  : 

Cotus. 

Enter  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  A  goodly  houfe  ;  the  feaft  fmells   well ;  bat 

I  appear  not  like  a  gueft. 

Enter  the  fir Jl  Ser'ving-man^ 

1  Ser.   What  would  you  have,  friend  ?  whence  ars 
you?  here's  no  place  for  you  :  pray,  goto  the  door. 

^  [Exit. 

Cor.  I  have  deferv'd  no  better  entertainment,  in  be- 
ing Coriolanus.  \_Jjide* 
Enter  fecond  Servant, 

2  Ser.  Whence  are  you.  Sir?  has  the  porter  his  eyes 
in  his  head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  fuch  companions  ? ' 
pray,  get  you  out. 

Cor.  Av/ay?- — -^ • 

2  Ser.    Away  ! get  you  away. 

Cor.  Now  thou'rt  troublefome. 

2  Ser.  Are  you  fo  brave  ?    I'll  have  you  talk'd  with 

anon. 

Enter  a  third  Servant.     The  firfi  meets  him, 

3  Ser.  What  Fellow's  this  ? 

I  Ser.  A  ftrange  one  as  ever  I  look'd  on  :  I  cannot 
get  him  out  o'  th'  houfe  :  pr'ythee,  call  my  Mailer  to 
him. 

3  Ser.  What  have  you  to  do  here,  Fellow  ?  pray 
you,  avoid  the  houfe. 

Cor,  Let  me  but  Hand,  I  will  not  hurt  vour  hearth. 
'  X  3  3^^^^'- 
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3  Ser.  What  are  you  ? 

Cor.  A  Gentleman. 

3  Ser.   A  marvellous  poor  onCc 

Cor.  True ;  fo  I  am. 

3  Ser.  Pray  you,  poor  Gentleman,  take  up  feme 
other  Station,  here's  no  place  for  you  ;  pray  you, 
avoid  :  come. 

_  Cor.  Follow   your  f^ndion,  go  ?r\d  batten  on  cold 
*^^^-  '  \_Pt{/hes  him  a^- ay  from  him. 

3  Ser.  What,  will  you  not  ?  pr'ythee,  tell  my 
Mafter,  what  a  ftrange  Gueft  he  has  here. 

z  Ser.  And  I  fhall.  \_Exit  fecond  Ser<ving-man, 

3  Ser.  Where  dwelPft  thou  ? 

Cor.  Under  the  Canopy. 

3  Ser.  Under  the  Canopy  ? 

Cor.  Ay. 

3  Ser    Where's  that  ? 

Cor.  V  th'  City  of  Kites  and  Crows. 

Z  Ser.  r  th'  City  of  Kites  and  Crows?  what  an 
Afs  it  is  •  then  thou  dwcH'ft  with  Daws  too  ? 

Cor.  No,  I  ferve  not  thy  Mailer. 

3  Ser.  Ho\T,  Sir  !  do  you  meddle  with  my  Mafler  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  'tis  an  honelkr  fervice,  than  to  meddle 
with  ihy  Miftrefs :  thou  prat'il,  and  prat'ft ;  ferve  with 
thy  trencher  :    hence.  ^Beats  him  aivay. 

Enter  Aufidius  ivith  a  Serving-man, 
Auf.  Where  is  this  Fellow  ? 

2  Ser.  Here,  Sir ;  I'd  have  beaten  him  like  a  dog, 
fcut  for  diilurbing  the  Lords  within. 

Auf.   Whence    com'fl   thou  ?    what  wouldft   thou  ? 
thy  name  ? 
Why  fpeak'ilnot?  fpeak,  man:  what's  thy  name? 
C9r.  If,  Tullusy  yet  thou  know'll  me  not,  and,  fee- 
ing me, 
Dofl  not  yet  take  me  for  the  man  I  am, 
Neceffity  commands  me  name  my  felf. 
Auf.  What's  thy  name  ? 
Cor,  A  name  unmufical  to  Volfcian  ears. 
And  harfh  in  found  to  thine. 
Anf  Say,  what's  thy  nanae  ? 

Thou 
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TKou  hafl  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face 
Bears  a  command  mz     th,vagh  thy  tackle's  torn, 
Thoa  Ihcw'ft  a  noble  veiTcl  :   v/hat's  thy  name  ? 

Cor.  Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown;  know'ft  thou  me 

yet? 
Juf.  T  l-.now  thee  not ;  thy  name  ? 
Cor.  My  name  is  Cains  Marchrs,  who  hath  done 
To  thee  pirticabrly,  and  to  al!  the  Folfcians, 
Great  hurt  and  mifch'ef ;  thereto  witnefs  may 
My  Sirname  Coriolanus.      The  painful  fervice. 
The  cxtream  dangers,  and  the  drops  of  blood 
Shed  for  my  thanklefs  Country,  are  requited 
But  with  that  Sirname  :  ^  A  good  memory. 
And  witnefs  of  the  malice  and  difpleafure 
Which  thou  fhould'il  bear  me,  oaly  that  name  remains. 
The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  people. 
Permitted  by  our  daftard  Nobles,  who 
Have  all  forfook  me,  hath  devoured  the  reft ; 
And  fuffer'd  me  by  th'  voice  of  flaves  to  be 
Hoop'd  out  of  Rome.     Now,  this  extremity 
Hath  brought  m.e  to  thy  hearth,  not  out  of  hope 
(Miilake  me  not)  to  fave  my  life  ;  for  if 
I  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  men  i'th'  world 
I'd  have  avoided  thee.     But  in  meer  fpite 
To  be  full  quit  of  thofe  my  Banilhers, 
Stand  I  before  thee  here  :  then  if  thou  haft 
A  heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  wilt  revenge 
Thine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  ftop  thofe  maims 
Of  fhame  feen  through  thy  Country,  fpeed  thee  ilraight. 
And  make  my  mifery  ferve  thy  turn  :  fo  ufe  it. 
That  my  revengeful  fervices  may  prove 
As  benefits  to  thee.     For  I  will  fight 
Againft  my  canker'd  Country  with  the  fplecn 
Of  all  the  under  fiends.     But  if  fo  be 
Thou  dar'ft  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  fortunes 
Thou'rt  tir'd ;  then,  in  a  word,  I  alfo  am 
Longer  to  live  moft  weary,  and  prefent 

6  A  good  mtmory.'\  The  Oxford  Editor,  not  kMmng- 

that  memory  was  ufed  at  that  time  for  mmor.ial,  alters  it  to  mntonaU 

X  4^  .  Mr 
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My  throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  malice  : 
Whicli  not  to  cut,  would  (hew  thee  but  a  fool. 
Since  I  have  ever  follow'd  thee  with  hate. 
Drawn  tuns  of  bloodout  of  thy  Country's  breafi. 
And  cannot  live,  but  to  thy  fhame,  unle'fs 
It  be  to  do  thee  fervice. 

Juf.    Oh,  Marcius,  Marcius, 
Each  word,  thouTt  fpoke,  hath  weeded  from  my  heart 
A  root  of  ancient  envy,     l^  Jupiter 
Should  from  yond  cloud  fpeak  to  me  things  divine, 
And  fay,  'tis  true  ;  I'd  not  believe  them  more 
Than  thee,  all-noble  Marcius.     Let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  that  body,  where-againft 
My  grained  afh  an  hundred  times  hath  brok^. 
And  icar'd  the  moon  with  fplinters :  here  I  clip 
The  anvil  of  my  hvord,  and  do  conteft 
A.S  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love, 
.15  ever  m  ambitious  ilrength  I  did 
Contend  againft  thy  valour.      *'  Know  thou  Hrfl, 
'''  I  lov'dthe  Majdl  married  ;  never  Man 
' '  Sign  d  truer  breath  :  but,  that  I  fee  thee  here, 
"  Thou  noble  thing  I  more  dances  my  rapt  heart, 
"  Than  wAtn  I  iirfL  my  wedded  miflrefs  faw 
"  Beftride  my  threihold.'*     Why,  thou  Mars!  I  tell 

thee, 
Vv'e  have  a  rower  on  foot ;  and  I  had  purpofe 
Once  miore  to  hew  thy  target  from  thy  brawn. 
Or  lofe  my  arm  for't:   thou  hafi  beat  me  out 
Twelve  feveral  times,  and  I  have  nightly  fince 
"  Dreamt  of  encounters  'cwixt  thy  felf  and  me  : 
"  We  have  been  down  together  in  my  fleep, 
"  Unbuckling  helms,  filing  each  other's  throat, 
*•'  And  wak'd   half  dead   with   nothing."       Wortliy 

Marcius, 
Had  we  no  quarrel  elfe  to  Rome,  but  that 
Thou  art  thence  banilh'd,  we  would  muller  all 
From  twelve  to  feventy;  and  pouring  war 
Into  the  bowels  of  ungrateful  Rome, 
Like  a  bold  flood  o'erbear.     O  com.e,  go  in, 
And  take  our  friendly  Senators  by  th'  hands,-. 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me, ' 

Who 
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Who  am  preparM  againft  your  Territories, 
Though  not  for  Rome  itfelf. 

Cor.  You  blefs  me,  Gods ! 

Juf.  Therefore,  i^ft  abfolute  Sir,  if  thou  wilt  have 
The  leading  of  thy  own  revenges,  take 
One  half  of  my  CommifTion,  and  fet  down 
As  beft  thou  art  experienc'd,  fmce  thou  know'ft 
Thy  Country's  flrength  and  weaknefs,  thine  own  waysj 
Whether  to  knock  againft  the  gates  of  Rome, 
Or  rudely  vifit  them  in  parts  remote. 
To  fright  them,  ere  deftroy.     But  come,  come  in  : 
Let  me  commend  thee  firft  to  thcTe,  that  Ihall 
S^iY  yea  to  thy  defiies.     A  thoufand  welcomes ! 
And  more  a  friend,  than  e'er  an  enemy : 

Yet,   Marcius,   that  was  much. Your  hand  ;   moil 

welcome !  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  t^-vjQ  Ser-vants. 

1  Ser.  Here's  a  ftrange  alteration. 

2  Ser.  By  my  hand,  1  had  thought  ro  have  ftrucken 
him  wath  a  cudgel,  and  yet  my  mind  gave  me,  his 
clothes  made  a  falfe  report  of  him. 

1  Ser.  What  an  arm  he  has!  he  turn'd  me  about 
with,  hisfip.ger-and  his  thumb,  as  one  would  fet  up  a  top. 

2  Ser.  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there  Vvas  fome- 
thinginhim.  He  had.  Sir,  a  kindof  face,  methought 
1  cannot  tell  how  to  term  it. 

1  Ser.  He  had  fo  :  looking,  as  it  were 'would  I 

were  hanged,  but  I  thought  there  vvas  more  in  him  than 
I  could  think. 

2  Ser.  So  did  I,  Til  be  fworn  :  lie  is  fimply  the  rareft 
man  i'th'  world. 

1  Ser,  1  think,  he  is;  but  a  greater  Soldier  than  he^ 
you  wot  one. 

2  Ser.  Who,  my  mafter  ? 

1  Ser.  Nay,  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

2  Ser,  Worth  fix  on  him. 

I  Ser.  Nay,  not  fo  neither ;  but  I  take  him  ta  be  the 
greater  Soldier. 

X  5  zSer^ 
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2  Ser.  Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  to  fay 
that ;  for  the  defence  of  a  Town,  our  General  is  excel- 
lent. 

I  Ser,  Ay,  and  for  an  affault  too. 

Enter  a  third  Ser'vant. 

3  ^er.  Oh,  flaves,  I  can  tell  you  news ;  news,  you 
rafcais. 

Both.  What,  what,  what  ?  let's  partake. 

3  Ser.  1  would  not  be  a  Romany  of  all  nations ;  I 
had  as  lieve  be  a  condemn'd  man. 

Both.  Wherefore?  wherefore? 

3  Ser.  Why,  here's  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack  our 
General,  Calus  Marcius. 

1  Ser.  Why  do  you  fay,  thwack  our  General  ? 

3  Ser.  I  do  not  fay,  thwack  our  General ;  but  he  was 
always  good  enough  for  him. 

2  "er.  Come,  we  are  fellows  and  fiends ;  he  was  e- 
vcr  too  hard  for  him,  I  h.ive  heard  him  fay  fo  himlHf. 

1  Ser.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  diredly,  to  fay  the 
troth  on't :  before  Corioliy  he  fcotcht  him  and  nocht  him 
like  a  carbonado. 

2  Ser.  And,  had  he  been  cannlbally  given,  he  might 
have  broii'd  and  eaten  him  too. 


I  Ser.  But,  m.ore  of  thy  news. 


3  Ser.  Why,  he  is  fc  made  on  here  within,  as  if  he 
were  Son  and  Heir  to  Mars :  fct  at  upper  end  o'th'  ta- 
ble; no  qneftion  afk'd  him  by  any  of  the  Senators,  but 
they  ftand  bald  before  him.  Cur  General  himfelf  makes 
a  Miftrefs  of  him,  fanftifies  himfelf  with's  hands,  and 
turns  up  the  v/hite  o'th'  eye  to  his  difcourfe.  But  the 
bottom  of  the  news  is,  our  General  is  cut  i'th'  middle, 
and  but  one  half  of  v/hat  he  was  yefterday.  For  the 
Other  has  half,  by  the  Intreaty  and  Grant  of  the  v/hole 
table.  He'll  go,  he  fays,  and  fowle  the  porter  of  Rome 
gatci  by  th'  ears.  He  will  mow  down  all  before  him, 
and  leave  his  pafiage  poird. 

2  Ser.  And  he's  as  like  to  do't  as  any  man  I  can  ima- 
gine. 

3  Ser,  Do't!  he  will  do't:  for,  look  you.  Sir,  he  has 
2S  many  friends  as  enemies  5  which  friends,   Sir,  as   it 

were. 
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were,  durft  not  (look  you.  Sir)  fhew  themfelves  (as  we 
term  it)  his  friends,  whilft  he's  in  dire6titude. 

I  Ser.  Direditude!  what's  that  ? 

3  Ser.  But  when  they  fhall  fee.  Sir,  his  Creft  tip  again, 
and  the  man  in  blood,  they  will  out  of  their  burroughs 
(like  conies  after  rain)  and  revel  all  with  him. 

1  Ser    Bat  when  goes  this  forward  ? 

3  Ser.  To  morrow,  to  day,  prefently,  you  fliall 
have  the  drum  ftruck  up  this  afternoon  :  'tis,  as  it  w.  re, 
a  parcel  of  their  feaft,  and  to  be  executed  ere  they  wipe 
their  lips. 

2  Ser.  Why,  then  we  (hall  have  a  ftirrliig  Vv'orld  again : 
this  peace  is  worih  nothing,  but  to  ruft  iron,  encreafe 
tailors,  and  breed  ballad-makers. 

1  Ser.  Let  me  have  war,  fay  I ;  it  exceeds  peace,  as 
far  as  day  does  night  j  it's  fprightly,  waking,  audible, 
and  full  of  vent.  Peace  is  a  very  apoplexy,  lethargy, 
mull'd,  deaf,  fle'epy,  infenfible,  a  getter  of  more  baflard 
children  than  war's  a  deftroyer  of  men. 

2  Ser.  'Tis  fo ;  and  as  war  in  fome  fort  may  be  faid 
to  be  a  ravifher,  fo  it  cannot  be  denied,  bat  peace  is  a 
great  maker  of  cuckolds. 

I  Sefr.  **  Ay,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  another. 

3  Ser.  "  Reafon ;  "  becaufe  they  then  iefs  need  one 
**  another :  the  wars,  for  my  money.  I  hope,  to  fee 
Homans  as  cheap  as  Volfcians. 

They  are  rifing,  they  are  rifmg.  .  \Exeunt. 

Both.  In,  in,  in,  in. 

S  C  E  N  E  ,  Vr.       A  puhlick  Place  in  Rome. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 
Sic.  "W  TE  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  fear  him^ 

VV     ^^5  remedies  are  tame  i'th'  prefent  peace. 
And  quietnefs  o'th'  People,  which  before 
Were  in  wild  hurry.     Here  we  make  his  Friends 
Blufh,  that  the  world  goes  well ;  who  rather  had, 

7  becaufe  they  then  Iefs  need  me  arotbtr .'']  Skahefpear  when  he 
chooiVs  to  give  us  fome  weighty  obfcrvaLoa  upon  human  nujie, 
net  much  to  the  credit  of  it,  generally  (?s  the  intelligent  reader  m-uy 
cbferve)  puts  it  into  the  mouth  of  ibrae  iow  bi*fFoon>chara£ler. 

Though 
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Though  they  themfelves  did  fuffer  by't,  beheld 
Difientious  numbers  peft'ring  ilreets,  than  fee 
Our  Tradefmcn  iinging  in  their  Hiops,  and  goiag 
About  their  fundions  friendly. 

E^fer  Menenius. 

JBru.  We  flood  to't  in  good  time.     Is  this  Menenim  P 

Sic.  'Tis  he,  'tis  he :  O  he  is  grown  moft  i^ind  of  late. 
Hail,  Sir! 

Men,  Kail  to  you  both ! 

Sic.  Your  Coriolanus  is  not  much  mifsM,  but  with 
his  Friends ;  the  Commonwealth  doth  ftand,  and  io 
would  do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Men.  All's  well,  and  might  have  been  much  better, 
if  he  could  have  temporiz'd. 

Sic,   Where  is  he,  hear  you  ? 

Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing : 
Kis  mother  and  his  wife  hear  nothing  from  him. 

Enter  three  or  four  Citizens. 

Jill.  The  Gods  preferve  you  both  I 

Sic.  Good-e'en,  neighbours. 

Bni.  Good  e'en  to  you  all,  good-e'en  to  you  all. 

I  Cit.  Our  feives,  our  wives,  and  children,  on  our 
knees, 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 

Sic.  Live  and  thrive  ! 

Bru.  ^Farewel,  kind  neighbours : 
We  wiih'd,  Coriolanus  had  iov'd  you,  as  we  did. 

Jll.  Now  the  Gods  keep  you  ! 

Both-Tri'.  Farewd^'farewel.  \_Exeutit  Citizens* 

Sic.   This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  time. 
Than  when  thefe  fellows  ran  about  the  Ilreets, 
Crying  confufion. 

Ern.  CdiusMarcius\\i2.^'^ 
A  worthy  oflicer  i'th'  warj  butiniblent, 
Overcome  wich  pride,  ambitious  pall  all  thinking, 
Self-loving.  •        '  ' 

Sic.  And  affedling  one  fole  Throne, 
Without  Alliftance. 

Men.  Nay,  I  think  not  fo. 

Sir.  We  had  by  this,  to  allfour  lamentation. 
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If  he  had  gone  forth  Conful,  found  it  fo. 

Bru.  The  Gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  Rome 
Sits  fafe  and  ftill  without  him. 

Enfer  j^dile. 

j^dile.  Worthy  Tribunes, 
There  is  a  flave,  whom  we  have  put  in  prifon. 
Reports,  the  Velfdans  with  two  feveral  Powers 
Are  entered  in  the  Roman  Territories ; 
And  with  the  deepeft  malice  of  the  war 
Deflroy  what  lies  before  'em. 

Men.  'Tis  Aujidius, 
Who,  hearing  of  our  M^raW  Baniihment, 
Thrufts  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  world ; 
Which  v/ere  in-ihelPd  when  Mardiis  flood  for  Rome^ 
And  durft  not  once  peep  out. 

Sic.  Come,  what  talk  you  oiMarcins  ! 

Bru.  Go  fee  this  rumoarer  whipt.     It  cannot  be. 
The  Volfcians  dare  break  with  us. 

Men.  Cannot  be  ! 
"We  have  Record,  that  very  well  it  can  ; 
And  three  examples  of  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  age.     But  reafon  with  the  fellow 
Before  you  punifli  him.,  where  he  heard  this ; 
Left  you  Hiould  chance  to  whip  your  information^, 
And  beat  the  meiTenger,  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

8ic.  Tell  not  me: 
I  know,  this  cannot  be. 

Bru.  Not  poffible. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mtf.  The  Nobles  in  great  earneftnefs  are  going 
All  to  the  Senate-houfe  ;  fomc  news  is  come. 
That  turns  their  countenances. 

Sic.  'Tis  this  flave  : 
Go  whip  him  'fore  the  people's  eyes :   his  raifmg ! 
Nothing  but  his  report ! 

Mef.  Yes,  worthy  Sir, 
The  flave's  report  is  feconded,  and  more. 
More  fearful  is  delivered. 

Sic*  What  more  fearful  ? 

-    Mifi 
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Mef.  It  is  fpoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths. 
How  probable  I  do  not  know,  that  Marciusy 
[oin'd  with  Aufidius,  leads  a  Pow'r  'gainft  Romei 
And  vows  Revenge  as  fpacious,  as  between 
The  young'ft  and  oldeft  thing. 

Sic.   This  is  moft  likely  ? • 

Bru.  Rais'd  only,  that  the  weaker  fort  may  wifh 
Good  Marcius  home  again. 

Sic.  The  very  tr?ck  ©n't. 

Men.    This  is  unlikdy. 
He  and  Aujidlus  ^  can  no  more  atone, 
Than  violenteft  contrariety. 

Enter    Meffenger. 

Mef.  You  are  Tent  for  to  the  Senate :  : 
A  fearful  army,  led  by  Caius  Marcius,    , 
Afibciated  with  Aufidius.,  rages 
Upon  our  territories ;  and  have  already 
O'er-borne  their  way,  confum'd  with  fire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  them. 

£;??/<?>-  Cominius. 

Co7n.  Oh,  you  have  made  good  Work. 

Men.  What  news  ?  what  ne^vs  ? 

Com.  You  have  holp  to  ravifn  your  own  daughters, 
and 
To  melt  the  city-leads  upon  your  pates, 
To  fee  your  Wives  diihonour'd  to  your  nofes. 

Men.  What's  the  news?  What's  the  news  ? 

Com.  Your  Temples  9  burned  in  their  cement,  and 
Your  franchifes,  whereon  you  flood,  confin'd 
Into  an  augrc's  bore. 

Men.  Pray  now,  the  news  ? 
You've  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me:  pray,  your  news  ? 
If  M«rf/«j  ihould  be  joined  with  the  Volfcians, 

Com    If  ?  he  is  their  God ;  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 
Made  by  fome  other  Deity  than  Nature, 

S can  r.o  more  atcne^    This  is  a  very  elegant 

expreTion,  and  taken    frgin  unifon  ftr.ng,s  giving   the  fame  ?offe  or 
founds 

g  ■     it^'-firj  in  their  cement,  —  ']   Cif  •;£•«/,  for  cin^ure  or 

iac-or.te  }  becau/e  hth  have  the  i4ea  of  hcldijig  togethec 

That 
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That  Ihapes  man  better;  and  they  follow  him, 
Againft  us  brats,  with  no  lefs  confidence. 
Than  boys  purfuing  fummcr  butter-fiies. 
Or  butchers  killing  flies. 

Men    You've  made  good  work. 
You  and  your  apron-men  ;  that  ftoodro  much 
Upon  the  voice  of  occupation,  and 
The  breath  of  garlick-eaters. 

Com.  He'll  (hake  your  Rome  about  your  ears. 

Men.  As  Hercules  did  fhake  down  mellow  fruit: 
You  have  made  fair  work  ! 

Bru.  Bjt  is  this  trae,  Sir  ? 

Com.  Ay,  and  you'll  look  pale 
Before  yoa  find  it  other.     All  the  Regions 
Do  fmilingly  revolt  j  and,  who  refift. 
Are  mcck'd  for  valiant  ignorance, 
And  periCi  conflant  foob  :  who  is't  can  blame  him  ? 
Your  enemies  and  his  find  fomething  in  him. 

Men.  We're  all  undone,  unlefs 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com.  Who  Oiall  alk  it  ? 
The  Tribunes  cannot  do't  for  fname ;  the  people. 
Deferve  fuch  pity  ot  him,  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the  (hepherds  :  his  bell  friends,  if  they. 
ShouM  fay,  "Be  good  to  Rome  j''  they  charge;  him 

even 
As  thofe  fhould  do  that  had  defervM  his  hate, 
And  therein  ihew'd  like  enemies. 

Me?r.  'Tistrue. 
If  he  were  plotting  to  my  houfe  the  brand 
That  would  confume  it,  I  h?.ve  not  the  face 
To  fay,  "  Befeech  you,   ceafe."     You've    made  fair 

hands. 
You  and  your  crafts !  you've  crafted  fair  I! 

Com    You've  brought 
A  irembHng  upon  Rotnet  f-ich  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of   help. 

7"r/,   Say  nor,  we  brought  it. 

Men.  Hovv?  was  it  we:  we    lov'd  him;  but,   like 
beails. 
And  coward  Nobles,  gave  way  to  your  clufters. 

Who 
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Who  did  hoot  him  out  o- th'  city. 

Com.  But  I  fear, 
They'll  roar  him  in  again.      Tullus  Aufidlus^  - 
The  fecond  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  officer :  Defperation 
Is  all  the  policy,  ftrength,  and  defence. 
That  Rome  can  make  againll  them. 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  a  Troop  of  CitkzeNS. 

Men.  Here  come  the  clufters.— — 

And  is  Aufdlns  with  him  ? Yon  are  they. 

That  made  the  air  unwholefome,  when  you  caft ' 
Your  fdnking,  greafy  caps,  in  hooting  at 
Corlolmius'  Exile.     Now  he's  coming. 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  foldier's  head. 
Which  will  not  prove  a  whip  :  as  many  coxcombs,  - 
As  you  threw  caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down. 
And  pay  you  for  your  voices.     'Tis  no  matter, . 
If  he  iiiould  burn  us  all  into  one  coal. 
We  have  deferv'd  it. 

Omnes.  Faith,  we  hear  fearful  news. 

1  Cit.  For  mine  owm  part, 

When  I  faid,  banifh  him  ;  I  faid,  'twas  pity. 

2  Cit.  And  fo  did  I. 

3  Cit.  And  fo  did  I  ;  and  to  fay  the  truth,  fo  did  ve- 
ry many  of  us ;  that  v/e  did,  we  did  for  the  bell ;  and 
tho'  we  v/illingly  confented  to  his  Banifhmient,  yet  it  was 
agalnft  our  will. 

Com.  Y'are  goodly  things  -,  you,  voices  !       ■     ■■ 

Men.  You  have  made  good  work. 
You  and  your  cry.     Shali's  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Com.   Oh,  ay,  whatelfe?  ^Exeunt. 

Sic,  Go,  m.afters,  get  you  home,  be  not  difm.ay'd. 
Theie  are  a  Side,  that  would  be  glad  to  L  ve 
This  true,  which  they  fo  feem  to  feai .     Go  iionie. 
And  fhew  no  fign  of  fear. 

1  Cit.  The  Gods  be  good  to  us :  come,  maflers^  ier's 
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home.     I  ever  faid,  we  were  i'th'  wrong,  when  we  ba- 
nifli'd  him. 

2  Cit.  So  did  we  all ;  but  come,  let's  home. 

\_Exeunt  CitizcHS* 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  this  news. 

Sic.  Nor  1. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol ;  'would,  half  my  wealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  lie  ! 

Sic.  Pray,  let  us  go.  {^Exeuni:  ^rihunes, 

SCENE     VIII. 
A  Cainf  ;  at  a  fmall  di fiance  from  Rome. 

Enter  Auiidius,  nfjith  his  Lieutenant, 

./^/^/.TT^O  they  flill  flie  to  th'  P.oman  ? 

jL^     Lieu.  I  do  not  know  what  witchcraft's  in 
him;  but 
Your  loldiers  ufe  him  as  the  grace  'fore  meat. 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  at  end  : 
And  you  are  darken'd  in  this  adion.  Sir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

Auf.  I  cannot  help  it  now, 
Unlefs,  by  uling  means,  I  lame  the  foot 
Of  our  defign.      He  bears  himfelf  more  proudly 
Even  to  my  perfon,  than,  I  thought,  he  would 
When  iirft  I  did  embrace  him.     Yet  his  nature 
In  that's  no  changling,  and  I  muft  excufe 
What  cannot  be  amended. 

Lieu.  Yet  I  wifli,  Sir, 
(I  mean  for  your  particular)  you  had  not 
Join'd  in  Commiffion  with  him  ;  but  had  borne 
The  adtion  of  your  felf,  or  elfe  to  him 
Had  left  it  foleiy. 

Auf.  I  underfland  thee  well ;  and  be  thou  fure. 
When  he  fhall  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not. 
What  I  can  urge  againft  him  ;  though  it  feems. 
And  fo  he  thinks,  and  is  no  lefs  apparent 
To  th'  vulgar  eye,  that  he  bears  all  things  fairly; 
And  ihews  good  husbandry  for  the  Volfcian  State, 

Fights 
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Fights  dragon-like,  and  does  atchieve  as  fooir 
As  draw  his  fvvord  :  yet  he  harh  left  undone 
That  which  fliali  break  his  neck,  or  hazard  mine. 
When  e'er  we  come  to  our  account. 

Lieu,  Sir,  I  befeech,  think  you,  he'll  carry  Rome? 

Juf.  AH  places  yield  to  him  ere  he  fits  down. 
And  the  Nobility  of  Rome  are  his ; 
The  Senators  and  Patricians  love  him  too  : 
The  Tribunes  are  no  foldiers ;  and  their  people 
Will  be  as  rafh  in  the  Repeal,  as  hafty 
To  expel  him  thence.     I  think,  he'll  be  to  Rome 
'   As  is  the  *  Ofprey  to  the  fifh,  who  takes  it 
By  Sovereignty  of  Nature.     Firll,  he  v.as 
A  noble  fervant  to  them,   but  he  could  not 
Carry  his  Honours  even ;  whetiier  pride, 
(Which  out  of  daily  fortune  ever  t^:ints 
The  happy  man)  wherher  defeft  of  judgment, 
(To  fail  in  the  difpoilng  of  ihofe  chrinces. 
Whereof  he  was  the  lord;  or  whether  nature, 
(Not  to  be  oiher  than  one  thing  ;  not  moving 
From  th*  cask  to  th' cafnion  J    b.t  commanding  peace 
Even  with  the  fame  aulleiity  and  garb. 
As  he  controU'd  the  war ; )    But  one  of  thefe, 
(As  he  h?th  fpices  of  them  all)  not  all. 
For  I  d?r^  fo  far  free  him,  made  him  fear'd. 
So  ha^ed,  and  fo  br.ni"'i'd  ;  but  he  has  merit 
To  choak  it  in  the  uit'rancej  fo  our  virtues 
Lie  in  th'  interpretation  of  the  time  ; 
3  And  Power,  unto  itf-If  moft  commendable,. 
Hath  not  a  tomb  fo  evident,  as  a  chair 
T'extol  what  it  hath  done, 

1  As  is  the  Ofprey ]  CJprej,  a  kmd  of  eagle,  QJfifraga. 

Mr.  Poftt 

2  Alprey]  Spelt  right  by  Mr.  ThechalJ,' 

3  j4nd  Pcwer,  uf7to  it  (elf  mifi  eommendabU , 
Hath  net  a  tomb  jo  evident^  as  a  chair 

T'  extc!  ivhat  it  hath  done.]  This  is  a  rommon  thought,  but 
miferably  UI  exprefled.  The  fenfe  is,  the  virtue  which  deh'ghts  to 
commend  itfelf,  will  find  the  fureft  Temb  in  that  Q^air  wherein  it 
holds  forth  its  own  commendations. 

unto  itjelfmoji  eommendahlu 

i.e,  which  hatha  very  high  opinion  of  itfdf. 

One 
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One  fire  drives  out  one  fire  ;  one  nail,  one  nail ; 
4  Right's  by  right  fouled,  llrengths  by  ftrengths  do  fail. 
Come,  let's  away  ;  when,  Caius^  Rome  is  thine, 
Thou'rt  poor'H:  of  all,  then  ihortly  art  thou  mine. 

\Excnnt. 


A  C  T    V.     S  CEN  E    I. 

J  piihlick  Place  in  Rome. 

Enter  Menenius,    Cominius,    Sicinius,    Brutus,    «ic//>& 
others. 

Men.  T^T  O,  I'll   not  go  :  you  hear,  what  he  Hath 

1^  raid, 

Which  was  fometime  his  General ;  who  lov'd  him 
In  a  molVdear  partic':lar.     He  calFd  me  father : 
But  uhat  o'thcit  r  go  you,  that  banifn'd  him, 
A  mile  before  his  Tent,  fall  down,  and  knee 
The  way  into  his  mercy  ;  riay,  if  he  coy'd 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak,  I'll  keep  at  home. 

Com.  He  would  not  feem  to  know  me- 

Men.  Do  you  hear  ? 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name: 
I  urg'd  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.     Coriolanus 
He  would  not  anfwer  to ;  forbad  all  names  ; 
He  was  a  kind  of  Nothing,  titlelefs, 
'Till  he  had  forg'd  himfelf  a  name  o'th'  fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 


Men.  V/hy,  fo  ;  you've  m.ade  good  work  : 
A  pair  of  Tribunes,  »  that  have  reck'd  for  Rome, 


To 


4  Right's  bj  r'lght  FOULER,]  This  ha:  no  manner  of  fenfe.     We 

(hculd  read. 

Right" i  by  right  T on l.-B.x>. 
Or,  as  it  is  commonly  written  in  EngUJh,  foiled,  from   the  French, 
fouler,  to  tread  or  trample  under  foot.  ^        . 

I that  ha-ve  rark'd/cr  Rome,  ]   We  fhould  read  reck  d,  ue^ 

been  careful,  provident  for.      In  this  infinuation  of  their  only  mind- 
ing trifles,  he  fatirizes  them  for  their  injuftice  to  Ginolanus  j  whicJi 


was 
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To  make  coals  cheap :  a  noble  memory  ! 

Com.   I  minded  him,  how  royal  'twas  to  pardon 
When  it  was  leaft  expeded.     Hereply'd, 
^  It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  State 
To  one  whom  they  had  punifh'd. 

Men.  Very  well,  could  he  fay  lefs  ? 

Com.  I  offerM  to  av/aken  his  regard 
For's  private  friends.     His  anfwer  to  me  was. 
He  could  not  ftay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Of  noifom  mufty  chaff.     He  faid,  *twas  fol'y, 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unburnt,       • 
And  flill  to  nofe  th'  offence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain  or  two  ? 
I'm.  one  of  thofe  :  his  mother,  wife,  his  child. 
And  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the  grains ; 
You  are  the  mufly  chaff;  and  you  are  fmelt 
Above  the  Moon.     We  muft  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sic.  Nay,  pray,  be  patient :  if  you  refafe  your  aid 
In  this  fo-never-needed  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid  us  with  our  dillrefs.     Bat,  fure,  if  you 
Would  be  your  Country's  pleader,  your  good  tongue. 
More  than  the  initant  army  we  can  make, 
Might  Hop  our  Countryman. 

Men.  No  :  I'll  not  meddle. 

Sic.  Pray  you,  go  to  him. 

Men.  What  ihould  I  do? 

Bru.  Only  make  tryal  what  your  love  can  do 
For  Rofne,  tow'rds  Marcius. 

Men.  Well,  and  fay,  that  Marcius 
Return  me,  as  Ccminizis  is  return'd. 
Unheard  :  (what  then  r) 
But  as  a  difcontented  friend,  grief-lkot 
With  his  unkindnefs.     Say't  be  fo  ? 

Sic.  Yet  your  good  will 
Muff  have  that  thanks  from  RornCy  after  the  nieafure 
As  you  intendecf  v/ell. 

Men.  I'll  undertake  it : 

was  like  to  end  in  the  ruin  of  their  country.     The  Oxford  Editor 
fc&ing  nothing  of  this  reads, 

have  fack'd  fair  Rome. 

2  It  -was  a  h^xQ  petition ]  Bare,  for  mean,  beggarly. 

I  think. 


C  o  R  I  o  L  A  N  u  s.  477 

I  think,  he'll  hear  me.     Yet  to  bite  his  lip, 

And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  unhearts  me. 

**   >  He  was  not  taken  well,  he  had  not  dinM. 

"  The  veins  unhll'd,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then 

"  We  powt  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt 

"  To  give  or  to  forgive  ;  but  when  we've  ftufF'd 

"  Thefe  pipes,  and  thefe  conveyances  of  blood 

**  With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  fuppler  fouls 

"  Than  in  our  prieft-like  fads;  therefore  I'll  watch 

him 
"  'Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  requeft. 
And  then  I'll  fet  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  very  road  into  his  kindnefs. 
And  car.not  lofe  your  way. 

Men.  Good  faith,  I'll  prove  him, 
Speed  how  it  will.     I  fhall  ere  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  fuccefs.  [Exit, 

Com,  He'll  never  hear  him. 

Sic.  Not? 

Com.  I  tell  you,  he  does  fit  in  gold,  his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome  ;  and  his  Injury 
The  Goaler  to  his  Pity.     I  kneel'd  before  him, 
'Tv.'as  very  faintly  he  faid,  rife  :  difmifs'd  me 
Thus,  with  his  fpeechlefs  hand.     What  he  would  do. 
He  fent  in  writing  after  -,  what  he  would  not, 
Bound  with  an  oath  (a)  not  yield  to  new  conditions : 
4-  So  that  all  hope  is  vain,  unlefs  his  mother 
And  wife,  who  (as  I  hear)  mean  to  follicit  him. 
Force  mercy  to  his  Country.     Therefore  hence. 
And  with  our  fair  intreaties  hafce  them  on,       [Exeunt. 

3  He  zvas  not  taken  ivell,  he  had  not  din^d,  &c.]  This  obferva- 
tion  is  not  only  fronn  nature,  and  finely  exprefled,  but  admirably  be- 
fits the  mouth  of  one,  who  in  the  beginning  cf  the  play  bad  toU  us_, 
that  he  loved  convivial  doings. 

4  So  that  all  hope  is  vain,  unkfs  his  mother 
And  ivife,  'who  (as  I  bear)  mean  to  follicit  him 

For  mercy  to  his  country. \   Unlefs  his  mother  and  wife  ■      ■    do 
what:?  the  fentence  is  imperfe£l.     We  fhould  read, 

5oRcE  tncrcy  to  bis  Country.——' ■ 

and  then  all  is  right. 

j^  (a)  not  yield  to  new,     Oxford  Editor, — Vulg.  to  yield  to  bis.'\ 

SCENE 
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SCENE    II.        Changes  to  theYo\iz\2iTiCamf, 

Enter  Mcnemus  to  the  Watch  or  Guard, 

1  TVatcb,^  TAY :  whence  are  you  ? 

li^     2  Watch.   Stand,  and  go  back. 
Men,  You  guard  like  men,  'tis  well.     But,  by  your 
leave, 
I  am  an  ofEcer  of  State,  and  come 
To  fpeak  with  Cortolanus. 
I  Watch.   Whence? 
Men.  From  Reme, 

1  Watch.  You  may  not  pafs,  you  "mufl:  return :  our 

General 
Will  no  more  hear  from  thence. 

2  Watch.  You'll  fee  your  Rome  embraced  with  fire, 

before 
You'll  fpeak  with  Coriolanus. 

Men.   Good  my  friends. 
If  you  have  heard  your  General  talk  of  Rome, 
And  of  his  friends  there,  it  is  Lots  to  Blanks, 
My  name  hath  touch'd  your  ears ;  it  is  Menenius. 

1  Watch.  Be  it  fo,  go  back:    the  virtue  of  your 
Name 
Is  not  here  paffable. 

Men.  I  tell  thee,  fellow. 
Thy  General  is  my  lover :  I  have  been 
The  book  of  his  good  adts ;  whence  men  have  read 
His  fame  unpaiallel'd  happily  amplified  : 
5  For  I  have  ever  narrified  my  friends, 

(Of 

5  For  I  have  ever  verified  my  friends, 

ivith  all  tht  Jiz.e  that  verity,  ^c]   Skaiefpear''s  mighty 

taient  in  painting  the  manners,  is  efpecially  remarkable  in  th's  place, 
Mcr:emui\cx^,  and  Polonius  in  Hamlet,  have  much  of  the  f«n.c  na- 
tural charsder.  The  difference  is  only  accidental.  The  one  was  a 
fen.>tcr  in  a  free  ihre ;  and  the  ether  a  courtier,  and  mini':icr  to  a 
King  ;  w^hkh  two  clrcumftances  afforded  matter  for  that  inimitable 
rid'cule  thrown  over  the  character  of  Pclcnins.  Fur  the  reft,  there  is 
an  ec;'ji'  comp'alfuncc  for  thofe  they  follow  ;  the  fame  difpofif.on  to 

ime  affe^ation  of  wif- 
doin. 
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(Of  whom  he*s  chief)  with  all  the  fize  that  verity 

Would  without  lapfing  fufFer  :  nay,  fometimes. 

Like  to  a  bowi  upon  a  fubtle  ground, 

I've  tumbled  pall  the  throw ;  and  in  his  praiie 

Have,  almoft,  ftamp'd  the  leafing.     Therefore,  fellow, 

I  mull  have  leave  to  pafs. 

1  IVatch.  Faith,  Sir,  if  you  had  told  as  many  lies 
in  his  behalf,  as  you  have  utter'd  words  in  your  own, 
you  Ihould  not  pafs  here :  no,  though  it  were  as  virtu- 
ous to  lie,  as  to  live  chaflly.     Therefore,  go  back. 

Men.  Pr'ythee,  fellow,  remember,  my  name  is 
Meneniusi  always  fadionary  of  the  Party  of  your 
General. 

2  Watch.  Howfoever  you  have  been  his  liar,  (as  you 
fay,  you  have  j)  I  am  one  that,  telling  true  under  him, 
mufl  fay,  you  cannot  pafs.     Therefore,  go  back. 

Men.  Has  he  din'd,  canft  thou  tell  ?  for  I  would  not 
fpeak  with  him,  'till  after  dinner, 

1  Watch.  You  are  a  Roman^  are  you  ? 

Men.   I  am  as  thy  General  is. 

I  Watch.  Then  you  fhould  hate  Rome,  as  he  does. 
Can  you,  when  you  have  pufli'd  out  of  your  gates  the 
very  Defender  of  them,  and,  in  a  violent  popular  igno- 
rance, given  your  enemy  your  Ihield,  think  to  front 
his  revenges  with  the  eafy  groans  of  old  women, 
^  the  virginal  palms  of  your  daughters,  or  with  the 

palfxed 

doTO,  and  forwardnefs  to  be  in  bufineis.  But  we  muft  never  believe 
Shakefpear  could  make  either  of  them  fay,  /  have  'verified  my  friends 
nvitb  all  tbeftze  of  verity  j  nay  what  is  more  extraordinary  'verified 
thtm  beyond  verity.     Without  doubt  he  wrote. 

For  1  have  ever  N  A  r  r  i  f  i  e  d  tny  friends ^ 

i.e.  made  their  encomium.  This  too  agrees  with  the  foregoing  me- 
taphors of  beoky  rejd,  and  conftitutcs  an  unifcrmltv  amon?;^  them. 
From  whence  the  Oxford  Editor  took  occafion  to  read  x.dgr.ified : 
•which  makes  the  abfurdity  much  worfe  than  he  found  ic:  for,  to 
f^'^g'ify  fignifies  to  exceed  the  truth  ^  fo  that  this  c"itic  makes  him 
fay  he  n:agn:fied\n%  friend  within  the  fize  of  verity  :  i.e.  he  e:{ceed- 
td  truib  even  while  he  kept  withiJi  it, 

6  the  virginal  VAi.t^%ef  your  dai^ittrs^'\  }iy  virginal  palms  may 
be  indeed  underftood  the  holding  up  the  hinds  in  fupplication.  There- 
fore I  have  alter'd  nothing.  But  as  this  itnd  is  cold,  aud  ^v;^  us 
csQii  a  ridiculous  idea  j  and  as  the  pajjiir.i  of  the  feveral  intcrcefTors 

fecm 
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pal  Tied  intercefiion  of  fuch  a  decay'd  Dotard  as  you 
feem  to  be  ?  can  you  think  to  blow  out  the  intended 
fire  your  city  is  ready  to  flame  in,  with  fuch  weak 
breath  as  this?  no,  you  are  deceiv'd,  therefore  back 
to  Rome^  and  prepare  for  your  execution ;  you  are  con- 
(demn'd,  our  General  has  fvvorn  you  out  of  reprieve  and 
pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  thy  Captain  knew  I  were  here,  he 
would  ufe  me  with  ellimation. 

I  Watch.  Come,  my  Captain  knows  you  not. 

Men.  I  mean,  thy  General. 

I  Watch.  My  General  cares  not  for  you.     7  Back,  I 

feem  intended  to  be  here  reprefented,  I  fufpefl  Shakefpear  might 
write  PASMEs  or  pames,  i.e.  fwooning  fits,  from  the  French 
pa fmer,  or  pamer.  I  have  frequently  u fed  the  liberty  to  give  fenfe 
to  an  unmeaning  pafTage  by  the  introduction  of  a  French  word  of  the 
fame  found,  which  I  fuppofe  to  be  of  Shakefpear'' s  own  coining. 
And  I  am  certainly  juftified  in  fo  doing,  by  the  great  number  of  fuch 
fort  of  v/ords  to  be  found  in  the  common  text.  But  for  a  further 
juftification  of  this  Uberty,  take  the  following  inftance  ;  where  all 
muft  agree  that  the  common  reading  is  corrupt  by  the  Editors  in- 
ferting  an  Englijh  werd  they  underftood,  inftead  of  one  coined  by 
Shakefpear  out  of  French,  which  they  underftood  not.  It  is  in  his 
Tarquln  and  Lucrece,  where  he  is  fpeaking  of  the  office  and  empire  of 
Timey  and  the  effects  it  produces  in  the  world, 

Timers  glory  is = — — 

Tojm  'iv'ith  'worm-holes  fiately  monuments, 
To  feed  chli'vieti  ivi'th  decay  ofthirtgs  j 
To  blot  eld  books  and  alter  their  contents ; 
Ts  pluck  the  quills  from  ancient  ra'vens  ivings  j 
To  dry  the  eld oaA'sfip,  and  cnEU  ish  fprings. 
The  two  kft  words,  if  they  make  any  fenfe,  it  is  fuch  as  is  direftly 
contrary  to  the  fentlment  here  advanced  }    which  is  concerning  the 
decays,  not  the  repairs  of  time.     The  poet  certainly  wrote. 

To  dry  the  eld  oak's  fapj  and  tar  ish  fprings. 
i.  e.  dry  up  fprings,  from  the  French,  tarir  or  tarijement,  exarefa- 
cere,  exjiccatio  :    Thefe  words  bcijig  peculiarly  applied  to  fprings  or 
rivers. 

7  Back,  I  fay,  go;  lefi  I  let  forth  your  half  pint  of  Blood.  Back, 
tkat^s  theutmoft  of  your  haming,  back.]  As  thefe  words  are  read  and 
pointed,  the  fentence  {that's  the  utmcfi  of  your  hai-ing]  fignifies,  you 
are  like  to  get  no  further.  Whereas  the  author  evidently  intended 
it  to  refer  to  the  half  pint  if  blood  he  fpeaks  of,  and  to  mea|^  that 
that  was  all  he  had  in  his  veins.  The  thought  is  humourous ,  and 
to  difembarras  it  fi-om  the  corrupt  exprefTion,  we  ihould  read  and 
point  it  thus,  Left  I  let  forth  yaur  half  pint  of  blood  :  that's  the  ut- 
inoji  of  your  having.     Back,  back. 

fay. 
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fay,  go  ;  left  I  let  forth  your  half  pint  of  Blood  :  that's 
the  utmoft  of  your  Having.     Back,  back. 
Men,  Nay,  but  fellow,  fellow, 

Enter  Coriolanus,   w//.^  Aufidius. 

Cor.  What's  the  matter? 

Men.  Now,  you  companion,  Til  fay  an  errand  for 
you ;  you  fhall  know  now,  that  I  am  in  eftiniation ; 
you  Ihall  perceive,  that  a  Jack-gaida.nt  cannot  omce  me 
from  my  fon  Coriolanus ;  guefs  but  my  cn:ertainment 
with  him  ;  if  thou  Itand'ft  not  i'th'  ftate  of  hanging, 
or  of  fome  death  more  long  in  fpeflatorfnip,  and  cruel- 
ler in  fufFering,  behold  now  prefently,   and  fwoon  for 

what's  to  come  upon  thee. The  glorious  Gods 

fit  in  hourly  fynod  about  thy  particular  profperity,  and 
love  thee  no  worfe  than  thy  old  father  Menenius  does ! 
Oh  my  fon,  my  fon !  thou  art  preparing  fire  for  us ; 
look  thee,  here's  water  to  quench  it.  I  was  hardly 
mov'd  to  come  to  thee,  but  being  affured,  none  but  my- 
felf  could  move  thee,  I  have  been  blov/n  out  of  our 
gates  with  fighs;  and  conjure  thee  to  pardon  Romg, 
and  thy  petitionary  Countrymen.  The  good  Gods 
affwage  thy  wrath,  and  turn  the  dregs  of  it  upon  tliis 
Varlet  here  ;  this,  v/ho,  like  a  block,  hath  denied  my 
accefs  to  thee  ■ 

Cor.   Away  ! 
-    Men.  How,  away  ? 

Cor.  "Wife,  mother,  child,  I  know  not.     My  affairs 
Are  fervanted  to  others :  though  1  owe 
My  revenge  properly,  remiiFion  lyes 
In  Folfcian  breads.     That  Vv'e  have  been  familiar, 
Ingrate  Forgetfulnefs  fhall  poifon,  rather 

Than  Pity  note  how  much. Therefore,  be  gone  5 

Mine  ears  againft  your  fuits  are  ftronger  than 

Your  gates  againft  my  force.     Yet,  lor  I  loved  thee, 

Take  this  along ;   I  writ  it  for  thy  fake, 

\y'tinjes  him  a  letter. 
And  would  have  fent  it.     Another  word,  Menenius, 

I  will  no;  hear  fhee  fpeak, This  man,  Aufidius, 

Was  my  belov'd  in  Ro7ne  ;  yet  thou  behold'ft 

Aiif.  You  keep  a  conftant  temper.  [Exeunt, 

Vol.   VI.  Y  Manent. 
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Manent  the  Guard,  and  Menenius. 

1  Watch.  Now,  Sir,  is  your  name  Menenius? 

2  Watch.  'Tisa  Spell,  you  fee,  of  much  power;  you 
know  the  way  home  again. 

1  Watch.  Do  you  hear,  how  we  are  flient  for  keeping 
your  Greatnefs  back  ? 

2  Watch.  What  caufe,   do  you  think,    I    ha\'e    to 

fwoon  ? 
"Men.  I  neither  care  for  the  world,  nor  your  Gene- 
ral :  for  fuch  things  as  you,  I  can  fcarce  think  there's 
any,  y'are  fo  flight.  He,  that  hath  a  will  to  die  by 
himfelf,  fears  it  not  from  another  :  let  your  General 
do  his  worll.  For  you,  be  what  you  are,  long  ;  and 
your  mifery  increafe  with  your  age !  I  fay  to  you,  as  I 
was  faid  to.  Away \Exit. 

1  Watch.  A  noble  fellow,  I  warrant  him. 

2  Watch.  The  worthy   fellow  is  our  General,     He's 
the  rock,  the  oak  not  to  be  wind-fhaken. 

{Ex.  Watch. 

SCENE     III. 

'Re-enter  Coriolanus  atid  Aufidius. 

Cor.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Rome  to  morr6w 
Set  down  ourHoft,     My  Partner  in  this  adlion. 
You  mufl  report  to  th'  Volfcian  lords,  how  plainly  * 
I've  borne  this  bufmefs. 

Auf.  Only  their  Ends  you  have  refpeded  ;  ftopt 
Your  ears  againil  the  general  fuit  of  Rome  : 
Never  admitted  private  whifper,  no, 
Not  with  fuch  friends  that  thought  them  furc  of  you. 

Cor.  This  laft  old  man. 
Whom  with  a  crack'd  heart  I  have  fent  to  Rome, 
Lov'd  me  above  the  meafure  of  a  father  ; 
Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.     Their  lateft  refuge 
Was  to  fend  him  :  for  whofe  old  love,  I  have 
<Tho'  I  Ihew'd  fow'rly  to  him)  once  more  oiFer'd 
The  firft  conditions ;  (which  they  did  refufe,   . 
And  cannot  now  accept,)  to  grace  him  only. 
That  thought  he  eould  do  more  :  a  very  little 

I've 
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I've  yielded  to.     Frefh  embalTie,  and  fuits. 

Nor  from  the  State,  nor  private  friends,  hereafter 

Will  I  lend  er.r  to. Ha  !    what  fhout  is  this  ? 

\_Shout  <^jjithl.t. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow, 
In  the  fame  time  'tis  made  ?  I  will  not        •  * 

Enter  Virgilia,    Volumnia,    Valeria,  young   Marcius, 
ijuith  Attendants  all  in  Mourning. 

*'  My  wife  comes  foremoft,  then  the  honour'd  mould 

**  Wherein  this  trunk  was  fram'd,  and  in  her  hand 

**  The  grand-child  to  her  blood.     But,   out,  affection f 

*'  All  bond  and  privilege  of  Nature  break ! 

**  Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obftinate. 

"  What  is  that  curt'fie  worth  ?  or  thofe  dove's  e)'e5, 

**  Which  can  make  Gods  forixvorn  ?  I  melt,  and  am 

not 
"  Of  ftronger  earth  than  others :  my  mother  bows, 
*'  As  if  Olympus  to  a  mole-hill  ihould 
"  In  fupplication  nod ;  and  my  young  boy 
*'  Hath  an  afpeft  of  interceffion,  whicii 
"  Great  Nature   cries,  — — ."  Deny   not.     Lep  the 

Volfcians 
"  Plough  Rome,  and  harrow  It  ah; ;  I'll  never 
"  Be  fuch  a  gofling  to  obey  inftincl ;  but  iland        " 
"  As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himfslf^ 
''  And  knew  no  other  kin. 

f^irg.  My  lord  and  hufaand  ! 

Cor.  Thefe  eyes  are  not  the  fame  I  wore  in  P.omf. 

^irg.  The  forrow,  that  delivers  us  thus  chang'd. 
Makes  you  think  fo. 

Cor.  "  Like  a  dull  A£lor  now, 
*'  I  have  forgot  my  Part,  and  I  am  out, 
"  Even  to  a  full  difgrace.     Beit  of  my  iiefh, 
"  Forgive  my  tyranny  ;  but  do  not  fay, 
**  For  Tliat,  forgive  our  Romans  — O,  a  kifs 
"  Long  as  my  exile,  fweet  as  my  revenge  ! 
"  Now,  by  the  jealous  Qiieen  of  heav'n,-that  kifs 
"  I  cirried  from  thee.  Dear;  and  my  true  lip 
**  H;  .:i  virgin'd  it  e'er  fince.  —  -You  Gods  I  I  prate ; 
**  And  tue  moft  noble  mother  of  the  world 

y  2  "  Leave 
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•*  Leave  unfaluted  :  fmk,  my  knee,  i'th*  earth ; 

[ktieels. 
Of  thy  deep  duty  more  imprefilon  Ihew 
Than  that  of  common  fons. 

Vol.  O  Hand  up  bleft  ! 
Whilft  with  no  fofter  cufhion  than  the  flint 
I  kneel  before  thee,  and  unproperly 
Shew  duty  as  miftaken  all  the  while  [kneets. 

Between  the  child  and  parent. 

Cor,  What  is  this  ? 
Your  knees  to  me  ?  to  your  correfted  fon  ? 
Then  let  the  pebbles  on  the  hungry  beach 
Fillop  the  liars :    then,  let  the  mutinous  wind 
Strike  the  proud  cedars  "'gainft  the  fiery  Sun  : 
Murd'ring  impoiTibility,  to  make 
What  cannot  be,  flight  work. 

Vol.  Thou  art  my  warrior, 
I  holp  to  frame  thee.     Do  you  know  this  lady  ? 

Cor.   "  The  noble  filler  of  Potlicola, 
**  The  moon  of  Rome  ;  chafte  as  the  ificle, 
*'  That's  curdled  by  the  froll  from  pureft  fnow, 
"  And  hangs  on  Diati's  Temple:  dear  V^h^^^  i 

Vol.  This  is  a  poor  epitome  of  yours, 

\_Jhenxiing young  Marcius. 
Which  by  th'  interpretation  of  full  time 
May  ihew  like  all  yourfelf. 

Cor.  "  The  God  of  foldiers, 
**  8  With  the  confent  of  fupream  Jonje,  inform 
"  Thy  thoughts  with  Noblenefs,    that   thou  may'ft 

prove 
**  9.T0  Shame  unvulnerable,  and  flick  i'th'  wars 
**  Like  a  great  fea-mark,  flanding  every  flaw, 
"  And  faving  thofe  that  eye  thee  !" 

Vol.  Your  knee,  firrah. 

Cor.  That's  my  brave  boy. 

Vol.  Even  he,  your  wife,  this  lady,  and  myfelf 
Are  fuitors  to  you. 

8  With  the  consent  of  fupream  Jove.]   This  is  inferted  with  great 
decprum.     Jupiter  was  the  tutelary  Gcdof  Reme. 

9  Ti  Shame  uavulnerable,— ]  A  foldier's  honour  is  finely  ex- 
sfrefled  in  thefc  words. 

Cor, 
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Cor.  I  befeech  you,  peace  : 
Or,  if  }ou'(l  ailc,  remember  this  before ; 
The  thing,  I  have  forfworn  to  grant,  may  never 
Be  held  by  you  denial.     Do  not  bid  me 
Difmifs  my  foldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  witii  Romis  Mechanicks.     Tell  me  not. 
Wherein  I  ieem  unnatural :  defire  not 
T'allay  m.y  rages  and  revenges,  with 
Your  colder  reafons. 

Vol.  Oh,  no  more  ;  no  more  : 
You've  faid,  you  will  not  grant  us  any  thing  : 
For  we  have  nothing  elfe  to  afk,  but  That 
Which  you  deny  already :  yet  we  will  afk. 
That  if  we  fail  in  our  requeft,  the  Blame 
May  hang  upon  yourHardnefs  j  therefore  hear  us. 

Cor.  Jufidius,  and  you  Volfcians,  mark ;   for  we'll 
Hear  nought  from  Rome  in  private. -Your  requefl  ? 

VoL  Should  we  be  filent  and  not  fpeak,  our  raiment 
And  ftate  of  bodies  would  bewray  what  life 
We've  led  fmce  thy  Exile.      "  Think  wiih  thy  felf, 
**  How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
"  Are  we  come  hither ;  fince  thy  fight,  which  fhould 
**  Make  our  Eyes  flow  with  joy,   hearts  dance  with 

comforts, 
"  Conllrains  them  weep,  and  (hake  with  fear  and  foi-'- 

row; 
"  Making  the  mother,  wife,  and  child  to  fee, 
*'  The  fon,  the  hufband,  and  the  father  tearing 
*'  His  Country's  bowels  out :  and  to  poor  we, 
"  Thine  enmity's  moft  capital ;    thou  barr'ft  us 
"  Oar  prayers  to  the  Gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
"  That  all  but  we  enjoy."     For  how  can  we, 
Alas !  how  can  v/e,  for  our  Country  pray. 
Whereto  we're  bound  ?  together  with  thy  viiftory. 
Whereto  we're  bound  ?  Alack  I  or  we  muft  lofe 
The  Country,  our  dear  nurfe  ;  or  elfe  thy  perfon. 
Our  comfort  in  the  Country.     We  muft  find 
An  eminent  calamity,  tho'  we  had 
Our  wifh,  which  fide  Ihou'd  win.     "  For  cither  thou 
**  Muft,  ai  a  foreign  Recreant,  be  led 

Y  3  "  With 
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"  With  manacles  along  our  ftreets ;  or  elfe 

"  Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  Country's  ruin, 

"  And  bear  the  palm,  for  having  bravely  fhed 

**  Thy  wife  and  children's  blood      For  my  felf,  Ton, 

**  I  purpofe  not  to  wait  on  Fortune,  'till 

"  Thefe  wars  determine:  if  I  can't  perfuade  thee 

Rather  to  fhew  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts, 

Than  feek  the  end  of  one  ;  thou  ihalt  no  fooner 

March  to  aiTault  thy  Country,  than  to  tread 

(Trufl  to't,  thou  (halt  not)  on  thy  mother's  womb. 

That  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

Firg.  Ay,  and  mine  too. 
That  brought  you  forth  this  Boy,  to  keep  your  name 
Living  to  time. 

Boy,  "  He  fhall  not  tread  on  me : 
"  ril  run  away  'till  I'm  bigger,  but  then  I'll  figjit." 

Cor.  Not  of  a  woman's  tendernefs  to  be, 
Requires,  nor  child,  nor  woman's  face,  to  fee  : 
I've  fat  too  long. 

Vol.  N^y,  go  not  from  us  thus : 
If  it  V/cre  fo,  that  our  requeft  did  tend 
To  fave  the  Remans,  thereby  to  deilroy 
The  Volfcians  whom  you  fervc,  you  might  condemn  us. 
As  poyfonous  of  your  Honour.     No  j  our  fuit 
is,  that  you  reconcile  them  :  while  the  Volfcians 
May  fay,  This  mercy  we  have  fliew'd  j  the  Romans, 
This  we  receiv'd  ;  and  each  in  either  fide 
Give  the  all-hail  to  thee ;  and  cry,  Be  bleft 
For  making  up  this  Peace  !  Thou  know'il,  great  fon. 
The  End  of  War's  uncertain;  but  this  certain. 
That  if  thou  conquer  P^ome,  the  benefit. 
Which  thou  fnalt  thereby  reap,  is  fuch  a  Name, 
Whofe  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  Curfes : 
V/hofe  Chronicle  thus  writ, '  the  man  was  noble— 

*  But  with  his  laft  attempt  he  wip'd  it  out, 

'  Dellroy'd  his  Country,  and  his  name  remains 

•  To  th'  enfuing  age,  abhorr'd.'     Speak  to  me,  fon: 
Thou  haft  aiFeded  the  firfl  llrains  of  honour, 

To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  Gods  ; 

"To  tear  with  thunder  the  wide  cheeks  o'  th^air,. 

And 
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*  And  yet  to  charge  thy  fulphur  with  a  bolt. 
That  Ihould  but  rive  an  oak.     Why  doll  not  Tpeak  ? 
Think'il  thoa  it  honourable  for  a  noble  man 
Still  to  remember  wrongs  ?  Daughter,  fpeak  you  : 
He  cares  not  for  your  weeping.     Speak  thou.  Boy ; 
Perhaps,  thy  chiidilhnefs  will  move  him  more 
Than  can  our  reafons.      Tliere's  no  man  in  the  world 
More  bound  to's  mother,  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate 
Like  one  i'th'  Stocks.     Thou'll:  never  in  thy  life 
Shew'd  thy  dear  mother  any  courtefie; 
When  ftie,  (poor  hen)  fond  of  no  fecond  brood. 
Has  cluck'd  thee  to  the  wars,  and  fafely  home, 
Loaden  with  honour.      Say,  my  Requeft's  unjull:. 
And  fpurn  me  back  :  but,  if  it  be  not  fo. 
Thou  art  not  honeft,  and  the  Gods  will  plague  thee. 
That  thoa  reftrain'ft  from  me  the  duty,  which 

To  a  mother's  part  belongs He  turns  away: 

Down,  Ladies  ;  let  us  fhame  him  with  our  knees. 
To's  fir-name  Coriolanus  'longs  more  pride. 
Than  pity  to  our  prayers.     Down  i  and  end  ; 
This  is  the  latt.      So  we  will  home  to  Rome, 
And  die  among  our  neighbours :  nay,  ^ehold  us. 
This  Boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have, 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands  for  fellowfhip,       f 
Does  reafon  our  petition  with  more  llrength 
Than  thou  haft  to  deny't.     Come,  let  us  go  : 
This  fellow  had  a  Volfcian  to  his  mother  : 
His  wife  is  in  Corioli,  and  this  child 
Like  him  by  chance ;  yet  give  us  our  difpatch  : 
I'm  hufht,  until  our  City  be  afire  ', 
And  then,  I'll  fpeak  a  little. 
Cor.  *'  O  mother,  mother  ! 

\HQ.lds  her  by  the  hands,  ftlent. 
**  What  have  you  done  ?  behold,  the  heav'ns  do  ope, 
**  The  Gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  fcene 
**  They  laugh  at.     Oh,  my  mother,  mother !  oh  .' 
You've  v/on  a  happy  vidory  to  Rome  : 
But  for  your  fon,  believe  it,  oh,  believe  it, 

1  And  yet  to  change  thy  fulphur^  We  ihould  read   charge.^     The 
rccan.ng  ©f  th«  pailsgc  is,  To  threaten  much  and  yet  be  meccira''. 

Moft 
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Mofl  dangVoufly  you  have  with  iiim  prevail'd. 

If  not  moil:  mort  tI  to  him.     Let  it  come  : - 

Aufidlus,  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars, 
VW.  frame  convenient  peace.      Now,  good  Aufidius^ 
AVere  you  in  my  ftead,  fay,  would  you  have  heard 
A  mother  lefs  ?  or  granted  lefs,  Aufidius  ? 

Auf.  I  too  was  mov'd. 

Cor.  I  dare  be  fworn,  you  were ; 
Ard,  Sir,  it  is  no  little  thing  to  make 
Mine  eyes  to  fweat  Compaiiion.     But,  good  Sir, 
What  peace  you'll  make,  advife  me  :  for  my  part 
I'll  r.ot  to  Rc77iey  I'll  back  with  you,  and  pray  you 
Stand  to  me  in  this  caufe.     O  mother !  wife  ; . 

Auf,  I'm  glad,  thou'ii:  fet  thy  mercy  and  thy  honour 
At  diiTerence  in  thee  j  out  of  That  Til  work 
My  felf  a  former  fortune.  [Aftde» 

Cor    Aj,  by  and  by ;  but  we  will  drink  together ; 
And  you  ihall  bear  [To  Vol.  Virg.  i^c, 

A  better  witnefs  back  than  words,  which  we. 
On  like  conditions,  will  have  counter-feal'd. 
^  Come,  enter  with  us. 

Au/".  Ladies,  you  defeiTC 
To  have  a  Temple  built  you  :  all  the  fwords 
In  ha/y,  and  her  confederate  arms. 
Could  not  have  made  this  Peace.  ^Exeunt, 

2   Ccr.  . CfWi?,  ertsr  tvith  us  :  Ladies^  you  deferve,  &c.] 

This  fpcech  beginning  at,  Ladies,  you  dejcrnje — 'which  is  ablurdly 
^iven  to  CcrioLmcs^  belongs  to  Aujidlin,  For  it  cannot  be  fup- 
poftd  that  the  other,  amidft  a!I  the  diforder  of  violent  and  contrary 
;  .^liions,  could  be  calm  and  difengagcd  enough  to  make  fo  gallant  a 
'  .npliment  to  the  ladies.  Let  us  farther  obferve  from  this  fpeech 
V,  liere  he  fays, 

III  all  thefivordi 

In  Italy,  and  her  confed'' race  arm%y 

Aad  from  that  a  little  before, 

■  .  ^Lct  tie  Volfcians 
plough  Rome,  and  harroiv  Italy  j 

That  th^  poet's  head  was  running  on  the  later  grandeur  of  Rome, 
v;hen  as  at  this  time  her  dominicn  extended  only  a  few  roiles  ronnd 
ihe  eity. 

S  C  E  N  e 
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SCENE    IV.     Ue  Forum,  in  Rome. 

Enter  Menenius  and  Sicinlus. 
Men.  CjEE  you  yond  coin  o'th'  Capitol,  yond  corner- 

Sic.  Why,  what  of  that  ? 

Men,  If  it  be  poffible  for  you  to  difplace  it  with  your 
little  finger,  there  is  feme  hope  the  Ladies  of  Rome,  ef- 
pecially  his  mother,  may  prevail  with  him.  But,  I  fay, 
there  is  no  hope  in't ;  our  throats  are  fentenc'd,  and 
ilay  upon  execui-ion. 

Sic.  Is't  poffible,  that  fo  fhort  a  time  can  alter  the 
condiiion  of  a  man  ? 

Men,  There  is  difference  between  a  grub  and  a  but- 
terfly, yet  your  butterfly  was  a  grub  ;  this  Marcius  is 
grown  from  man  to  dragon:  he  has  wings,  he's  more 
than  a  creeping  thing. 

Sic.  He  lov'd  his  mother  dearly. 

Men.  So  did  he  me :  and  he  no  m.ore  remembers  his 
mother  now,  -'  than  an  eight  years  old  horfe.  The 
tartnefs  of  his  face  fours  ripe  grapes.  When  he  walks, 
he  moves  like  an  engine,  and  the  ground  ftirinks  before 
his  treading.  He  is  able  to  pierce  a  cerflet  with  his 
eye  :  talks  like  a  knell,  and  his  hum  is  a  battery.  He 
fits  in  his  State,  as  a  thing  made  for  Alexander.  What 
he  bids -be  done,  is  finifli'd  with  his  bidding.  He  wants 
nothing  of  a  God,  but  Eternity,  and  a  heaven  to  throne 
in. 

Sic,  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  hir"  truly. 

Men,  I  paint  him  in  the  charafter.  Mark,  what 
mercy  his  mother  fliall  bring  from  him ;  there  is  no 
more  mercy  in  him,  than  there  is  milk  in  a  maletyger  ; 
that  fliall  our  poor  City  find ;  and  all  this  is  long  of 
you. 

Sic.  The  Gods  be  good  unto  us  ! 

Men.  No,  in  fuch  a  cafe  the  Gods  will  not  be  good 

3  than  an  eight  yean  old  horfe.]     SubintelligUur  remmben  bis 

untQ. 
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unto  us.  When  we  banifh'd  him,  we  refpci^ed  not 
them  :  and,  he  returning  to  break  cur  necks,  they  re- 
ipedt  not  us. 

Enter  a  Mejfer.ger, 

Mef.  Sir,  if  you'd  fave  your  life,  fly  to  your  houfe; 
The  Plebeians  have  got  your  fellow-tribune. 
And  hale  him  up  and  down  j  All  fwearing,  if 
The  Roman  Ladies  bring  not  comfort  home. 
They'll  give  him  death  by  inches. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Sic.  What's  the  news  ? 

Me/.  Good  news,  good  news,  the  Ladies  have  pre* 
vail'd. 
The  Vdfclam  are  diflodg'd,  and  Marcius  gone : 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  greet  Romei 
No,  not  th*  Expulflon  of  the  Tarquins. 

Sic.  Frier  d. 
Art  certain,  this  is  true  r  is  it  mofl  certain  ? 

Mef,  As  certain,  as  I  know  the  Sun  is  fire  : 
Where  have  you  lurk'd,  that  you  make  doubt  of  it  ? 
Ne'er  through  an  Arch  fo  hurried  the  blown  tide. 
As  the  recomforted  through  th'  gates.      Why,   hark 
you; 
[Trumpets,   Hautboys,   Drums  heat,  all  together. 
The  trumpets,  fackbuts,  pfalteries  and  fifes. 
Tabors  and  cymbals,  and  the  fliouting  Romans 
Make  the  Sun  dance.     Hark  you  !  [^AJkout  ivithin. 

Men.  This  is  good  news  : 
I  will  go  meet  the  Ladies.      This  Volutnnia 
1%  worth  of  Confuls,  Senators,  Patricians, 
A  City  full  \  of  Tribunes,  fuch  as  you, 
A  Sea  and  Land  full.     You've  pray'd  well  to  day : 
Tnis  morning,  for  ten  thoufand  of  your  throats 
I'd  not  have  given  a  doit.     Hark,  how  they  joy ! 

[Sound /iilly  imth  theft^outi* 

Sic.   Firft,  the  Gods  blefs  you  for  your  tidings :  next. 
Accept  my  thankfulnefs. 

Mef,  Sir,    we  have  all  great  caufe  to   give  great 
thanks. 

Sic* 
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Sit.  They're  near  the  City? 

Me/.  Almoft  at  point  to  enter. 

Sic.  We'll  meet  them,  and  help  the  joy.      [^Exeunt. 

Enter  t'wo  Senators y  nxjith  ladies ^  pajjing  o'ver  the  jlage^ 
ivith  other  Lords. 

Sen.  Behold  our  Patronefs,  the  Life  of  Rome: 
Call  all  our  Tribes  together,  praife  the  Gods, 
And  make  triumphant  fires :  ftrew  flowers  before  them : 
Unfhout  the  noife,  that  banifh'd  Marcius  ; 
Repeal  him  with  the  welcome  of  his  mother : 
Cry, welcome,  Ladies,  welcome !  \Exeunt, 

All.  Welcome,  Ladies,  welcome  !. 

^A  flour  ip  nxiith  drums  and  trumpets, 

SCENE    V.     Changes  to  a  tuhlick  Place  in  Antium. 

Enter   Tullus  Aufidius,    nvith  Attendants. 

Auf.  f""^  O  tell  the  Lords  o'th'  City,  I  am  here : 

VJT  Deliver  them  this  paper  :  having  read  it. 
Bid  them  repair  to  th'  market-place,  where  I, 
Even  in  theirs  and  in  the  Commons'  ears. 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.     He,  I  accufe. 
The  city-ports  by  this  hath  enter'd;  and 
Intends  t'appear  before  the  people,  hoping 

To  purge  himfelf  with  words.     Difpatch. Moft 

v/elcome ! 
Enter  three  or  four  Conf^irators  of  KxiMiMi  s  fa^ion, 

1  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  General  ? 
Auf.  Even  fo, 

As  with  a  man  by  his  own  alms  impoifon'd,. 
And  with  his  charity  llain. 

2  Con.  Moil  noble  Sir, 

If  you  do  hold  the  fame  intent,  wherein 
You  wifh'd  us  parties  ;  we'll  deliver  you 
Of  your  great  danger. 

Auf.   Sir,  I  cannot  tell ; 
We  mull  proceed,  as  we  do  find  the  people, 

3  Con^ 
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3  Coff.  The  people  will  remain  uncertain,  whilft 
'Twixt  you  there's  difference  ;  but  the  Fall  of  either 
Makes  the  Survivor  heir  of  all. 

Ju/.  I  know  it  ,* 
And  my  pretext  to  ftrike  at  him  admits 
A  good  conftruclion.     I  rais'd  him,  and  pawnM 
Mine  honour  for  his  truth  ;  who  being  fo  heightened. 
He  water'd  his  new  plants  with  dews  of  flattery. 
Seducing  fo  my  friends ;  and  to  this  end. 
He  bow'd  his  nature,  never  known  before 
But  to  be  rough,  unfwayable,  and  free. 

3  Con.  Sir,  his  ftoutnefs 
When  he  did  fland  for  Conful,  which  he  loH 
By  lack  of  ftooping 

Jiif.  That  I  would  have  {poke  of : 
Being  banifh'd  for't,  he  came  unto  my  hearth, 
Prefented  to  my  knife  his  throat ;  I  took  him, 
Made  him  joint  fervant  with  me  ;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  ov>'n  defires  ;  nay,  let  him  chufe 
Out  of  my  files,  his  projeds  to  accompliih. 
My  bell  and  frefhell  men;  ferv'd  his  defignm.ents 
In  mine  own  perlbn  ;  holpe  to  reape  the  Fame, 
Which  he  did  make  all  his ;  and  took  fome  pride 
To  do  myfelf  this  wrong  ;  'till,  at  the  laft, 
I  feem'd  hisfolJower,  not  partner;  and 
He  wag'd  me  with  his  countenance,  as  if 
I  had  been  mercenary. 

1  Con.   So  he  did,  my  lord  : 
The  army  marvell'd  at  it,  and,  at  laft. 
When  he  had  carried  Rome,  and  that  we  look'd 
For  no  lefs  Spoil,  than  Glory • 

j^uf.  There  was  it ;  — — 
(For  which  my  fmewslhall  be  llretch'd  upon  him;) 
*'  At  a  few  drops  of  women's  rheum,  which  are 
**  As  cheap  as  lies,  he  fold  the  Blood  and  Labour 
*'  Of  our  great  AtPdon ;  therefore  {hall  he  die. 
And  I'll  renew  me  in  his  Fall.     But,  hark ! 

{Drums  and  Trumpets  found,  'with  great  Jbouti 
of  the  People. 

!■:  Cqh,  Your  native  Town  you  entered  like  a  Pol!:, 

And 
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And  had  no  welcomes  home  ;  but  he  returns. 
Splitting  the  Air  with  noife. 

2  Con.  And  patient  fools, 

Whofe  children  he  hath  ilain,  their  bafe  throats  tear. 
Giving  him  glory. 

3  Co».  Therefore,  at  your  vantage. 

Ere  he  exprefs  himfelf,  or  move  the  people 
With  what  he  would  fay,  let  him  feel  your  fword. 
Which  we  will  fecond      When  he  lies  along. 
After  your  way  his  Tale  pronouncM  Ihall  bury 
His  reafons  with  his  body. 

jiuf.  Say  no  more. 
Here  come  the  lords. 

Enter  the  Lords  of  the  City, 

All  Lords.  You're  moll  welcome  home. 

Auf.  I  have  not  deferv'd  it. 
But  worthy  lords,  have  you  with  heed  perus'd 
What  I  have  written  to  you  ? 

Jll.  We  have. 

I  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hear  it. 
What  faults  he  made  before  the  la^,  I  think, 
Might  have  found  eafie  fines  :  but  there  to  end. 
Where  he  was  to  begin,  and  give  avvay 
The  benefit  of  our  Levies,  anfwering  us 
With  our  own  charge,  making  a  treaty  where 
There  was  a  yielding :  This  admits  no  excufe. 

Jitf.  He  approaches,  you  fhall  hear  him. 

SCENE    VL 

Enter  Coriolanus,  marching  ^ucith  drums  and  colours  j  the 
Commons  being  nvith  him. 

Cor.  Hail,  lords ;  I  am  retum'd,  your  foldier ; 
No  more  infecled  with  my  Country's  love. 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,  but  ftill  fubfifting 
Under  your  great  Command.     You  are  to  know. 
That  profperoufly  I  have  attempted,  and 
With  bloody  paifage  led  your  wars,  even  to 
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The    gates  of  Rome.     Our  fpoils,  we  Iiave  brought 

home. 
Do  more  than  counterpoife,  a  full  third  part. 
The  charges  of  the  aftion.     We've  made  peace 
With  no  lefs  honour  to  the  Antlates^ 
Than  fhame  to  th'  Romans:  and  we  here  deliver, 
Subfcribed  by  the  Confuis  and  Patricians, 
Together  with  the  feal  o'  th'  Senate,  what 
We  have  com.pounded  on. 

Aiif.  Read  it  not,  noble  lords. 
But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  higheft  degree 
He  hath  abus'd  your  powers. 

Coy.  Traitor  ! — how  now  ! 

Juf.  Ay,  traitor,  Mar c ins ^ 

Cor.   Marcius  ' 

J^uf.  Ay,  Marcius,  Cat  us  Marcius  ;  doft  thou  think, 
I'll  grace  thee  with  that  robbery,  thy  ftoPn  name 
Coi-iclanusy  in  Corioli? 

You  Lords  and  Heads  o'th'  State,  perfidioufly 
He  has  betray'd  your  bufmefs,  and  given  up, 
For  certain  drops  of  fait,  your  city  Rome  ! 
I  fay,  your  city,  to  his  wife  and  mother  ; 
Breaking  his  oath  and  refolution,  like 
A  twift  of  rotten  filk,  never  admitting 
Counfel  o'  th'  war ;  but  at  his  nurfe's  tears 
He  whin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  vi6tor}% 
That  Pages  blufh'd  at  him  ;  and  men  of  heart 
Look'd  v.ondring  each  at  other. 

Cor.  Hear'il  thou,  Mars  ! 

Juf.  Name  not  the  God  !  thou  boy  of  tears! 

Cor.  Ha  ! 

Jiif.  No  more. 

Cor.  Meafurelefs  liar,  thou  hafl  made  my  heart 

Too  great  for  what  contains  it.      Boy  ?  O  ilave  ! 

Pardon  m.e,  lords,  'tis  the  firft  tim.e  that  ever 

I'm  forc'd  to  fcold.     Your  judgments,  my  grave  lords, 

M'lft  give  this  Cur  the  Lie  ;  and  his  own  Notion, 

(Who  wears  my  llripes  impreft  upon  him  ;  that 

Muft  bear  my  beating  to  his  Grave)  ihall  join 

To  thruft  the  lie  unto  him. 

1  Lord,  Peace  both,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Cor' 
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Cor.  Cut  me  to  pieces,  Voifciafts,  men  and  lads. 
Stain  all  your  edges  in  me.     Boy !  falfe  hound  !     i 
If  you  have  writ  your  annals  true,  'tis  there. 
That,  like  an  eagle  in  a  dove-coat,  I 
Flutter' d  your  Volfcians  in  Coricli. 
Alone  I  did  it.     Boy !  — 

Auf.  Why,  noble  lords. 
Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  fortune. 
Which  v/as  your  fliame,  by  this  unholy  braggart. 
Tore  your  own  eyes  and  ears  ? 

All  Con.  Let  him  die  for't. 

All  People.  Tear  him  te  pieces,  do  it  prefently  : 
He  kill'd  my  fon, — my  daughter, — kill'd  my  couiln,.— . 

He  kill'd  my  father.  -^ 

[The  Croud  [peak  fromikuoujly , 

2  Lord   Peace,  -no  outrage — peace 
The  man  is  noble,  and  his  Fame  folds  in 
This  Orb  o'th'  earth ;  his  lall  offences  to  us 
Shall  have  judicious  Hearing.     Stand,  Aujidius, 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 

Cor.  O  that  I  had  him. 
With  fix  Aiifidhis's,  cr  more,  his  tribe. 
To  ufe  m.y  lawful  f^'crd 

Atif.  Infolent  villain ! 

All  Con.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him. 

\jrhe  confpirators  alldrauo,  and  kill  Marcius, 
<ucho  falls,  and  AM^^v:i%  fiands  on  him. 

Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Auf.  My  noble  Mailers,  hear  me  fpeak. 

1  Lord.  O  Tullus 

2  Lord.  Thou  haft  done  a  deed,  whereat 
Valour  will  weep. 

3  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  him -■«—— mailers  all,  be 

quiet ; 
Put  up  your  fwords. 

Aif   My  lords,  when  you  Ihall  know  (as  in  this  rage 
ProvokM  by  him,  you  cannot)  the  great  danger 
Which  this  man's  life  did  owe  you,  you'll  rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.     Fle^afe  it  your  Honours 
To  call  me  to  your  Senate,  Fli  deliver 
My  felf  your  loyal  fervant,  or  endure 

Youjr 
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Your  heavieft  cenfure. 

1  Lord.  Bear  from  hence  his  body. 

And  mourn  ycu  for  him.     Let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  m.oll  nob'e  Coarfe,  that  ever  lieraid 
Did  follow  to  his  urn. 

2  Lord.  His  own  impatience 

Takes  from  Anfidius  a  great  part  of  blame  : 
Let's  make  the  bell  of  it. 

Auf.  My  Rage  is  gone. 
And  I  am  ilruck  with  forrow :  take  him  up  .\ 
Help,  three  o'th'  chiefeft  foldiers ;  I'll  be  one. 
Beat  thou  the  drum,  that  it  fpeak  mournfully : 
Trail  your  ftee!  pikes.     Though  in  this  city  he 
Hath  widowed  and  unchi!ded  many  a  one, 
"Which  J^o  this  hour  bewail  the  injury. 
Yet  he  Ihall  have  a  noble  memory. 

\Exeuni,  bearing  the  body  of  Marcius.     A  dead 
March  fotinded. 


fhe  End  of  the  Sixth  Foluwe. 
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